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pthar word, but I caught her by the

arm.
“Q, miss—," I began, but she gave me
such a look I dropped her arm as if
it had been hot steel
« have nothing to say to you,” she
cried in a low, thrilling voice. “Do
not detain me.” And with a glance
to see if Hannah were following her,
ent out.
Bh;?o‘: an hour I sat crouched on the
stair, just where she had left me. Then
I went to bed, but I did not sleep &
wmink that night. You can imagine
then, my wonder, when with first glow
of the early morning light, Mary, look=-
ing more beautnful than ever, came
running up the steps and into the room
where 1 was, with the letter for Mr,
Clavering trembiing in her hand.
«On!” I cried in my joy and relief,
»didn’t she understand me, then?”
The gay look on Mary's face turned
to one of reckless scorn. “If you mean
Fileanore, yes. She is duly initiateq,
Mamma Hubbard. Knows that I love
Mr. Clavering and write to him. I
pouldn’t keep it secret after the mis-
ta.keyoumadelastevenhz.solﬂ

the next best thing, told ber the truth.”

“Not that you were abpbut to be mar-
ried?”

“Certainly not. I don’t belleve In un-
necessary communications.”

“And will she not tell your uncle ?"
I gasped.

The naive expression on Mary's face
quickly changed. “No,” said she.

I felt a heavy hand hot with fever,
lifted from my heart. ‘“And we can
still go on ?”

She held out the letter for reply.
The plan agreed upon betwcen us
for the carrying out of our intentions

was this: At the time appointed,
Mary was to excuse herself to her
cousin upon the plea that she had
promised to take me to see a friend
in the next town. She was then to
enter a buggy previously ordeged. and
drive here where I was to join her.
We were then to proced immediately
¢o the minister’s house in F——, where
we had reason to belleve we should
find everything prepared for us. But
in this plan, simple as it was, one
thing was forgotten,-and that was the
character of Eleanore’s love for her
cousin. That she would suspect some-
thing was wrong, we did ‘not doubt,
but that she would actualy follow
her up and demand an explanation of
her conduct, was what neither she who
knew her so well, nor I who knew
her so little, ever imagined pgssible,
‘And yet that was just what occurred.
But let me explain. Mary, who had
followed out the program to the point
of leaving a little note of excuse on
iBleanore’s dressing-table, had come
to my house and was just taking off
her long cloak to show me her dress,
when there came a commanding knock
at the front door. Hastily pulling her
cloak about her I ran to open it, in-
tending, you may be sure, to @ismiss
my visitor with short ceremony when
I heard a voice behind me say,; *

heavens, it is Eleanore !" and glancing
back, saw Mary looking through the
window-blind upon the porch without.

“What shall I do 7’ cried I shrinking
back.

“Do ? why open the door and let
her in; T am not afraid of Eleanore.”

I immediately did so, and Eleanore
Leavenworth, very pale but with a
resolute countenace, walked into the
house and into this rgom, confront-
ing Mary in very nearly the same spot
where you are now sitting. “I have
come,” said she lifting a face whose
expression of mingled sweetness and
power I could not but admire even
in that moment of apprehension, ‘“to
ask you without any excuse for my
request, if you will allow me to ac-
company you upon your: drive this
morning ?*

Mary, who had drawn herself up to
meet some words of accusation or ap-
peal, turned carelessly away to the
glass. “I am sorry,” she said, “but
the buggy holds only two, and I shall
be obliged to refuse.”

“I will order a carriage.®

“But I do not wish your company,
Eleanore. We are off on a pleasure
trip and desire to go as we have plan-
ned by ourselves.”

“And you will not allow me to ac-
company you ?”

“I cannot prevent your going in an-
other carriage.”

Eleanore’s face grew yet more
earnest in its expression, “Mary,”
sald she, “we have been brsught up
together. I am your sister in affec-
tion if not in blood, and I cannot see
you start upon this adventure with
na other companion than this woman.
Neither conscience, love, nor the grati-
tude I feel for our absent uncle will
allow me. If you go where you pro-
pose, I must accompany you. Then
tell me, shall it be at your side as a
sister, or on the road behind you as
the enforced guardian of your honor
against your will ?”

“My honor ?”

“You'are going to meet Mr. Claver-
ing."

“Well ?”

“Twenty miles from home.”™

“Well ?”

