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MES, CAMBRAY, Ont., Li-
neer, for the Eﬂuntlj'l
§ Victoria, Farm Stock and a
:ther sales carefully attended to.

Lharges moderate.—4%
BARRISTERS, &e-

s ———
BEEWART & O’CONNOR, Barristers

jMotaries, &e. Monay to loan &t
rl-t eurrent rates on besat

Sarms, Ofce corner Kent and
Hgziosts., Lindsay.
o, lhnnfr‘h L. V; O’Connor, B.A,

& JACKSON, Barristers,&cy

-]umnlurth-ﬂomtjul Vie-
Beoria amd the Bank of Montrsal.

Slonsy to iloan on morigages at
imwrant sarrent rates. wil-
Y Alex. Jackson.

Tﬂ. B‘ J‘&
censed Auctio

; PHYSIOIANS

@ RYERSON, 60 College-st.,
w‘ Eye, -I"rl mose and
paroat specialist.
= 8. Office hours 9 to 11
s 8 to 4 pm. ; 7 to 8 p. m.
Begidence 80 Wellington-st, Tele-

“ Na, 48,

BR, McOULLOUGH of Peterborough,
il

visit Lindsay first and third
ol each month at the

Rimpson House. Hours, 3 to 4 p.m
Sessultation in Hye, Bar, Throat
pad mosa Diseascs.

==, A, GILLIESPIE, O. A. and 8.0
ﬂi:: snd residence corner of Lind-
Licentiate of

gasas, NEdinburgh.

Midwliery, Edinburgh.- Bpecial at-
aswilon givem to Midwifery and dis-
sases of womsn. Telephona No. 98,

= DENTISTRY

M— :
Lindsay

Dentistry.

GR0S8, Dentist,
good

Reducﬁ_tllll_n Prices

Ariificial Teeth $6 to $8.50
per set.

Quoarsntesd Dbest

workmanship,
best teeth and rubber. Piates
guaranteed not to break. No Charge
dor extraction when plates are order-

i, #. WHLD®N, Mariposa Township
ilerk, Oakwood, Ont; Insurance
sgent, Issuer of Merriage Licenses,
Floaveyancing in all ita KForms,
MONEY TO LOAN,

FARWERES AND OTHERS wiahing to
korrow money on farm property
will nd it to their interest to
mwrita or ses me belore placing thein
ioans. DBusimess strictly confident-
izl ®. O. HAMIII, lot 57, con.
2 Fsaslon, Islay P. O.—41-tf.

FEH UNDERSIGNED are prepared
to lcan money on Farm, Town and
Village Property, at ths very low-
szt rates of interest, private or
sompany funds. McSWEHYN &
WELDON, Bolicitors, &ec., Ontario
Bank Buiiding, cor; Kent and Wil-
Ham-sty., Lindsay. In Omemsee ev-

ary Monday.

F0 BORROWERS—Ws ars loaning
money on real estate morigages at
ike lowest current rates. The bus-
inass is done ir our own office snd

l'Yuletide

Rhymes and
J ingh_a_L

Johnnie Has a Head For Businesns.

“Johnnie, what do you want me to
buy you for Christmas?” .

“How much money have you got?"—
Cleveland Plain Dealer. :

Unpoetle.
“Christmas is in the air,” gaid Mra
Fosdick, looking out of the window.
“Oh, that's mostly soot you gee,”
her husband explained.—Detroit Free

Press.

P

His Ome nﬂ-“t-
Mamma—Now, what would you like

best for a Christmas present?
Willie—Oh, I'd like to see the school-
house burn down! May I ?—Philadel-

phia Fress.

Undoubtedly.
«] wish you 2 happy and prosperous
pnew year,” said the soubrette.
“Thank you,” replied the contortion-
ist, “I am reasonably sure of making
both ends meet.”

Sudden and Surprising.

«What do you most desire for Christ-
mas, Miss Mabel?”

“Qh, George, this is so sudden!™

“Wh—what do you mean?”’ -

“Why, of course, 1 want you!™

Not Through Yet,

“What kind of a Christmas did you
pass?’ asked the friend.

wThe same as usual,” answered Mr.
Bliggins sourly. “Twenty minutes of
turkey and mince pie, and six weeks
of pepsin.”—Washington Star.

One Whoe Knew.

Mr. Oompah (Cbhristmas eve)—Maria,
I have forgotten where 1 put Ben's
present.

Mrs. Oompah (calling out)—Benny,
come and tell your father where he hid
that drom he's going to give you.—
Chicago Tribune.

