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W. G. B'ailr & Sons.

SUITS that Suit.

H

There's real pleasure in making *oth-
ing. Th-:rn’hp a sart of fe h'p De-
tween the maker and the wearer of a rea
swell garment—sort of real prond-of Fou
feeling on both si “es, don’s you know,

Better Try Us.

Don
Our garment makers are artlsis,
think there are any bester—and jlhudw
no more than others mot 80 guod-

=04y be ltﬂl

W. C. BLAIR & SONS,

Merchant Tailors.

Eennedy, Dawvis & Son.
41l Kinds of LUMBEK.

— WHEN I¥ NEED OF—

LUMBER, SHINGLES,
LATH, BILL STUFF,
LIME and WOOD

= PLACE YOUR ORDER WITH—

Kennedy, Davis & Son.

Mills at Bobcaygeon.

OFFICE YARD.—Faast end of Wel-
lingtoo-st. Eridge, LINDSAY,

M. E. Tangney.

SETS 70
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Your wife may wish to enter-
tain some friends this winter. You
may call it nonsense, but you also
Iilu; to have the house look well—
as good as your neighbor’s, at any
rate.

FURNISH YOUR PARLOR

T—
and please your wife—you may

never get another, and may be
sorry some day that you didn’t do
all in your power to make her
happy. We are selling Parlor
Setts at the Very Lowert
Figure, while we have -ome fit
for mansions.

We have not space to mention
prices—when you see the grods
the cost won't stand 1n your way.

M. E. TARGREY,

&F Prices Right,  Opp. Hurley & B ady
Che Canadian  Fost,

LINDSAY FRIDAY, LEU.

SINNERS TWAIN.

—_—

6. L=uo

=
creek at certaen  places where she knew
the snow lay many feet deep nnderneath.
Loudly did the overeager officer of
monnted police curse those treacherons
pitfalls on the morrow. She wound in
and out among the thick clumps of wil-
1ot and elder. They would have their
wrk cat out for them who followed in
her tracks. She was only human, after
all, and she could not help langhing si-
lently to herself at times when, with
vivid imagination, she pictured the iu-
spector floundering about on his horse
in one of these ﬁwp snowdrifts—per-
haps nothing but his moonlike fpce vis-
ible above the surface. When she
thounght of the use he would put that
nniquo vecabulary of his to, and the
nnmber of new and choico wards and

L —

expressiona which he would coin for
guch ocensions, sho had actually to stop
to repress the fit of langhter that would
fain have shaken heor, '« YJarmves

But at timea she wounld experience
twinges of conscience when she nsked
herself if it were right to create delays
which might imperil the lives of those
who had sacrificed so much to help her.
When she contemplated such disastrons
contingencies there was an almost piti-
ful look of terror on her face that wounld
dounbtless have surprised her prospective
victims counld they have seen it. At such
times she thought herself a very wicked
creature indeed. Perhaps there was a
econsiderable spark of old Mother Eve in
her after all. But the thought of her
father would gradually overcome her

scruples, and she would push on again.
She began to realize she had traveled

some considerable distance, and was
feeling tired. She sat down on a rising
piece of ground and looked around.
What a weird, unearthly landscape
showed up all around her! She counld
follow the dark, uncertain line of the
creek as it wandered, in an erratic sort
of fashion, a¥Way into that mystic and
shadowy landscape, until it was lost in
: 0,&9{? rity, Byt towering, as it
*% into that starlit other world, she
.H‘H...S%EE% ree conical peaks of the
Sweet Grass hills Jooking down unpon
that spectral land beneath them. They
geemed very beautiful and grand, ¥a&ry
solemn and majestic. There must have
been in Marie St. Denis’ nature that
susceptibility to what is beautifnl in
pature—ithat responsive note which in-
dicates that the soul is capable of receiv-
ing those deeper and sublimer lessons
from God’s own handiwork. As she
looked upon these snowclad peaks soar-
ing heavenward her whole being was
stirred with a sense of the eternal and
the majesty of that which
created all things. For a brief space the
very sight of these hills seemed to give
her fresh strength and courage. But,
alas, tired nature wounld reassert her-
self. It was the old story of the willing
spirit and the weak flesh. For two
nights she had not slept a wink. Hope
bhad buoyed her up, but as stern reality
i hope the reaction of her phys-
ical body set'in, and subtly and merci-
fully was the change brought about.
She to be conscions at times of
being the victim of her own fancies.
And now she came to a place where
she had to push through a deep, narrow
gorge, which opened ount into an amphi-
theaterlike space where there was a
thicket of cottonwood trees, and which