“Now is it discreet or honorable for
you to do this ? If it is, discretion
and honor are not the virtues which
I haev been brought up to think
them.”

Mary’'s haughty lip took an ominous
.curve. ‘“The same hand that raised
you, has raised me,” she cried bitterly.

“This is no time to speak of that,”
returned Eleanore. *

‘Mary's countenance flushed. Al the
- antagonism of ‘her nature was aroused.

She looked absolutely Juno-like in her

ing forward she :
arm and shook it. ‘
“What do you intend to
“To witness the m
true one, to step between you and
shame if any element of tuaeh??d
should come in to affect its legality. %
Mary’s hand fell from her oo:xslns
arm. “I do not understand you,” said
ghe; “I thought you never gave coun-
tenance to what Yyou 2

wrong."” i
"N:;- do I. Any one who knows

me will understand that I do no give
my approval to this marriage just be-
cause I attend its ceregonial in ”the
capacity of an E.nwllung‘ witness.

«“Then why go ?”

‘:gecause I value your honor above
my own peace. Because I love our
common benefactor and know that he
would never pardon me if I let his
darling be married, however contrary
her union might be to his wishes,
without lending the support of my pre-
gsence to make the 'tnnsaction at least

spectable one.’

a“rgux.: in so doing you will be in-
volved in a world of deception—which
e than now?”

r more SO :

"lA(g.y Clavering does not return with
me, Eleanore.”

“No, I suppose not.”

«I leave him immediately after the
eremony.”’
c.Eleano{-e bowed her head.

«He goes to Europe.”
+ A pause.

“And I return home.”

“There to wait for what, Mary ?”
Mary’s face crimsoned and she turn-
ed slowly away.
“What every other girl does under
such circumstances I suppose. The de-
velopment of more reasonable feelings
in an obdurate parent's heart.”
Eleanore sighed and a short silence
ensued,broken by Eleanore's suddenly
falling upon her knees and clasping
her cousin’s hand. “Oh, Mary,” she
sobbed, her haughtiness all disappear-
ing in a gush of wild entreaty, “‘con-
sider what you are doing! think before

it is to late, of the cansequences which
must follow such an act as this. Mar-
riage founded upon deception, can
never lead to happiness. Love—but it
is not that. Love would have led you
either to have dismissed Mr. Claver-
ing at once or to have openly accepted
the fate which a union with him
would bring., Only passion stoops to
subterfuge like this. And you,” con-
tinued she, rising and turning toward
m e in a sort of forlorn hope very
touching to see, “you who have borne
and brought up children, will you see
this young mother less girl, driven by
caprice and acknowledging no moral
restraint, eanter upon the dark and
crooked@ path she is planning for her-
self, without one word of warning
and appeal ? Tell me, mother of chil-
dren, dead and buried, what excuse
you will have for your own part in
this day’s work, when she, with her
face marred by the sorrows which
must follow this deception, comes to
you_u
“The same excuse probably,” Mary’s
voice broke in <chill and strained,
“which you will have when uncle in-
quires how you came to allow such a
very wicked piece of business to be
accomplished in his absence; that she
could not help herself, that Mary
would gang her ain gait, and every
one around, must accommodate them-
selves to it.” )
It was like a draught of icy air sud-
denly let loose in a room heated up to
fever point. FEleanore stiffened im-
mediately and drawing back pale and
composed, turned upon her cousin with
the remark,
‘“Then nothing can move you ?”
The curling of Mary’s lip was her
only reply.
Mr. Raymond, I do not wish to weary
you with my feelings, but the first
great distrust I ever felt of my wis-
dom in pushing this matter so far,
came with that curl of Mary’s lip.
Plainer than Eleanore’s words it show- |
ed me the temper with which she was
entering upon the undertaking, and
struck me with momentary dismay, I
advanced to speak when Mary stopped
me.
“There now, Mamma Hubbard, dont’
you go and acknowledge that you are
frightened, for I won’t here it. I have
promised to marry Henry Clavering to-
day and I am going to keep my word
—if I don’t love him,” she added with
bitter emphasis. Then smiling upon
me in a way that caused me to forget'
everything save the fact that she was
going to her bridal, she handed@ me
her veil' to fasten. As I was doing
it with very trembling fingers, she
said, looking straight at Eleanore,
‘“You have} shown yourse!f more in-
terested in my fate than I have ever
thought possible. Will yYou continue
to display that concern all the way
to F——, or may I hope that I shall
be allowed to dream in peace upon the
step which, according to you, is about
to hurl upon me such dreadful con-
sequences ?”
_ “If I go with you to F— Eleanore
returned, “it is as g witness, no more.
Myv.slstlerly duty is done.”