A Matter of Principle.

“Is you all gwine to bang up any
mistletoe dis Christmas?’ asked Mr.
Erastus Pinkley.

“Deed. I isn’,” answered Mrs. Miami
Brown. “I’ze got a little too much
pride to advertise foh de ordinary cour-
tesies dat a lady has a right to expect.”

Couldn’t Give Herself Asvay.

Charley Basyman—Well, Willie, your
sister has given herself to me for a
Christmas present. What do you
think of that?

Willie—Huh! That’s what she done
for Mr. Brown last Christmas, and he
gave her back to herself before Easter.

Christmas Canserle.

There is a Christmas tide in the
affairs of men, which, taken at the
flood, leads on to—bankruptcy.

A young man will “hang up” more
than his stocking if he buys his best
girl a present.

The tall man will be short after
Christmas.

A man is thankful for small favors;
but No. 12 slippers do not come under
that head.

It will not be nmecessary to tell the
neighbors that you gave your soD &
drum.—Truth.

That Bad Teddy Brown,
The wurstest boy I ever see i3
Is jes’ that Teddy Erown; il
He's jes’ as bad as he can be, - '
For one day he came down
To visit me awhile an' play
An' sald our pas an’ mas

Jes' give us things on Christmas day,

An' th' ain't no Santy Claus

I hain't go’'n’ play with Teddy Brown;
I'd like to well as not,

But he says Santy can’t come down
A chimbly like we got,

An® he says how would his slelgh go

8o th' sin't no Santy Claus,
He's jes’ the wurstest boy 1 guess

That ever was, an’' I
Hain't go'n’ to play with him, but jeu’

R

BITTERS
MAKES
PERMANENT

CVRES

Of such severe diseases as scrofula,
salt rheum or ec-
e

tches, pim-

on, sick headache,
all ers of the

ALL FOR LOVF,

(Continued from page 3.)

g up.
““You are very kind; but it is not

in your power to do so,”” said the
prisoner, quietly. *My mother (s
probably in Yetholm with her tribe.
You don't need to be told, now, I
am a gipsy: my interesting family
history was pretty generally made
known at my trial.”” Again he
laughed that short, sarcastic laugh
so sad to hear.

«My dear fellow, I think none the
worse of you for that. Gipsy or
Saxon, 1 cannot forget you once
saved my life, and that you have for
years been my best friend."”

““Well, it is pleasant to know that
there is one in the werld who cares
for me: and if I do die like a dog
among my fellow-convicls, my last
hour will be cheered by the thought,”
said tlie young man. “If ever you
see my mother, tell her T was grate-
ful for all she did for me; you need
not tell her I was innocent, for she
will know that. There is another,
too—'" He paused, and his dark
face flushed, and then grew paler
than belore.

“*Germaine, il there Is any message
I can carry for you, you have only
to command me,”” said the young
lord.

““No. It is as well she should not

know it—better, perhaps,”’ muttered
the prisoner. ‘I thark you for your

necessary. "
“And your mother, how am 1 to

know her 7"

“*Oa, I forgot !g Well, she's called
the gipsy Ketrug, and is queen of
her tribe. It is something to be a
guecn's son—is it not ?"* he said.

**Ketura, did you say ?"’ repeated
Lord Villiers.

“Yes. What has surprised you
now ?°°

“Why, the simple fact that I saw
her threo hours ago.”

“Saw her ! Where 7"

“At my father's house. She came
to see him."

Germaine sprang up, and while his
eves fiercely flashed, he exclaimed :
«Camec to see Lord De Courcy ? Vil-
fiers, you do not mean to say that
my mother came to beg for my

life 1"*
My dear fellow, I really do not
that half

know. All I do kmow is,
an hour after, my father returned
among the guesis, looking much as
il he had seen a ghost. I mever saw
him with so start'ed a lock before.
Whether your mother had anything
to do with it or not, I really cannot

"{H I thought she could stoop to
sue for me,”’ exclaimed the youth,
“'hut no, my mother was too proud
to do it. My poor, poor mother !
How was she looking, Villiers ?”

**Very haggard, very thin, very
wretched, in a word—though that
was to be expected.”

*“Poor mother !"" murmured °the
youth, with quivering lips.

“My deur fellow,’” said Lord Vil-
liers. “‘your motber shall never want
while I live.””

The prisoner wrung

silence.
“If you like, I will try to discover

ber, and send her to you before
you—"*

His volce choked, and he stopped.