| sarrounded by high banks, had an evi!

reputation. Some renegade Sioux or Pie-
gan Indians had some

few years before |

committed some bluody atrocities near |
this spot, and the dead had been buried ~;
here. Upon rude platforms were ranged |

human bodies wrapped in buffalo robes
and blankets, which were now coated

and crusted with drifting snow. The
great gaunt, SCTaggEy branches of the

leafless trees and that significant scaf- i

folding with its awfal burdens, when

viewed from the frozen bed of the [:I‘Et"L -
on which she walked, stood out with a |

horrible distinctness against the starlit
gky. Time or the bears had broken

down some of these stages, and she knew |

that hideous, shapeless and unnurqable
things lay strewn around and partially
baried in the snow. It was a veritable
Golgotha. And now a cold shiver ran
through the frame of the girlas she lift-
ed her eyes and gazed fearfully up ata
pumber of grinning skulls which a play-
ful mounted policeman or a wandering
cowboy of a decorative turn of mind had
fixed on the scraggy limb of a gaunt
and blasted oak tree. Even as the gir]
looked there rose a weird, eerie moan on
the still night, and a startling crash
that drove the blood to her heart and
chilled the sarface of her body. In spite
of herself she sank down on her knees,
and clasping her hands before her mut-
tered a prayer as best she conld. Mgrie
was not natarally timid, but that place
had an evil reputation, and the law of
association is a powerful thing. But i
was only a stray breath of wind, stray-
ing down the gorge, that had cansed the
moaning, and the weight of the snow
upon one of these awful burdens had
been too much for the rotten supports,
even then threatened her? As for going
back, when she came to think of it, she
felt utterly unable for the task. And
now the real nature of Marie began to
show itself. She hardly for a moment
thonght of that fate which might so
soon overtake her. She had none of that
enervating, half pitying compassion for
herself in the abstraect that some less
nnselfish ones have. She did not even
regret the step she had taken, though it
now threatened her life. She only knew
that if she had not come on this vain er-
rand she would have regretted the stay-
ing behind still more. Her oply thoughts
were for her father, but as Her eyes wan-
dered over the ghastly prospect her
heart sank within her.

At last in the east the gray dawn
was breaking; the stars began to disap-
pear one by one, like lights in a great
city at break of day. A thin, ghostike
mist began to creep from butte to coun-
lee across the billowy prairie, like the
phantom sea that it was. It hung low
and converted the tops of the little
buttes and ridges into mimic islands,
until the earth somewhat resembled one
of those landscapes that the imaginative
mind will conjure up in the clouds.
But, away to the left, a couple of miles
off the girl saw a nnique sight. She saw
the entrance to the Devil's Playground
—that weird, nightmarish valley into
which the boldest Indian will not enter,
but only gaze upon fearfully from the
brink of the chasm. Constituting the
portuls of this valley, the girl saw gi-
gantic pillarlike masses of vitrified clay
that resembled the painted pillars in
some vast gorgeons and barbarie old
world temple. Indeed the variety and
originality of coloring in those pillars
were beautiful if bewildering in effect.
Just beyond them lurked, reproduced in
colored clays, those wonderful freaks of
natnre—the forms of monstrons and
grotesque animals, whose shapes startled
one with a snggestion of intelligent de-
sign. From the painted and garish ter-
races themselves projected griffins and
gargoyles, just as one sees them in old
and quaint cathedrals, but only more
grotesque and suggestive by reason of
their vivid coloring.