“Very well, then,” Mary said,
ling with sudden gayety, “I suii:&'
I shall have to accept the situation.
Mamma Hubbard, I am so sorry to
disappoint you, but the buggy won't
hold three. If you are good you shall
be the first to gongratulate me,” she
whispered, “when I come home to-
night.” And almost before I knew it,
the two had taken their seats in the
Buggy that was waiting at the door
hama Trom the Beck Beten et

rom e back, *
joir—ot g4 kK, “wich me much
tried to do so, but ¢t

wouldn’t come. I could onlyh:vax::) ::;

hand in response and
into the house. TS Ybting

promi
It..ca.me in the shape of Mary m
0 l;(ary." cried I, bursting into
teﬁﬁ' ‘I{iou are ten—"
TS. Henry Clavering sera-
vice. I'm a bride, Auntlé.l'u S
“Without g bridal,”

taking hexj Dassionately

“And does not the thought that

have made some one the proudest” og

men, make you happy ? I asked ~
“I don’t know,” a%i o

considered -

‘give up all or any of the papers except

“If I had not been taught to love
money so!” she said at length. *“If
like Eleanore, I could look upon the
splendor which has been ours from
‘childhood, as a mere accessory of
life, easy to be dropped at the call
of duty or affection ! If prestige, adu-
lation and elegant belongings, were
not so much to me, or love, friend-
ship, and omestic happiness more ! If :
only I could walk a step without drag- |
ging the chain of a thousand luxuri- |
ous longings after me. Eleanore can.
Lordly as she is in her beautiful wo-
manhood, haughty as she can be
when the delicate quick o6f her per-
gonality is touched too rudely, I have
known her to sit by ‘the hour in a
jow, chilly, ill-lighted and ill-smelling

t, cradling a dirty child on her*
knee, and feeding with her own hand
an impatient old womam whom no
one else would consent to touch. Oh,
oh, they talk about repentance and
a change of heart! If some one ot
gsome thing would only change mine !
But there is no hope of that! no hope |
of my ever being anything else than
what I am a selfish, wilful, mercen-
ary girl.” S

Nor was this mood & mere transi-
tory one. That same night she made
a discovery which increased her ap-
prehension almost to terror. This was
nothing less than the fact that Elea-
nore had been keeping a diary of the

fast few weeks. “0O,” she cried in re-
lating this to me the next day, “what
security shall I ever feel as long as
this diary of hers remains to confront
me every time I go into her room.
And she will not consent to destroy it,

though I have done my best to show

her that it is a betrayal of the trust

I reposed in her. She says that it

is all there is to show her reasons for

doing as she has, and that without it

she would lack means of dJefence, if

uncle should ever accuse her of trea-

chery to him and his happiness. She

promises to keep it locked up, but

what good will that do! A thousand

accidents might happen, any of them
sufficient to throw it into wuncle’s
hands. I shall never feel safe for a |
moment while it exists.” !
I endeavored to calm her by saying |
thdt if Eleanore was without malice, |
such fears were groundless. But she |
would not be comforted, and seeing

her so wrought up, I suggested that

she should ask Eleanore to deliver it

into my keeping till such time as she

should feel the necessity of using #t. |
The idea struck Mary favorably. “O,
yes,” cried she, “and I will put my
certificate with it and so get rid of |
all my care at once.” And before the
afternoon was over, she had eseen
Eleanore and made her request.

It was acceded to with this pro-!
viso, that I was neither to destroy nor |

upon their united demand. A emall
tin box Was accordaingly procured inte
which were put all the proofs of
Mary’'s marriage then existing, vis.:
the certificate, Mr. Clavering’s letters
and such Jleaves from Eleanore’s
diary as referred to this matter. It
was then handed over to me with the
stipulation I have already mentioned,
and I.stowed it away im a certain
closet upstairs, where it has lain un-
disturbed till last night.

Here Mrs. Belden paused, and blush-
ing painfully, raised her eyes to mine
with a look in which anxiety and en-
treaty were curiously blended.

