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By GASTON LEROUX

ever beiore seen him, but I Knew him
:-eﬂ bs reputation. At that time, be-

-

¥
P tane Tale
his onique 1K

gkiliful unraveler of the

nt, Larsan was reputed

the most
gs (o€ z
mest mysterions and complicated
crimes. [His reputalion Wwas world-

~ide and the police of London and
even of America often called him
to their aid when their own national
jnspectors and detectives found them-
celves at the end of their wits and re-
SOUICes.

No one was astonished, then, that
the head of the Paris police had at
the outset of the mystery of the yel-
pw room telegraphed his precious
sghordinate in London, where he had
peen sent on a big case of stolen se-
eurities, to return with all haste. Fred-
eric had made all speed, doubtless
imowing by experience that if he was
mterrupted in what he was doing it
was becapse his services were nroant.
Iy needed In another directiom, so, as
Rouletabille said, he was that morning
slready “at work.” We soon found h
gut in what it consisted.

What be was continually looking at
fn the palm of his right hand was
mothing but his wateh, the minute
hand of which he appeared to be not-
ing intently. Then he turned back,
still running, stopping only when he
reached the park gate, where he again |
consuited bhis watch and then put it |

|
away in his pocket, shrugging his |
shoulders with a gesture of disconrage- |
ment. He pushed open the park gate, |
reclosed and locked it, raised his bead |
and througk the bars perceived us. |
Rouletabille rushed after him, and I |
foliowed. Irederic Larsan waited for i
s,

“M. Fred,” said Rouletabille, raising
his bat and showing the profound |
respect, based on admiration, which |
the yonng reporter felt for the cele- t
brated detective, “can you tell me |
whether M. Robert Darzac is at the |
chatest at this moment? Here is one |
of bis frlends of the Paris bar. who
desires to speak with him.”

"l really don't know, M. Rouleta-
bille” replied Fred, shaking hands
w.lh oy friend, whom he had several
fimes met in the course of his difficult |
iovestizations. “I have not seen him.”
“The concierges will be able to in- |
form us, no doubt?” said Rouletabille, |

i
|
L]

L. RS S e &

pointing to the lodze. the door and |
wadows of which were close shut. '
“The concierzes will not be able fo

1

¥ infermation, M. Rouleta- |

e
!

“Why not?™

|
|
:
“Becanse they were arrested half an |
hour azo.” |
“Arrested!” cried Rouletabille. “Thin j
they are the murderers!™ !
Frederic Larsan shrugged his shoul- 1
fers, |
“When you can't arrest the real mur- |
ferer,” he said, with an air of supreme |
o0y, “you can always indulge in the |
mxury of discovering accomplices.” !.
Did yom bave them arrested, M. |
Freg»
Not I! I haven't had them arrest- |
v have not had anything

the affair and then be-

“Becanse of what?' asked Rouleta- l
bille eagerly.
“Becanse of nothing,”
$aking his head.
:Eef:_:luse there were no accom- |
&ires:‘ 52id Rouletabille. i
Aba! You have an idea, then, about 1
this matter” gaig Larsan, looking at
letabille intently, “yet you have |
:‘;n"?;tﬂthi'ﬂ; young man—you have
o v 2dined admission here!”
I shall get admission.”
iI[ﬂnuI?t it. The orders are strict.”
2 shall gain admission if you let
See¢ M. Robert Darzae. Do that

for me. You know we are old friends.
I beg of
Wember ¢

‘0 the gold bar case?”

I
'
'S40 might be about fifty years of :
tnmife bad a fine head, his hair |
and auﬁ £ray, a colorless complexion
Dromig D profile. His forehead ‘was
1;'En:l”:tt his chin and cheeks clean
tache. His upper lip, without mus-
s Was finely chiseled. His eyes
e gﬂther small and round, with a
g mﬂl’-‘m that was at once search-
disquieting. He was of mid-

t
said Larsan, E

you, M. Fred. Do youm re- |
he article 1 wrote about you :

Darzae, but he made no answer.
. looks questioned Rouletabille, but his

. door, protected by a projecting

eral bearing elegant and gentlemanly.