“My dear Villiers, you have, in-
deed, proven yoursell my friend,”
said the convict, “‘if you could see
her and seud her to me before I leave
England, you would be conferring
the greatest favor on me. There are
things of which I wish to speak to
her, which I cannot reveal to any
! one else—not even to you.™

“Phen I will instantly go in
secarch of her,”” said Lord Villiers,
rising. ““My dear Germaine, good-
i bye."”
“* Farewell,

his hand in

Ernest, God bleas

i you 1"
| And so they parted. Did either
dream how sirangely they were des-
tined Lo meet again ? With his face
shaded by his hand, the prisoner sat;
| when a noise as of persons in alter-
} cation met his cars. He raised his
' head to listen, and recognized the
.gruff voice of his.jailer; then the
sharp veoice of a woman; and lastly
g th_¢ calin, clear tones of Lord Errms!;.
: ‘Flllinr_ﬂ. His words seemed to de-
i cide the matter; for the heavy door
| swWung back, the tall form of gipsy
| helura passed into the cell,
! “‘M}:tiwr 1"  The prisoner started
| to his feet, and with a passionate
pary: O my son ! my son !"" he was
| clasped in the arms of his mother

“I'nank Heaven, mother ! that 'I
see you again "

“.':!mran !"" she broke out, with
pussionute fierceness, “‘never men-
tion it again ! What is Heaven, ana
God, and ercy, and happiness ?
All & moeckery, and worse than a
maockery !

My poor mother " :

kindness, Villiers; but it will not be

Be calm !

“Calm ! With these flam»s, like
oternal fires, raging in my h:art and
brain ?"

«Mother, you are going mad ! Un-
less you are calm we must part.”’

*Oh yes | We will part to-mor-
row. You will go over the bound-
less sea with all the thieves, and
murders, and scum of London, and
I—I will live for revenge. Dy-and-
by you will kill yoursell, and I will
be huag for his murder.”

“poor mother 1" said the youth
sadly. ‘“Iry and bear up for my
sake. Did you see Lord De Courcy
to-night ?"'

] did. May Heaven's heaviest
curses light on him ! exclaimed the

woman, passionately. “Oh1l to

think that he should hold my son’s
life iz his hand, while I am here
powerless to avert the blow ! May
God’s vengeance light on him, here
and hereafter !’

“Mother, did you stoop to sue for
pardon for me to-night 2" said the
young man, while his brow contract-
ed with u dark frown.

«Ob, I did ! T did! I groveled at
uis feet. 1 cried, 1 shrieked, I adjur-
ed him to pardon you—and he re-
fused ! I kissed the dust at his feet,
and he replied by a cold refusal.
Tut woc to thee, Earl De Courcy !’
she cried, bounding to her feetl.
‘*Woe to thee, and all thy house |
for it wero safer to tamper with the
lightning’s chain than with the
aroused Kctura ™

*Mother, nothing is gained by
working -yourse’l up to such a pitch
of pussion; you only beat the air
with your breath. 1 am calm.”

““Yeog, calin as a volcano on the
verge of eruption,”” she said, looking
in his gleaming eyves and icy smile.

A,rd 1 am submissive, forbearing
and forgiving."'

**Yes, submissive as a crouching
lion—forgiving as a tiger robbed of
its young—forbeuring as a scrpent
preparing to spring.”’

He had awed her—even her, that
raving maniac—into calm, by the
cold, steely glitter of his dark eyes;
by the quiet, chilling smile on his
lip.

-‘We understand each other, 1
think,’* he said quietly. “You per-
ceive, mother, how utterly idle these
mad threats and curses of yours are.
They will eflect nothing but to have
you imprisoned as a dangerous luna-
tic: and il is unecessary you should
be free to fulfill my Jast request.”’

Another mood had come over the
dark, Gierce woman, while he spoke.
The demcniac Jook of passion that
had Fitherto convulsed her face gave
way to one of despairing sorrow,
and stretching out her arms, pas-
sionately cried:

“0 my son ! my only one! the
darling of my old age! my sole
earthly pride and hope! O Regin-
ald ! would to God we had both died
ere we had lived to see this day !”

“My poor mother—my poor moth-
er 1" said the youth, with tears in
his biack eyes, ‘‘do not give way to
this wild grief. Who knows what
the future may bring forth 7"’

She made no reply; but sat with
both arms clasped round her knces—
her dry. burning, tearless cyes glar-
ing before her on Vacancy.

