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Grippe or Influenza, whichever you like
to call it, is one of the most weakening

diseases known.

Scorfs Emulsion, which is Cod
Liver Oil and Hypophosphites in easily di-
gested form, is the greatest strength-builder
known to medical science.

It is so easily digested that it sinks into
the system, making new blood and new fat,
and strengthening nerves and muscles.

Use Scorft’'s Emulsion after

Invaluable for Coughs and Colds.

ALL DRUGGCISTS: 5Cc. AND %£1.00.

RY WYMOND CAREY.
Copsright (I36) by G. P. Putnam’s Sons,

-yre you aware that T have been track-
«f o this bouse; that i Is known to
uar police, warned by yourself four
jeurs ag0, that I have not it? Do
ga doubt my word? Then look.” She

¥ drew back a curtaln on the
maslled wall which covered a small
yadow. Andre. with the curtain be-

ypd him shutting out the light, stared
o the moonlit court at the back.
¥ie be let the curtain fall his face
wore almost the look of the hunted
H"‘-'ﬁ!:l; you recognized them,” the
oripeess said calmly. “Four, I think.
fm? They are Madame de Pompa-
jour’s men,” she added. “She does not
{rast you, poor woman; she, too, sent
pessages from Versailles, and she will
yisk to know in the morning the rea-
sm why you have not arrested the im-
gedent hussy who derided her at an
gz who is a traitor into the bargain,
#d wko was in vour power, alone, un-
isfsnded. and with the evidence of her
mit staring you in the face.™ She
gielly touched the despatch and the
jiter Ivinz on the table. “Unless, my
#iend, vou wish to join George Ounslow,
% Comts de Mont Rouge, and myself
B the cells you had better do Your
ag.” v

Apdre faverishly took up the papers;
ja jooked now towards the great win-
dw into the Carrefour, now towards
&gt hateful little outlook into the
swart where he knew the sleuth-hounds
¢ an ambitious woman dogged their
milty prey.

"t is useless to destroy the papers,”
fie Princess remarked placidly. “That
vl only send Mademoiselle de Beau
fsjour to join our pleasant party at the
Bustile. Madame de Pompadour is a
geat and beautiful woman, but like all
mally ambitions men and women she
s 3¢ mercy, and she naturally does
.t wish to take our places in the celils.
e is fichting for her life and love as
wu are. Come, Vicomte, be reasonable.
2 five minutes it will be all over and
w will return a hero to Versailles.
Bemember what awaits you there.”

Every sentence in this calmly ter-
mhie speech made Andre feel more
misery than he could have believed a2
man could endure,

;:"lr be in any doubt?” she began

"0b, for God’s sake—" he pleaded.
“For God's sake——""

"No, ou must hear me out. The
poof of my treachery is here; they,
Sese mern, will find it on me”; she had
fawn a paper from her breast. Do you
mow what that is? It iIs a copy of the
meret despateh: it is addressed to the
et who would convey it to England,
B it is sigmed.”

She held it up and in the flickering
It Andre could see the red mystic
8 of the crossed daggers and the

number. He shivered as she re-
idced It in her bosom: “The game is
® for me.™ she said in her impassive
Wice. “That paper will send me to the
®aiffold, and unless you arrest me it
¥l send you too.”
_“You are mad,” he cried incoherent-
7,424 he really believed what he sald.

00 are mad.”

“Was the woman mad who tricked
1 at Fontenoy, who has tricked and
%fscled you at every turn since you
@me back? [ have betrayed your coun-
d 77, your King, your army, yourself,
@4 yet you, a noble hating treasos,

h“f-“ﬁ France, hesitate to arrest the
ﬁ“ﬁil‘ﬁ'hnm you have sworn to
8 10 justice. It is you who are mad,
N g0 mot I; or shall 1 say,” she
qnwsmin-:‘:‘- her eyes and curtsied,
4Se.gneur is too good?”
voone!” exclamation burst
lings. Ha wasz . leaning heavily
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“Yvonne, of course; Yvonne of the
Spotless Ankles” she lifted her dress
a few inches. “Yvonne whom at the
biddlng ef another woman you were
to make your tool. Did you? I think not,
for the Vicomte de Nerac can be more
easily tricked by women into doing
what they please than the most un-
scrupulous libertine in France. But you
must take your revenge om Yvonne
nu.w-l'l

Yvonne! Andre's brain reeled.
Yvonne, who had saved his life, was a
traitress, the traitress whose crimes
merited condign punishment, whom
now, by the devllish device of fate, he
must arrest and send to a felon’s death
to save himself and Denise.

He seized her arm. “Who and what
are you? he cried, beside himself, for
the torture of the fascinating riddle
racked him beyvond endurance.