Larsan turned his head at the sound
of a vehicle which had come from the
chateau and reached the gate behind
him. We recognized the cab which
had conveyed the examining magis-
trate and his registrar from the sta-
tion at Epinay.

“Ah!" said Frederic Larsan. “If you
want to speak with M. Robert Darzac,
bhe is here.”

The cab was already at the park
gate, and Robert Darzac was begging
Frederic Larsan to open it for him,
explaining that he was pressed for
time to catch the next train leaving
Epinay for Paris. Then he recognized
me. While Larsan was unlocking the
gate M. Darzac inquired what had
brought me to the Glandier at such a
tragic moment. I noticed that he was
frightfully pale and that his face was
lined as if from the effects of some ter-
riuie suffering.

“ls mademoiselle getting better? I
immediately asked.

“Yes,” he said. *“She will be saved
perhaps. She must be saved!”

He did not add *“or it will be my
death,” but I felt that the phrase trem-
bled on his pale lips.

Rouletabille intervened:

“You are in a hurry, monsienr, but 1
must speak with you. 1 have some-
thing of the greatest importance to
tell you.”

Frederic Larsan interrupted:

“May 1 leave you?" he asked of Rob-
ert Darzac. “Have you a key or do
you wish me to give you this one?”

“Thank you. I have a key and will
lock the gate.”

Larsan hurried off in the direction
of the chateau, the imposing pile of

. which could be perceived a few hun-

dred yards away.

Robert Darzac, with knit brow, was
beginning to show impatience. 1 pre-
sented Rouletabille as a good friend

! of mine, but as soon as he learned

that the young man was a journalist
he looked at me very reproachfully,
excused himself unnder the necessity
of having to reach Epinay in twenty
minutes, bowed and whipped up his
horse. But Rouletabille had seized
the bridle and, to my utter astonish-
ment, stopped the carriage with =
vigorous hand. Then he gave utter-
ance to a sentence which was utterly
meaningless to me,

“The presbytery has lost nothing of
its charm, nor the garden its bright-
ness.”

The words bad bhardly left the lips
of Rouletabille than 1 saw Robert
Darzac quail. Pale as he was, he be-
came paler. His eyes were fixed on

the young man in terror._and he im-
medlatery gescended NOm the velicle

. in an inexpressible state of agitation.

“Come—come in!” he stammered.

Then suddenly and with a sort of
fury he repeated:

“Let us go, monsienr.”

He turned up by the road he had
come from the chateau, Rouletabille

| still retaininz his hold on the horse’s
| bridle.

1 addressed a few words to M.
My

gaze was elsewhere.

CHAPTER VL

‘ In the Heart of the Qak Grove.

reached the chateau and, as
we approached it, saw four
gendarmes pacing in front of a
little door in the ground floor
of tue donjon. We soon learned that
in this ground floor, which had former-
Iy served as a prison, M. and Mme.
Bernier, the concierges, were confined.
M. Robert Darzac led qus into the
modern part of the chatean by a large
. awning
—a “marquise” as it is ecalled. Roale-
tabille, who had resigned the horse and
the cab to the care of g servant, never
took his eyes off M. Darzae. 1 fol-
iowed his look and perceived that it
was directed solely toward the zloved
hards of the Sorbonnpe pru;esggr
When we were in a tiny sitting rmﬁ
datted with old furniture, A ?}HME
turned Yo Rouletabille ang
= said sharp-
“What do you want?
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THE LINDSAY POST

The Mystery of

The Yellow Room

BY BRENTANO'S

“To shake you by the hand.”
Darzac shrank back.

“What does that mean?”