Do not despair, mother; we may
yet meect again. Who knows 7'" he
said, musingly, after a pause.

She turned her red, inflamed eye-
balls an him in voiceless inquiry.

“Phere are such things as breaking
chains and escaping, mother. And
I §f it be in the power of man, I

ni:a.ll escape—] shall return, and

sl

He paused, but
the sentence.

““You may come, but I will never
live to sce you,” said the gipsy, in
a voice so deep, hollow, and unnat-
ural that it seemed issuing from a
tomb.

«You will—you must, mother. I
have a sacred trust to leave you, for
which you must live,” he said,

L

A trust, my Sson i

+*Yes. One that will demand all
your care for many Years. You will
hear my story, mother. I would not
trust any living being but you."

““You have only to name Yyour
wishes, Reginald. Though I should
have to wade through blood to ful-
fill them, fear not.”

““Nothing so desperate will be re-
quired, mother. The less blood you
have on your hands the better. My
advice to you is, to return to Yet-
holm, and wait with patience for my
return—for return I will, in spite of
everything."”

Her blrodshot eyes kindled fAercely
with invincible determination as he
spoke, but she said nothing.

My story is a somewhat long
one,”” he said, after a pause, “but I
suppose it is necessary 1 should tell
you all. I thought never to roveal
it to any human being; but 1 did not
dream then of ever being a convicted
felon, as I am now."”’

his eyes finished

CHAPTER VI,

“Eight years ago, mother,”” began
the prisoner, ‘1 first entered Eton.
T_hrnugh your kindness, I was pro-
vided with money ecnough to enable
me to mix on terms of equality in
all things with the highest of its
high-born students. No one dreamed
1 was a gipsy, they would as soon
have thought of considering them-
selves one as me. 1 adopted the
name of Reginald Germaine, and re-
presculed mysell as the son of an
exiled French count; and being by
Nature gifted with a tolerable share
of good looks, and any amount of
cool assurance, 1 soon worked my
way up above most of my titled
cpmpeers, and became ringleader and
prime favorite with students and

| proiessors. In fencing, shooting, rid-

ing, boxing, rowing, I was as much
at bonw as reading Virgil or trans-
lating Greek. I it is any cousola-
tion te you, mother, to know what
an excecdingly son you
have,” he suid, with a bitter smile,

“What have I done that |
loose you 2" she cried. "ﬂhitﬂ e

have I committed, that X should be | fe :

- B a -
L e

what an inecalculable treasure they
possess in the person of Germaine,
the convicted burglar !™*

His bilter, jeering tone was terri-
ble to hear; but the dark, burning
glare of his flerce eyes was more
terrible still. Oh, it was a dread{ul
fate to Jook forward to—a chained,
manacled convict for life—and so
unjustly condemned ! With his
fierce, gipsy blood, is it any wonder
that evervy noble and gencrous fecl-
ing in his breast should turn to
gall ?

The dusky form crouching in the
corper moved not, spoke not; but
the inflamed eves glared in the dark-
ness like two red-hot coals.

**Well, mother, 1 was boasting of |

my clevernsss when I interrupted

mysell—was I not ?"" he said, after a l

pause, during which he had been pac-

ing, Tike a caged lion, up and down. |

“*It is an exciting subject, you per-

ceive, and if I get a little incoher- |

ent at times you must only pass it
over, and wait until 1 come to the
point. That brief expose of my stand-
ing in the school was necessary, af-
te- all, as it will help to show the
sort of estimation I was held in.
When the vacations came, numberless
were the invitations I received 1to
accompany my fellow-students home.
Having no home of my own to go
to, I necd hardly say those invita-
tions were invariably accepted, How
the good people who so lavishly be-
stowed their hospitality upon me
feel now is a question not very hard
to answer, I fancy I can see the
look's oi horror, amazement, and oute
raged dignity that will fill some ol
those aristocratic mansions, when
they Jearn that the dashing son and
heir of the exiled Count Germaine,
on whom they have condeéscended to
smile so benignly, is no other than
the convicted gipsy thief.”

He laughed, but the grim, sha-
dowy face in the corner was immov-
able as u figure in stone.

““Among the friends I made at
Elﬂn.” he went on, “"there was one
- fine, princely-hearted fellow
about my own age—called Lord Ev-
erly. He was my ‘fag’ for a time,
and, owing to a similarity of tastes
and dispositions, we were soon in-
separable [friends. Wherever
was, therc the other was sure to be,
unti] we were nicknamed ‘Damon and
Pytihias,” by the rest. Of course, the
first vacation after his coming, I re-
ceived a pressing invitation to ac-
compary him home; and, without re-
nquiring much coaxing, I went.”