The girl looked longingly toward the
portals of this valley of freaks, but she
conld see no sign of any living thing
near them. She had thought that the
smugglers might have taken shelter
there from the fury of the blizzard. But
had they done so she thought that by
this time they would have begun their
journey agnin so ns to pass the police
lines ere the sun rose. *'Oh, father, fa-
thor!'' she cried, and the unbidden tears

started 1o her oyes.

Then her brain or old King Death
played her a strange trick, but not by
any means an unusual one, for those
who have been in the very jaws of death
and have been snatched back can tell
some marvelons tales—marvelons be-
cause they are utterly foreign to our

ived notions of the king of ter-
rors. [Especially can those who have
passed the Rubicon—the painful stage
of mental and physical suffering—and
whose feet have trod the mystic thresh-
old of the unknown, whether they are
lost ones on the African desert, in the
Aunstralian bush, castaways at sea or
the vanquished victims of some fell dis-
ease.

It is, indeed, a merciful thing and
shows how wonderfully and fearfully
we are made, to think that the brain
comes eventumally to our aid, to take
somewhat away from the agony of
death and rob it, as it were, of some of
the terror it wonld fain inspire. So now
with Marie St. Denis, for gradually

there stole “mnifpm of mind—
something that almost ap ed a

sical i]nvf—u'g&r her. The present
with its horror passed utterly away,
and this was the vision she had in its

It was a bright summer’s day; the
prairie was gay and beantiful with its
very brightest carpet of green and its
choicest display of wild flowers. There
were the lilies that outshone the glory
of Solomon and the pink and clustering
roses that glowed as must have done the
roses of Sharon to bhave made thei
beaunty Scriptural. There were the nod-

.......

so familiar as these more common ones. |
No wonder they say that on the prairic |
there is a flower for every day in the |
year. Close to the trail a great wagou
is camped, with a white canvas top fc
it. Some little distance off the horses,
released from their toil, are rolling in
the grass and throwing their legs wildly |
into the air in the most grotesque and |
extravagant fashion in their endeavor
'to roll from one side to another. And
she is crawling about on the grass, with
one hand grasping the gathered skirt
that holds the flowers she has been |
plucking. Close to her, on his hands :
and knees, like a great overgrown school- |
boy, is her father, with smiles wreath-
ing that usually sad and aunstere face.
She had made him stoop down before
her, and, like the playful child she is,
‘she has stnck a fringe of flowers into |
the band of his broad cowboy hat and :
is now endeavoring to string a chain of,
daisies round his neck. ATI the chikirer!
of Eve pursue the same methods of play
the world over. And this grave, beard.
ja_ed man is looking as prond of that chain
as if it were of gold, and she were the
their to the throne decorating him. As
d? ‘Prouder by far, for there is nc
jpride on earth to compare to that of a
father in his only child. She is happy
as the day is long. Aye, long—Dbut never
too long for them!
- Then a sudden shock, and her dream
shivered. She had slipped back into a
bent position on the snow, and
the sudden movement roused her for a
brief spell. With a lightninglike flash
the brain realized the danger of the sit-
nation and urged the weakened body
to renewed exertion. But it was power-
less to respond.

Was this, then, the end of her young
life, she who had cherished such
dreams and hopes of the future? Wasshe
to perish like one of the beasts of the
field, on that desolate snowbound ridge!
Were the birds of the air and the jack-
als of the plain—the prairie and timbez
wolves—to fight over her poor body? A
thing so fair as she were rare prey for
such evil looking brutes as wolves. Even
now, far off, but ever drawing nearer,
she heard a mournful and prolonged
eerie cry, and she knew that already a
wolf was npon her tracks. She bhad a
gmall revolver in her belt, but perhaps
it was not worth while using it. Poor
Marie! Well might she pray, for that
gleep which means death was very close
upon her now.