Evidently he understood, what I also
understood, that my friend suspected
him of the abominable attempt on the
life of Mlle. Stangerson. The impres-
sion of the blood stained hand on the
walls of the yellow room was in his
mind. I looked at the man closely.
His haughty face, with its expression
ordinarily so straightforward, was at
this moment strangely troubled. He
held out his right band and, referring
to me, said:

“As you are a friend of M. Sainclair,
who has rendered me invaluable serv-
ices in a just cause, monsieur, I see
no reason for refusing you my hand”—

Rouletabille did not take the extend-
ed band. Lying with the untmost au-
dacity, he said:

“Monsieur, I bave lived several years
in Russia, where I have acquired the
habit of never taking any but an un-
gloved hand.”

I thought that the Sorbonne profess-
or would express his anger openly,
but, on the contrary, by a visibly vio-
lent effort, he calmed himself, took
off his gloves and showed his hands.
They were unmarked by any cicatrice.

“Are you satisfied 7

“No!” replied Rouletabille. “My
dear friend,” he said, turning to me,
“I am obliged to ask you to leave us
alone for a moment.”

I bowed and retired, stupefied by
what I had seen and heard. I counld
not understand why M. Robert Dar-
zac had not already shown the door to
my impertinent, insulting and stupid
friend. I was angry myself with Roule-
tabille at that moment for his sus-
picions which had led to this scene of
the gloves.

For some twenty minutes I walked
about In front of the chatean, trying
vainly to link together the different
events of the day.

When Rouletabille came out of the
chateau in the company of M. Robert
Darzae, extraorlinary to relate, I saw
at a glance that they were the best of
friends.

“We are going to the yellow room.
Come with us,” Rouletabille said to

me. “You know, my dear boy, I am
going to keep you with me all day.
We'll breakfast together somewhere
about here"—

“You'll breakfast with me here, gen-
tlemen”—

“No, thanks,” replied the young man.,
“We shall breakfast at the Doonjon
inn.”_

“You’'ll fare very badly there, You'll
not find anything”—

“Do you think so? Well, I hope to
find something there,” replied Roule-
tabille. *“After breakfast we’ll set to
work again, I'll write my article, and
if you’ll be s0 good as to take it to the
office for me"—

“Won't you come back with me to

| Paris 7’

“No; I shall remain here.”

I turned toward Rouletabille. He
spoke quite seriously, and M. Robert
Darzac did not appear to be in the
least degree surprised.

We were passing by the donjon and
heard wailing voices. Rouletabille
asked:

“Why bhave these people been ar-
rested 7’

“It is a little my fault,” said M. Dar-
zac, “l1 happened to remark to the
examining magistrate yesterday that
it was Inexplicaldle that the concierges
had had time to hear the revolver
shots, to dress themselves and to cover
80 great a distance as that which lies
between their lodge and the pavilion
in the space of two minutes, for not
more than that interval of time had
elapsed after the firing of the shots
when they were met by Daddy
Jacques.”

“That was suspicious evidently,” ac-
quiesced Rouletabille. “And were they
dressed 7’

“That is what Is so Incredible. They
were dressed completely—not one part
of their costumes wanting. The wo-

man wore wooden shoes, but the man
dad ob luced bouls, Now Lhey assen
that tbhey went to bed as half past 9
On arriving this morning the examin-

ing magistrate brought with bim from

: Paris a revolver of the same caliber as

an equally ¢

that found in the room, for he couldn’t
use the one held for evidence, and
made bis rezistrar fire two shots in

0 | T
TF

the yellow room while the doors and

windows were closed. We were with
him in the lodge of the concierges, and

yet we heard nothing—not a sound.
The concierges have lied, of that there |

can be no doubt. They must have been

vilion—waiting for something! Cer-
tainly they are not to be accused of
being the autbors of the erime, but
their complicity is not improbable.
That was why M. de Marquet had
them arrested at once.”

“If they bad been accomplices,” gaid
Rouletabille, *“they would not have
been there at all. When people throw
themselves into the arms of justice
with the proofs of complicity on them,
you can be sure they are not accom-
plices. 1 don’t believe there are any
accomplices in this affair.”

“Then why were they abroad at mid-
night? Why don’t they say?