“I don’'t know what you will say.”
she began, “but led away by my fears
I took that box out of its hiding-place
last evening, and notwithstanding your
advice, carried Tt from the house and
it is now—"

“In my possession,” said I quietly.
I don’'t think I ever saw her look
more astonished, not even when I told
her of Hannah'’s death. ‘“Impossible!”
she exclaimed. “I left it last night in
the old barn that was burned down.
I merely meant to hide it for the pre-
sent and could think of no better place
in my hurry; for the barn is said to be
haunted—a man hung himself there
once—and no one ever goes there. I—I
—you cannot have it,”” cried she, “un-
less—"

“Unless I found and brought it away
before the barn was destroyed,” I
suggested.

Her face flushed deeper, ‘“Then you
followed me 7

“Yes,” said I. Then as I felt my
own countenance redden, hastened to
add, “We have been playing strange
and unaccustomed parts, you and I
Sometime when all these dreadful
events shall be a mere dream of the
past, we will ask each other’s pardon.
But never mind all this now. The box
is safe, and I am anxious to hear the
rest of your story.”

This seemed to compose her, and
after a minute she continued :

“Mary seemed more like herself
after this. And though owing to Mr.
Leavenworth's return and their sub-
sequent preparations for departure, I
saw but little more of her, what I
did see was enough to make me fear
that with the locking up of the proofs
of her marriage, she was indulging
the idea that the marriage itself had
become void. But I may have wrong-
ed her in this.

The story of those few weeks is al-
most finished. On the eve of the day
befer she left, Mary came to my
house to bid me good-by. She said
something that night that I have
never been able to forget. It was

“Uncle will never be won upon as
you call it, while he lives. If I was
convinced of it before, I am sure of
it now. Nothing but his death will
ever make it possible for me to send
for Mr. Clavering.” Then seeing me
look aghast at ‘the long period of

n which this seemed to be-
token, blushed a little and whispered,
“The prospect looks somewhat dubi-
ous, doesn’t it ? But if Mr. Claver-
ing loves me, he can wait.”

“I have put Mr.
calculations for the p
vise you to do the same, disappointing
y As for the gen-

not yet come. :

“But do not let him be discouraged,”
she added in a postcript ‘“When he
does receive his happiness, it will be

! g satisfying one.”

When, I thought. Ah, it is that
when which is likely to ruin all ! But
intent only upon fuilfilling her will, I
sat down and wrote a letter to Mr.
Clavering, in which I stated what
she had said and begzed him to. have
patience, adding that I would surely
let him know if any change tobk place
in Mary or her circumstances. And
having despatched it to his address
in London, awaited the development of

. events.

They were not slow in transpiring.
In two weeks from that time I heard
of the sudden death of Mr. Stebbins,

the minister who had married them,
and| while yet laboring under the
agithtion produced by this shock, was
further startled by seeing in a A New

- York paper the mame of Mr. Claver-

ing lamong the list of arrivals at the
Hoffman House; showing that my
letter to him had failed in its intend-
ed effect, and that_the patience Mary
had calculated upon so blindly, was
verging to its end. I was consequent-
ly far from being surprised when in
a couple of weeks or so afterwards, a
letter came from him to my address,
which, owing to the careless omissipn
of the privajz mark upon the envelope,
I opened, and read enough to learn,
that driven to desperation by the con-
stant failures which he had experienc-
ed in all his endeavors to gain access
to her in public or private, a failure
which he was not backward in as-
cribing to her indisposition to see him.
he had made up his mind to risk
everything, even her displeasure; and
by making an appeal to her uncle, end
the suspense under which he was
laboring, definitely and at once. “I
want you, Amy,” he wrote; “dowered
or dowerlets, it makes little difference
to me. If you will not come of your-
self, then I must follow the example
of the brave knights, my ancestors;
storm the castle that holds you, and
carry you off by force of arms.”
Neither ¢an I say that ¥ was much
surprised, knowing Mary as I did,
when in a few days from this, she for-
warded to me for copying, this reply :
“If Mr. Robbins ever expects to be
happy with Amy Belden, let him re-
consider the determination of which he
speaks. Not only would he by such
an action, succeed in destroying the

happiness -of her he professes to love, |

but run the greater risk of effectually
annulling the affection which makes
the tie between them endurable.”
What its real effect wis upon him
and her fate I can only conjecture.

All T know js that in two weeks there- |

after, Mr. Leavenworth [was found
murdered in his room, ahd Hannah
Chester coming direct t4 my door
from the scene of violeace,

public inquiry, as I loved and desired
to serve Mary Leavenwodrth.