The young man paused, and &
dark, earnest shadow passed over
his fine face. When he again resum-
od. his voice was low and less bit-
ter.

1 met my fate there, mother—the
star of my destiny, that rose, for a
few brief, fleeting moments, and then
set forever for me. I was a hot-
blooded, hot-headed, hotter-hearted
boy of niueteen, who followed the
impulse of his own headstrong pas-
sions wherever they chose to lead,
without ever stopping to think., At
Everiy Hall I met the cousin of my
triend—one of the most perfectly
beautiful creatures [t has ever been
my lot to see. Only fourtecen years
of age, she was so well grown, and
so superbly proportioned, as to be,
in louks, already a woman, and a
woman's heart she already possess-
ed. Her name, mother, it is not ne-
cessary to tell now. Suffice it to
say, that name was one of the proud-

est of England’'s proud sons, and her |
family one of the highest and nobl- |

est in the Jand., She was at Everly

Hall, spending her wvacation,

I had never loved before—never felt
gven those first moonlight-on-water
affairs that most young men Trave
about. My nature is mnot one of
those that love lightly; but it was

as resistless, as impetuous, as flerco |

and cousuming as a volcano’'s fire,
when it came. Mother, I did mnot
love that beautiful child-woman.
Love ! Pshaw ! that is a cold word
to express what 1 fell—every moon-
struck youth prates about his love.
No: I adored, I worshiped, I idolized
her, the remembrance of who I was,
of who she was—all were as walls of
smoke hefore the impctuosity of that
first-consuming passion. The Ever-
lys never dreamed—never, in the re-
motest degree, fancied—]I, the son of
an cxili«l count, could dare to lift
my eyes to one whom a prince of the
blood-royal might have wed without
stooping. They had confidence in
her, the proud daughter of a proud
race, to think she would spurn me
from her in contempt, did I dare to
breathe my wild passion. But how
little, in their cool, clear-headed cal-
culations, did they dream that social
positiou and worldly considerations
wera a2 a cobweb barrier before the
impetuosily of first love !

““And so secure in the diflerence be-
tween us in rank, the Everlys per-
mitied thelr beautiful niece to ride,
walk, dance, and drive with the gay,
agreecable son of the exiled Count
Germaine. Oh ! those long, breezy,
morning rides, over the sloping hills
and wide lawns that environed the
home of the Everlys! I can sece her
now, us, side hy =ide, we rode home-
ward—her cheek flushed with health
and heppiness; her brilliant eyes,
more gicrious to me than all the
stars in heaven; her bright, black
hair flashing back the radiant sun-
light ! Oh ! those enchanting even-
ings, when, encircled by my arm, we
kept time together to the delicious
music of the voluptuous waltz, Then
it was, there it was, that the gipsy
gJouth wooed and won the high-born
davghtcer of a princely race.

“For, mother, ¢even as I loved her
she loved me. No, not as I loved
her—it was not in her nature to do
that, but with all the passionate ar-
dor of a first, strong passion. I had
long known I was not indifferent to
her: but when, one night, as I stood
bending over her as she sat at the
plano, and heard her stately lady-
aunt wkirper to a friend that, in a
few years, her ‘lovely and accom-
plished nicce’ would become the bride
of Lord Ernest Villiers, only son of
Earl De Courcy, all that had hither-

one |

to00, |
and daily we were thrown together. |
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OUR WAREROOMS are now
biled with the tinest stock of Up.pe
date Puruiture we have ever 5]~.Ew—
bought at right prices. 6~

The stock is equal to any city wares
rooms ip assoriment, and the pniu
are lower. Inspection Invited,

No Trouble to Show Goods
D e e e e e e s T T

ANABrson, Nugen

& CO.

THE LEADING FURNITURE DEA-
LERS OF LINDSAY.
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ANIMALS
WANTED

e —————
Ages between one month
and two years, alive and
in good condition

Bears, Lynx,  Wolf, Mink,

Raccoons, Deer, Fox, Eagles

Beavers, or any kind of
Monstrosity.

6. E. WRIGHT g,

TORONTO JUNCTION
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——

LIFE and FIRE [RSURANCE

Agont for the Sun Life Ass
ance Company of

i
Fire Insurance

THE WATERLUL
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Ladies” Health Era
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