And then rose up before her that face
that had so often smiled upon her in
her dreams, and she knew it was her
mother’s face, that dear mother whom
ghe had lost g0 long ago that her image
had become but a sacred memory. Then
the face of her father, that face so full
of simple tenderness, seemed to look
down upon her, and a struggling gleam
of semiconscionsness shook her fora few
minutes with a tempest of agony, as she
pictured him all alone in the world,
without any one .to love, without any
‘'one to strengthen or care for him, and
with only the memory of a fitfully sun-
ny past behind him. Surely this was
the agony and sting of death.

Death! She must rouse herself. Itwas
a sinful thing to let death steal upon
her with its subtle visions and lethargy!
She would break the spell; if she died
it would be upon her feet. But, horror!
The muscles of her body refused to obey |
the commands of t~Eorain.
not move.

But just before the mists lifted before
the rays of that wintry sun she seemed |
to hear, as if in the air, but wonderful-
Iy clearly and distinctly, that majestic
and trinmphant song of adoration, the

in the convent ; it had haunted her since,
and now it came as if to lighten her end.

She heard myriads of voices—beaunti-
ful voices; the silvery voices of women,

king of instruments, until they spoke
as one in harmonions concord, with o .

swoetness that Luv%uhml her senses and ! she unable fo return, or a
sprung up that would obliterate her

tracke and prevent them following her,

nipotent reigneth!” they all cried to- & sho must inevitably perish. The though'
chilled his heart,

permented her whole being.
““Halleluinh! For the Lord God om-

gother, with one mighty and resonant
volume of sound, witg one joyous burst
of trinmph and of gladness. And the
bpsses hernlding the clarionlike voices
of the sopranos sang, ‘‘And he shall
reign for ever and ever. "’

Then the tenors and the basses cried,
“Halleluiah! Hallelniah!"' The silvery
altos and the mellow contraltee glided
into the ever growing meloay with,
“For ever and ever, King of Kings and
Lord of Lords. '’

And that mighty, fugnal, soul stir-
ring chorus rolled on, the beauntiful
lights and shades of the theme pursua-
ing, meeting and crossing one another

gilvery and rosy light that play upon
the face of the aurora under a northern |

sky. It was many throated, many But in an unguarded moment he pushed

past the sergeant and made for Marie's
a mosaio of soond—the voice of the . bedroom. At the same moment Dick
Townley and the scont, alarmed by the
outery Jamie had raised, entered the
kitchen to find out what all the tronble

was about.

tongued, but with one soul only. It was

Creator speaking through the creature.
It was a glorious peean—a fitting death
hymn for one so young and beaatiful.
And now, ere that insidions death
sleep dulled her wandering senses, rob-
Ling her even of that land of dreams and

“ And though worms destroy this body

Surely the angels of light Were bend-
hi::gcrrﬂ:rharthen—sufnir and peaceful

shadow of the angel of death as he hov-

ered over her.
““But, thanks be to God, who giveth
us the victory,’’ chanted all the voices

The lemon glow that trembled in the

ed with the blue. The gray mists lifted

glory round the ice king’s throne shiv-
ered—the way of dreams.

And then thegirl slept.

yon now, Pierre?'’ asked Jamie quern-

many times occasion me considerable
distress. The worst of it is it will pro-
ceed for me at such odd times.”’

glances, but as it was no uncommaon
thing in the police force for noncommis-
sioned officers to turn their hands to on
occasions they thought no more about it.

door, and the voice of old Jeannette
was heard inquiring for the sergeant.
She asked the latfer if he would come
into the kitchen for a minute, as she
wished to speak to him. The sergeant
hastened to grant her request.

tated, turned to him and spoke as soon
as he entered the kitchen.

through the night.
She conld ' is anv danger? =Ah! I see you know of
it. Why did you let her go?
perish.
' know she would try it as soon as the
blizzard went down.
risen again during the night. Yon must
follow up her tracks, though it is to
«‘Halleluiah Choruns.’”’ She had heard it | fall in with her father. Ah, ma cherie,
ma pauvre enfant! It is some harm will

come to you!