“They have certainly some reason
for their silence. What that reason is
has to pe found out. for, even if they
are not accomplices, it may be of im-
portance. Everything that took place
on such a night i= important.”

We had crossed an old bridee thrown
over the Douve and were entering the
part of the park called the Cak grove
The oaks here were centuries old. An-
tumn had already shriveled their
tawny leaves. This place, which made-
moiselle fonnd cheerinl and in which
she lived in the summer season, ap-
peared to us as sad and funereal now.

Che sofl was black and muady from™
he recent rains and the rotting of the
allen leaves. The trunks of the trees
were black, and the sky above us was
10w, as if in mourning, charged with
great, heavy clouds.

And it was In this somber and deso-
ate retreat that we saw the white
walls of the pavilion as we approach-
wd. It was a queer looking building,
without a window visible on the side
¥ which we neared it. A little door
tione marked the entrance to it It
night hate passed for a tomb, a vast
nausoleum in the midst of a thick for-
sst. AsS we came nearer we were able
0 make out its disposition. The build-
g obtained all the light it needed
Irom the south—that is to say, from
the open country. The little door
*losed on the park. M. and Mlle. Stan-
gerson must have found it an ideal se-
lusion for their work and their
ireams.

The pavilion bhad a ground floor
which. was reached by a few steps,
ind e it was an attic, with which
Fe n not concern ourselves. The
‘ooms of the pavilion were as follows:
- The yellow room, with its one win-
low and its one door opening into the
aboratory.
~The laboratory, with its two large
parred windows and its doors, one
serving for the vestibule, the other
or the yellow room.

The vestibule, with its unbarred win-
jow and door opening into the park.

The lavatory, between the vestibule
ind the yellow room.

Besides these chambers there was a
light of stairs leading to the attic.
[he only chimney was the large one in
:he laboratory.

Before mounting the three steps lead-
ng up to the door of the pavilion

Qouletabille stopped and asked M,
Darzac point blank:

“What was the motive for the
rime ?™

“Speaking for myself, monsieur, there |

a1 be no doubt on the matter.” said
‘lle Staresrson’s finnee crearic dia.
ressed. “The marks of the nngers,
the deep scratches on the chest and
throat of Mlle. Stangerson, show that
the wretch who attacked her attempt-
3d to commit a frightful crime. The
‘medical experts who examined these
Taces vesterday affirm that they were
made by the same hand as that which
jeft its red imprint on the wall—an
anormous hand, monsieur, much too
‘arge to go into my gloves,” he added,
with an indefinable smile.

“Could not that blood stained hand,”
[ interrupted, “have been the hand of
Mlle. Stangerson, who, in the moment
of falling, had pressed it against the
wall and, in slipping, enlarged the im-
pression?”

“There was not a drop ot blood on
pither of her hands when she was
lifted up,” replied M. Darzac.

“We are now sure,” said I, “that it
was Mlle. Stangerson who was armed
with Daddy Jacques’ revolver, since
she wounded the hand of the murder-
er. She was in fear, then, of some-
body or something.”

“Probably.”

“Do you suspect anybody?'

“No,” replied M. Darzae, looking at
Rouletabille. :

Rouletabille then said to me:

“You must know, my friend, that the
inquiry is a little more advanced than
M. de Marquet has chosen to tell us.
He not only knows that Mlle. Stanger-
son defended herself with the re-
volver, but he knows what the weapon
was that was used to attack her. M.
Darzac tells me it was a mutton bone.

Why is M. de Marquet surrounding
this mutton bone with so much mys-
tery? No doubt for the purpose of
facilitating the inquiries of the agents
of the police. He imagines perhaps

already waliting not far from the pa- | that the owner of this instrument of

crime, the most terrible invented, is

' going to be found among those who

1 into that presently.”

are well known in the slums of Parls
who use it.”

“Has a mutton bone been found in
the yellow room?’ I asked him.