XXXIII.
UNEXPIECTED TESTMONY.

Mrs. Belden paused, lost in the som-
bre shadow which thes¢ werds were

caiculaied to evoke, and a short sil-

ence fell upon the roam. It was

broken by my asking for some ac- '

count of the occurrence/ she had just
mentioned, it being considered a mys-
tery how Hannah could have found
entrance into her house without the
kowledge of the neighbors.

‘“Well,” said she, “it was a chilly
night and I had gone to bed early—I
was sleeping in the room off this—
when at about a quarter to one—the
last train goes through R— at 12.50—
there came a low knock on the win-
G >w-pane at the head of my bed.
Thinking that some of the neighbors
were sick, I hurriedly rose on my
elbow and asked who was there. The
answer came in low muffled tones,
‘Hannah, Miss Leavenworth’'s girl!

Please let me in at the kitchen door.’ |

Startled at hearing the well-known
voice, and fearing I knew not what,
I caught up a lamp and hurried
round to the door. ‘Is any one, with
you? I asked. °‘No,” she  replied,
‘Then come in.’ But po sooner had

she done so than all my strength fail- |

ed me and I had to sit down, for I
saw she looked pale and strange, was
without baggage ‘and altogether had
the. apearance of some wandering
spirit. ‘Hannah !' I gasped, ‘what is
it ? what has happened ? what brings
you here in this condition and at this
time of night ?* ‘Miss Leavenworth
has sent me,’ replied she in the low
monotonous tine of one repeating a
lesson by note. ‘She told me to come
here; said you would keep me. I am
not to go out of the house and no

one is to know I am here.’ ‘But why ?* |

I asked, trembling with a thousand

undefined fears; ‘what has occurred ?’ .

‘I dare not say,’ she whispered; ‘I am
forbid; I am just to stay here and
keep quiet. ‘But—’ I began, helping
her to take off her ghawl, the dingy

blanket advertised for in the papers— '
‘vou must tell me. She surely did not:|

forbid you to tell me ? ‘Yes she did;
everyone,” the girl replied, growing

white in her persistence, ‘and I never

break my word; fire couldn’t draw it
out of me.’ She looked s0 determined.
so utterly unlike herself as I remem-
ered her in the meek, unobtrusive days
of our old acquaintance, that I could
do nothing but stare at her. ‘You
:"m keep me,’ ghe said; ‘you will not
urn me away ? ‘No,’ I said, ‘I will

not turn you away,’ ‘And tell no one? i

she went on. * ? 1
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“This story, then,thisaccount which

~You have just given me of Mary Lea-

enworth's secret marriage and the
o v"ttt.lt’ it put her into—a strait
death hioh“ ) nothing but her uncle’s

Mrs. Belden,
“and nothing but her own words writ-
ten in her own hand would ever have
driven me to them, but—"

“Mrs. Belden,” I interrupteqd, “pﬂ.‘r—’
don me, but you said in the beginning |
of this interview that you did not be- |
lleve Mary herself had any direct |
hand in her uncle’s murder. Are you |
ready to repeat that assertion ?”

“Yes, yes, indeed. Whatever I may
think of her influence in inducing it, |
I never imagine her having anything |
to do with its actual pertormanee.l
O no; whatever was done on that |
dreadful night, Mary Leavenworth
never put her hand to pistol or ball,
or even stood by while .they were

»])Rm);
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begged |
me to take her in and segret her from |

used; that you may be sure of. Only
the man who loved her, longed for her

and felt the impossibility of obtain-
ing her by any other means, could
have found nerve for an act so hor-
rible.”

“Then you think—"

“Mr. Clavering is the man ? I do,
and, O, sir, when you consider that he
is her husband, is it not dreadful
enough 7

“It is indeed,” said I, rising to con-
ceal how much I was affected by this
conclusion of hers.

By some indefinable impulse I went
immediately unstairs, and took my
stand at the western window of the
darge room directly over Mrs. Belden.
Was it utterly impossible to find evi-
dence yet, that Henry Ciavering was,
after all, the assassin of Mr. Leaven-
worth ?

Filled with the thought, I looked
across the room to the closet where

ing, to all probability, had known the
truth of this matter, and a great long-
ing seized me. O why could not the
dead be made to speak ?