geant. *'I will go.”’
the voices of boys and the resonant and ; ment the fear that had been troubling
maturer voices of manhood, blend to- | him one-half the night took shape and

gether with the pealing notes of the ! yoso before him. And that was, if
the girl kept on traveling, expecting to
meet her father, but did nntﬁm;:l were |

ing at the door, and a voice that thert
was no mistaking eried:

Yorke! What the dickens is the matte:
with the women?"’ .

opened it.

one of them has gone during the night
~M]lle. St. Denis."’

Well, of all the artful young''— Bul
for once in his experience Jamie's vo-
eabulary of opprobrious terms failed tc
transversely like the shafts of pearly, | fornish himwith a word vile enough to

| smit him. Homumbled strangely. Then

forgotten the warning he had received

ahndnws,nndmharayeliﬂﬂclmdw: on two former occasions regarding the

. entering of the kitchen. .And now, be-

.+ fore Jeannette had almost time to re-

. cover from her astonishment, the com-

yet in my flesh shall I see God.”’ | missicned cad had entered the bedroom

of the girl, had begun to pull about the

bedclothes, to throw them on the floor

r young face seemed—and hid thegrim ' and to get down on his knees and peer
i under the bed.

wounded animal the half breed woman
made for the stove, snatched from it a
burning fagot of wood, with her spare
hand seized the iron dipper full of hot
east died at the sun’s first kiss A} water—which, indeed, had never been
blush, as subtle as the tender :adthat' off the stove—and darted into Marie’s
dyes a maiden’s cheek, spread over earth = room after the officer. The sergeant en-
snd sky. The stars grew dim and blend- | deavored to stop
her and the officer, but she thrust the

from the spectral earth. That dreamof | burning fagot into his face till it singed
his mustache and eyelashes.

cried, and the gleaming of her black

betrayed her
'E'm.aﬂjmvﬂnﬂrm]ifellahﬂuld
: be sorry to hurt you, whom I have no

quarre
And now that ignoble day of reckon-

mamitarian, ‘‘and wake up “loWule
and Pierre, and the three of you keep ¢
sharp lookont on the opposite door, s
that' none of these women can pass bul
without you seeing them. Keep pinche

- ing the third man so that yon will be

able to keep awake. "'
A fool may have homor which wise

men may langh over, but the wit of the
cruel and crafty is like a nettle, it has a
sting for all. The hand that crushes is
the proper one to bandle it.

The sergeant reluctantly did as he
was ordered; the three watchers, put-
ting some fresh fuel on the fire, began
their weary vigil, and Jamie began to
snore. :

All inclination to sleep bad been ef-
fectnally banished from the sergeant’s
eyes. How could he sleep with the
thought of that poor girl out upon the
snowbound prairie? At times it was
very noticeable to the other two watch-
ers that he betrayed considerable impa-
tience as_the night or rather the morn-
ing wore on. Sometimes he got up and
gilently paced the hut—the officer was
now sound asleep—and once or twice he

went out, and, opening the outer door,
looked into the semidarkness and lis-
tened. Toward morning, as if his im-
patience impelled bim to action, he
went ont into the stable and r&mmnnd
there about an hour. On coming in
again a gust of cold air, like a tangible
presence and which cut like a knife,
came in with him, and awoke Jamie.

“The deunce'’—only he put it more
forcibly—‘‘take you, Yorke! Were you
born in a barn?? snapped the Amiable
One.

“Daylight is coming, sir,’’ said the
sergeant, ignoring his superior’s polite
request for information.

“It's coming, is it?'* cried Jamie irri-
tably, and it is only charitable to say
half awpke. ‘‘Well, then, let it come,
and be d——d to it!"