“Yes, monsieur,” said Robert Darzae,
“at the foot of the bed, but I beg of
you not to say anything about it.” (1
made a gesture of assent.) *“It was an
enormous mutton bone, the topof which,
or, rather, the joint, was still red
with the blood of the frightful wound.
It was an old bome, which may, ac-
cording to appearances, have served in
other erimes. That's what M. de Mar-
quet thinks, who has had it sent to the
municipal laboratory at Paris to be
analyzed. In fact, he thinks bhe has
detected on it not only the blood of
the last victim, but other stains of
dried blood, evidences of previous
crimes.”

“A mutton bone in the hand of a
skilled assassin is a frightful weapon,”
said Rouletabille, “a more certain
weapon than a heavy hammer.”

“The scoundrel has proved it to be
so,” saild M. Robert Darzac sadly.
“The joint of the bome found exactly
fits the wound inflicted. My belief
is that the wound would have been
mortal if the murderer’s blow had not
been arrested in the act by Mlle, Stan-
gerson’s revolver. Wounded In the
hand, he dropped the mutton bone and
fled. Unfortunately the blow had
been already given, and mademoiselle
was stunned after baving been nearly
strangled. If she had succeeded In
wonnding the man with the first shot
of the revolver, she would doubtless
have escaped the blow with the bone.
But she had certainly employed her re-
volver too late. The first shot devi-
ated and lodged in the ceiling. It was
the second only that took effect.”

Having said this, M. Darzac knocked
at the door of the pavilion. I must
confess to feellng a strong impatience
to reach the spot where the crime had
been committed. It was some time be-
fore the door was opened by a man
whom I at once recognized as Daddy
Jacques.

He appeared to be well over sixty
yvears of age. He had a long white
beard and white hair, on which he

wore a flat Basque cap. He was dress-
ed In a complete suit of chestnut col-
ored velveteen, worn &t the sides; sa-
bots were on his feet. He had rather
a waspish looking face, the expression

or WIOICh Tigfitened, however, 3@s soon
as he saw M. Darzac.

“Friends,” said our guide. “Nobody
In the pavilion, Daddy Jacgues?”

“I ought not to allow anybody to en-
ter, M. Robert, but of course the order
does not apply to you. These gentle-
men of justice have seen everything
there is to be seen and made enough
drawings and drawn up enough re-
mrEII_

“Excuse me, M. Jacques, one ques-
tion before anything else,” said Roule-
tabille,

“What is it, young man? If I can
answer jt"—

“Did your mistress wear her hair in
bands that evening? You know what
I mean—over her forehead?”’

“No, young man. My mistress never
wore her hair in the way you suggest,
neither on that day nor on any other.
She had her bhair drawn up, as usual,
go that her beautiful forehead could be
seen, pure as that of an unborn child!™

Rouletabille grunted and set to work
examining the door, finding that it fas-
tened itself automatically. He satis-
fied himself that it could never remain
open and needed a key to open it
Then we entered the vestibule, a small,
well lit room paved with square red
tiles.

“Ah, this is the window by which
the murderer escaped!” said Roule-
tabille.

“So they keep on saying, monsieur;
so they keep on saying. But if he had
gone off that way we should have been
gsure to have seen him. We are not
blind, neither M. Stangerson nor I nor
the concierges who are in prison. Why
have they not put me in prison, too, on
account of my revolver?”

Rouletabille had already opened the
window and was examining the shut-
ters,

“Were these closed at the time of the
erime?”

“And fastened with the iron catch
inside,” said Daddy Jacques, “and I
am quite sure that the murderer did
pot get out that way.”

“Are there any blood stains?”’