Carried away by the fervor of the
{ moment, I made my way to her side.
Ah, God, how still!
mockery the closed lips and lids con-
fronted my demanding gaze.

could not have been more unrespon- ;
sive. ‘
|

With a feeling that was almost like
anger, I stood there, when—O, what
was it I say protruding from beneath

against the bed ? an envelope ? a let-
ter 7 ves.

Dizzy with the sudden
discovery awakened, I stooped im
great agitation and drew the letter out.
It was sealed but not directed. Break-
ing it hastily open, I took a glance
at its contents. Good heavens! it
was the work of the girl herself !—its
very appearance was enough to make
that evident!

This is what I saw rudely printed im
led pencil on the inside of a sheet of
common writing paper :

I am a wicked girl I have knone
| things all the time which I had ought |
| to have told, but ? didn’t dare to, he f

gaid he would kill me if I did I mene

the tall splendid looking gentleman
;with the black mustach who I met
coming out of Mister Leavenworth’s
| room with a key in his hand the night
Mr. Leavenworth was murdered. He
was so scared he gave me money and
made me go away and come here and

lay the body of the girt who, accord- |

With what a

surprise, :
overcome with the wild hopes this |
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| keep everything secret, but I can’t do |
| 0 no longer. I seem to see Miss

Elenor all the time crying and asking |

me if T want her sent to prisun. God
| Xnows I'd rathus die. And this is the |
; truth and my last words and I pray !
evervbody’s forgiveness and hope no- |
| body will blame me and that they
. wont bother Miss Elenor any more,
but go and look after the handsome |
gentulman with the black mushtash. |

BOOK 1IV.
THE PROBLEM SOLVED.
XXXIV.
MR, GRYCE RESUMES CONTROL.

A’ half-hour had passed. The train
‘uypon which I had every reason to
expect Mr. Gryce had arrived, and
I saw the form of Mr. Gryce hobbling, |
not on two sticks, but very painfully |
| on one, coming slowly down the street. |
' His face, as he approached, was a !

]

|  “Well, well, well,” exclaimed he, as
| we met at the gate; “this is a pretty
' how-dye-do, I must say. Hannah
dead, eh ? and everything turned
topsy-turvy ! Humph, and what o |
you think of Mary Leavenworth now?" |
| * It would therefore seem natural, im |
| the conversation which followed his |
introduction into the house and instal- |
ment in Mrs. Belden’s parior, I should '
begin my narration by showing him
Hannah's confession; but it was not
80. Whether it was I felt anxious to
have him go through the same al-
ternations of hope and fear it had
been my lot to experience E&ir-e I
came to R——; or whether in i~ de-
pravity of human nature the-» lin-
gered within me sufficient resentment
for the persistent disregard he had al-
| ways pald to my suspicions of Henry
: Clavering, to make it a matter of mo-
ment to me, to spring this knowledge
upon him, just at the instant his own
convictions seemed to have reached
the point of absolute certainty, I can-
mot say. Enough that it was not till
I had given him a full account of
every other matter connected with my
stay in tzhils hous:.;: not till I saw his
eye beaming, and his lip vering
with the excitement incident ?l‘ll)ion the
perusal of the letter from Mary, found
in Mrs. Belden’s pocket; not indeed
until I became assured from such ex-
pressions as ‘Tremendous !. The deep-
est game of the season ! Nothing Hke
#t since the Lafarge affair!” that in
another moment he would Be uttering
some theory or belief that once heard
would forever stand like a barrier be-
. tween us, did I allow myself to hand
| him the letter I had taken from under
the dead body of Hannah.
I shall never forget his expression as
' he peceived it, “Good heavens !” coried
he, “what’s this ?,
“A

k. 1 et o e
n 1 went up a hailf-
_take a second look at

ot

 confessio n,” replied I, “of .

I bave just completed a

DRY EI1I1,I,

and am now prepared fo furnish everything for house finishing in my line a8

cheap as the cheapest.

Everything guaranteed right or no pay.

Call and inspect work and get prices.

J. P. RYLEY.

Telephone 122.

—2010-tf.

FOER

Cheap FURNITURE

GO TO

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Oabinet Makers

Call and see our stook.

ANDERSON, NUQENT & ©O.

No ftrouble to show it,

——

Advertise in The Warder.

The largest Circulation of anv Paper in the
Midland District.

It circulates in the best homes.
Is read by the most intelligent readsrs.

Its Readers are BUYERS.
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