At this slightly irrelevant but charac-
teristic speech, that was delivered ina
thick and incoherent voice which a man
who had been having more to drink
than was good for him might adopt, the
scont, in spite of himself, broke into a
loud snccession of enorts which sounded
suspiciously.

““What the devil’s the matter with

lously. *‘Got an attack of the colic?”’
““Yes, gir,”” answered Pierre gravely.

He had just managed to check himself.

“ And it is & maladie terrible, and will

“Humph! Horses fed?"” asked Jamie.
‘““Yes, sir, and stables cleaned out,”

answered the sergeant.
The private and the scont exchanged

Just then there came a knock at the

Jeannette, who was considerably agi-

“My Marie,"’ she said, *‘she has gone
Do von think there

She may
Fool that I was not to even

But it may have

But I will myself go''—

“Steady, Jeannette! said the ser-
For at that mo-

ttle wind

Just then therecamea furions pound.

‘‘Hello there, Yorke! Darm yom,

The sergeant went to the door an
“‘Nothing, sir,”” he answered, ‘‘only

“What, and us watching the door!

ise and mortification silenced him.

Unfortunately for the officer, he had

With a cry and a spring like that of o

her by getting between

““Tenez—vous la! Back, you!” she
primitive fiery origin.

lwi y
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Innmdhah-dmnghtupmabed-
clothes s0 as to throw them over her.
But she was too quick for him, and
down came the burning billet of wood
opon his broad shoulders. The sergeant,
alarmed for the safety of his superior,
essayed another rush in upon her. Dut
he received a sharp rap on the head—
just meant as a gentle hint to him fc
mind his own business—that caused
him to stagger out of the room again.
Dick Townley and the scout merely
looked on. They wonld hardly have
moved one finger to save their officer
from his well merited disgrace, even
thongh ordered to. It was an illustra-

tion upon a small scale of the truth con- .

veyed in those verses of Tennyson's be-

ginning with:

He who rules by terror doth grievous wrong.
It is safe to say that if Dick Townley

felt ashamed of the cloth he wore just |

then he otherwise enjoyed himself.

Then the officer clutched at and suc-
ceeded in wrenching the billet of wood
from Jeannette's hand. But she pounced
on him like the tigress that she was,
tore his hair and scratched him after
the most approved style of Chinamen
and women in general. BShe was a
strong woman ; she cuffed and buffeted
him, knocked his head against the wall,
and when at last the sergeant and the
other twomen thought it fit to interfere
and pull her off her prey a more sorry
and wretched looking specimen of hu-
manity than Jamie could not well be
imagined.

As the three men held her the officer,
with a look of mingled terror and rage
on his face, seized the smoldering billet
of wood and advanced upon her as if to
strike her with it.

“Down with that billet of wood!™
thundered the sergeant. *“‘D—n it
would you strike a woman who is being
held?'’

Jamie started back transfixed with
astonishment. Such unparalleled inso-
lence and rank insubordination he had
never met with before. Buot he staid
his hand. That Jook in the sergeant's
eye was ominously like the light that
glowed in that mad half breed woman's.
He only stammered :

““Youn heard that, Townley?
heard what the sergeant said?"”

‘“*Heard what?'’ said the private. *‘I
heard him remind you, in the most
humble and civil manner, that youn were
an officer of the Northwest mounted po-
lice, and that it was a woman you want-
ed to strike with a billet of wood when
she was being held. Oh, I'll swear tc
that!™’

The officer groaned.

“Pierre,’’ hie cried in a frenzied wary,
“‘von heard the sergeant damn me, didn’t
Fﬂu?'!'!

“I heard you damn the sergeant,”
answered the scont testily, “‘and I saw
you kick a woman. I think it wonld be
vour wisest plan your tongue to hold!"

“‘Oh, Je-rusalem !'’ cried the ofiicer.

“I wonld beg of yon, sir, to leave the
room, "’ said the sergeant. You see, we
can’t hold the woman here all day, and
I suppose you will want to start off after
the girl."’