“Yes—on the stones outside—but
blood of what?” ‘

“Ah™” said Rouletabille, “there are
footmarks visible on the path! The
ground was very moist I will look

{(To Be Oontinued.)
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Notice to Investors

| J7JARM FOR SALE—100 acre farmy

We have a few first-class farm mort-
gages for sale which we ean dispose of
to persons having money for invest-
ment to net them 6 per cent interest

These mortgages are guaranteed
both as to principal and interest.
McLaveHLIN, PEEL, FULTON

& STIiNsoxN, Barristers
Landsay

T

i

e e e —

TXECUTORS'NOTICE TO CREDIT-
14 ORS.—Creditors and others hav-
ing claims against the Estate  of
Margaret Nolan, late of the Town of

Lindsay, in the Countv of "lix?’ir:t::n:-ia,r

Widow, deceased, who died on or
about the 22nd day of June, 1910, are |
hereby notified pursuant to R. S. 0.
1897, Chap. 129, to send in their claims

PAGE 3
FARM FOR SALE

< more or less, for sale, being lot
5 in Con. 10, Eldon. Good log house,
good frame barn and stone stabling.
2 good wells, All cleared and in good
state of cultivation. Well fenced, 1%
acres orchard. Some plum and pear
trees. Wants to sell at once. For fur-
ther particulars apply to Elias Bowes
Real estate agent, Lindsay.—w4.
& T
'ARM FOR SALE—100 acres more
< or less for sale in Fenelon, good
frame barn, 50 acres cleared, balance
tamarac swamp, never failing spring,
land not cut up by stream. Near =
school, post office, blacksmith shop.

duly verified to the undersigned Solici-
tors on or hefore MONDAY,

after which date the Executors will |

distribute the KEstate having regard
only to the claims or which they shall
then have notice. Ao

Dated at Lindsay, this Ninth day of
July, 1910.

 STEWART & O'CONNOR,

Solicitors for Honorable George Me-
Hugh and Peter Kennedy, Executors.

Live Stock Insurance
I am agent for the General Ti ¢

the | Would make a good ranch i
FIRST DAY OF AUGUST, 1910, ! SR R

farm. For further particulars apply
to Elias Bowes, real estate agent. —
w4,

ARM TO RENT—West § lot 12,

< Con. 8, Fenelon, containing 120
acres all cleared, 70 acres grain land,
the balance hay or pasture. Good
bank barn with wind mill, hay slings,
also stone hog pep, hen house, driving
shed and a comforiable house, two
good wells, large orchard. No stumps

Stock Insurance Co. of Montreal,
and can take risks on all kinds of
live animals. Dr. Broad, office 4§
Peel-st.

H-#-—_-_....

STRAYED

TRAYED—Into the premises of
the undersigned, lot 20, Con. 9,
Eldon, on June 23, 1 yearling colt,
Owner can have same by proving pro-
perty and paying expenses. James A.
McNabb, Kirkfield, Ont.—w3.

WANTED

0Y WANTED—To learn dry goods
business, out of town boy pre-
ferred. E. E. W. McGAFFEY.—wtf.

—

_ ANTED—Teacher, for School
&¥ ¥4 Section No. 7, Mariposa, Duties
to commence August 15th, 1910, .State
salary and experience. Apply to Henry
Bowes, sec.-treas., Oakwood P. O0.—w3
d1s.

— e

ANTED—A certificate teacher for
i ¥ V4 Ursa school from August 1st to
Christmas holidays. State salary re-
quired. Apply to 8. KETTLE, TUrsa
Sec.-Treas. (Not Catholic or Mormon)
—wadlS.

",V"ANTED—Qualiﬁed teacher, Prot-
¥ Yiestant, for S. 8. No. 11, Veru-
lam. Salary $450. Apply JAS. POUL-
SON, Fenelon Falls, Ont.—dlws3.

FARM FOR SALE

ARM FOR SALE-—100 acres, east

< half lot 16, comn. 9, Ops, all
cleared, good frame house and frame
barn with stone stabling. 5 miles
from town ot Lindsay; the Hooey
property. Terms easy: wants to sell
at once. For further particulars ' ap-
ply to ELIAS BOWES, Real KEstate

Agent, Lindsay.—wtl.

ARM FOR SALE—West part of

2 lot 7, Con. 14, Mariposa,
acres, about 95 under cultivation, the
balance pasture. Good buildings, 2}
acres in orchard and = all fruits. Ap-
acres in orchard and small fruits. Ap-

ply to Wm. L. Stone, Woodville.—w5

ARM FOR SALE—Known as the

¢« Ewers homestead, Wanchester,
2 miles from Port Perry, cuntaiuingl
between 95 and 100 acres. Clay loam
Bids or communications received and
particulars from NORMAN EWERS,
69 Alexander-st., Toronto.—wti.

ARM FOR SALE—Containing 140

£ acres, mgre or less, being part +r;ntI

con. Mariposa.

| log house

or stone piles on the farm, 1 mile
|fmm school, churck and post office
Five miles from Fenelon Falls. Pos-
session to plough this fall. Possession
on 1st of March, 1911. Apply to the
owner, Albert E. Minthorne, Rose-
dale, Ont.—w3.

'ARM FOR SALE—Situated one

< and one-half miles from Fair-
bairn, being lot 30, in Con. 7, Veru-
lanx. containing 200 acres and also
the east half of lot 30in the 6th.
con. 150 acres clear and in first-class
state of cultivation, well watered by
a never-failing spring creek and good
wells, windmill on barn, with water-
bowls and piping, well fenced. For
further particulars apply to ALEX,
CONNELL, Bury’'s Green, Ont.—w3.

TJARM FOR SALE—Improved farm

of one bhundred and fifty acres,
more or less, being composed of the
South Half of Lot Twenty (20) in
the Tenth and the West part of Lot
Twenty (20 in the eleventh Conces-
sion of tke Township of Ops. 'This
land is good clay ioam, suitable for
any kind of grain, drained, and all
cleared but about Fifteen (15) acres
of pasturage, through which there is
running water. Situated three miles
East of Lindsay, on good gravel
road. There is a frame dwelling, kit-
chen and woodshed. Large frame barn
45x75 feet with stone foundation and
stabling for all kinds of stock. Ap-
Ply to MOORE & JACKS8O0ON, Solici-
vors, Lindsay, Ont. or A. BLACK-
WELL, 1 Notre Dame Street, West,
Montreal —wtf.

! _1ARHFURSALE-’HIE N $ of Lot

4 5, Con. 2, and the East Pt.. of
the S of Lot 4, Con. 2, in the
Township of Emily. 150 acres. Ab-
out 140 acres cleared, balance wood-
land and swamp. Two miles south
of Omemee. Well built on. Good or-
chard. Well watered by a running

iEtI‘EEm, spring and wells. Good all
‘round farm and in good enndition.
' School conveninet.

145 | particulars apply to

For terms and

Mrs. David
Togole, Lock box 205, Omemee, Ont.—
wd,

OR SALG—For $1,500. T will sell

< the south east quarter of lot 16
13 con. Mariposa, containing 50 acres
with about 12 gor 15 gcres cleared and
under cultivation, the rest good .pas-
ture land, as there is a stream of wa~
ter running through it. A good cedar
and stable. Terms easy.
Neil McCorvie, Midland.

ARM FOR SALE—Lot 15, con. 2,
4 Fenelon, containing 933 acres,
more or less, adjoining thes willage of
Isglay. 90 acres cleared and about 4%

lot 14 gnd 15 in 8

Brick house, frame barn, 40 by 104

acres hardwood bush. New frame

with stone wall and first class'ata-!hm 50x65 on stope wall with first-

blicg. Water in front of horses and |

cattle with taps. Good hog Dpen.
Driving house. Hen house, cement
floors in them all. A never-failing
well, well fenced, adjoining the thriv-
ing wvillage of Oakwood, Known &as
the W. A. Silverwood farm. Would
like to sell at once. For further par-
ticulars ‘apply to Elias Bowes, Real
Estate agent, Lindsay. ]
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class stabling complete, cement floor.
Log house, well finished inside, partly
plastered and partly boarded. School
post office and blacksmith shop with-
in a few rods of farm, 6 miles froo
Cambray station. Grass Hill and
Cameron grain markets. The proper-
ty of JOHN R. COWISON. For fur-
ther particulars apply to Elias Bowes
| Real Estate Agent, Lindsay.—wt!.
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