The sorely discomfited officer thonght
—as best he could—that it was the bet-
ter thing to do under the circumstances
and left tha room. He was also soue-
what apprehensive lest Jeannette sl:onld
break loose again and be after him,
and this was a contingency to be guard-
ed against. No sooner had the officer
left than Harry Yorke placed the now
perfectly passive woman gently in a
chair. A reaction had set in, and her
demeanor underwent a complete change.
She was now indulging in a hearty cry.
““Oh, to think that I should bave low-
ered myself like that,’’ she sobbed.
““But to hear that villain talk of my
young mistress a8 he did'"'— and here
ghe could not find words to express her
indignation.

““You have made him pay for it,
Joeannette,"" said Yorke. "‘And, by
Jove! I suppose it's rank treason for
me to say £o, but, as my superior offi-
cor, I'm heartily ashamed of him.
Thank goodness, I've only a couple of
months more to put in now, for I could
not stand much more of this sort of
thing."

In the meantime the scout had gone
out and fetched a supply of flrewood in
for Jeannette, then ho lifted away the
box of ashes for her from her stove.
The trooper took the water buckets, and
taking them to the well filled them.
As for Jeannette, she was a kind heart-
ed if impulsive sonl, and these simple
little actions tonched her. Sho was now
heartily ashamed of her late outbreak,
being usnally the best tempered of wom-
#n—thoungh, like the best tempered, the
maost dangerons when ronsed—but still
she kept lamenting about Marie. 8o, in
order to facilitate matters and hurry
them out to follow up the tracks of her
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millions of persons, permit us to speak of it withont guessing,
It is unquestionably the best remedy for Infants and Childres

the world has ever kmown. It is harmless. Children like it Iy
gives them health. It will save thelr lives. Im it Mothers have

something which is absolutely safe and pﬂuﬂnﬂlmm
child's medicine.

Castoria relieves Toothing Troubles.
Castoria cures Constipation and Flatuleney,
Castoria nentralizes the effects of carbonio acid gas or poisonons air,
Castoria assimilates the food, regulates the stomach and bowels,
giving healthy and natural sleep.
Castoria is put up in one-size bottles only. It is not scld in bulk,
Don't allow any one to sell you anything else on the plea or promise
that it is “just as good ” and “ will answer every purpose.”
Ses that you get C-A-5-T-0-R-I-A.

770 Z i

Children Cry for Pitcher’'s Castoria.
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Jxmes Keith.

Cr.OUER SEXED.
Clover feed wanted, for which the HIGHEST
PRICE will be Paid.

The fac-simile
signature of

isom every

wrapper.

ALBC AGENT FOR THE

ONTARIO MOTUAL LIVE STOCE

Insurance Company.

Fharougﬁ—rﬁa’ and Farm
Stock Insured at very
Low Rates.

Fetch on your Beeds and gel
your Farm Stock Insured at

JAS. KEITH'S. WILLIAM ST«EET.

Hurley & Brady.

ALL THE
COMFORTS
OF HOME

Don’t count for much unless your weekly grocery
account is satisfactory ard the quality right. It
takes but a little thing to spoil the pleasure of a
meal, and it takes but a triflc more to mar the
peace of the household for a week.

YOUR WIFE
CAN RUN s

Your household ever so much easier, more ccononii-
cal, and with infinitely less friction and domestic
infelicity, if you will permit her to buy the famiy
groceries from us.

A2 a & o & s oY

WE KEEP THE
RIGHT GOODS_—m.

and pay icular attention to quality. You've
heard of shoddy dry goods, maybe ? Well, theres
shoddy groceries tco,~more than you suspect, P
haps. The desire to make an extra profit induce
some dealers to buy them, and of course the CO¥
sumer suffers,

We pin our business honor to our goods as @
guarantee that quality and price are right. If goods
do happen to turn out unsatisfactory—as thcy SOm¢”
times will—we take them back. Can anything D
fairer ?
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HURLEY & BRADY,
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