“That,” she replied with her slow
smile, “is my secret and it will perish
with me. Do your duty, Vicomte, and
return to Versailles, Madame de Pom-
padour awaits you; the blood of the
noblesse. her foes, will atone in her
eves. She has triumphed, and so have
vou. Go back to your King, take him
the proof of bisroyal intrigues, destroy
the noble traitors who would have de-
stroved you. Love and revenge, the
sweetest things the world can give a
man, are yours. Are they not enongh?”
She was coolly taunting him, and out
there in the court-vard waited the po-
lice ready to arrest a traitress with the
proof of her erime on her person. Was
ever a man - in so cruel and tragic a
position?

“Why do you waver?” she asked
very quietly. *Is it because of Denise?”

¢ met Yier gaze. This was not the
crystal-gazer, nor the “Princess,” nor
even Yvonne who spoke. It was
another woman, from whom all that
was hateful, cynical, insolent, had van-

ished. Andre’s hands on his chair
trembled.
“Yes,” he answered, in a low voice,

-#ewere it not for Denise and Denise's

sake alfne I would destroy these pa-
pers and would take you past the Bar-
riers myself. You saved my life once,
more than once, for you could have
killed me in the cabin at Fontenoy;
vou and the Chevalier—God rest his
soul—enabled me to save the honor of
Denise—Denise.” He paused for emo-
tion. “You have gnabled me to save my
own homor. Why you did these things
1 do not know. But I would to-night,
and now, take you past the Barrier of
St. Louis, and I would then bid Ver-
sailles and you adieu for ever. God
alone can judge you, mot I—but De-
nise—there is Denise——"

“Then Denise herself must decide.”

She was mad after all; stark mad.
He stood helplessly picking at the em-
broidered upholstery of the chair. Mad,
mad: they were all mad.

The woman had glided towards the
door on the right. Andre looked up ex-
ultingly. Ha! She was gone—fled. Then
he, too, must escape at once. He ga-
thered up the papers, seized his cloak,
and darted towards the window, only
to start back with a ery.

On the threshold of the doorway

stood Denise.
He stood spellbound, Yes, it was De-

-nise.

— e

CHAPTER XXX.

She came forward with outstretched
hands. “Andre,” she asked with pas-
clonate eagerness, “you are safe?”

He took her to his breast, looking
into her eyes. “Sweetheart,” he whis-

d. “why are you here?”

“Because yvou sent for me,” sbe be-
zan innocently.

sgant for you?" he repeated, in dull
bewilderment. “Mad,” he muttered,
“mad mad.” His brain was beginning
to break dowi.

«¥o3” she whispered, for his face
frightened her, “you sent for me. See:

read.”
Andre took the strip of paper from

her. After a few minutes he was able

o spell out these words:

#] am in great danger. Yon alone can
save me. Come at once to Paris. Carre-
four de St. Antoine No. 3. Andre.”

The paper dropped. The writing was
his. at least it apoeared to be. Could
he have written it? He searched his
wairung thoughts, recalling the events

| of this awful night following on the
' King's iliness, the strain of waiting in

Madame de Pompadour's room - after
the scene at the inm, the discovery of
Denise, the interviews that followed,
the finding of the Chevalier and Mont
Rouge, the gallop to Paris, and then
all that had happened in this salon. He
snatched at the paper again; he had
pot written it:. no. it was a clavar far

o= ke ‘Wotk of The only woman wWho

counld do it—"No. 101"
se was watching him in terror,

for his Yps moved, yet he said nothing.
“A girl called Yvonne,” she whis-

pered, “brought it to me at midnight:
she conducted me to this house, and I
have been waiting here ever since,
waiting for you. Yvonne has disappear-
ed and the doors were all locked. There
is only the woman who——"

They both turned sharply at the
rustle of a dress and stood hand in
hand gazing in silence, for there had
entered the girl whom Andre had seen
ploting with Onslow at “The Cock
with the Spurs of Gold.” :

Andre mechanically whipped off his
hat, Denise mechanically answered the
curtsey of the lady who had entered,
for this was a gentlewoman of their
own rank, whose beauty would have
adorned the great hall in the Chateau
de Beau Sejour.

“We agreed,” she began quietly,
“that Mademoiselle la Marquise was
to decide. Monsieur le Vicomte, what I
have to say is for the ears of Made-
moiselle alone. Permit me to show you
where you can wait. I shall not Keep
you long.” She pointed with her fan to
the door and then held out her fingers.

Andre walked out of the room like
one in a dream. The door closed. The
two women were alone.

“] can be brief,” the stranger said
quietly. “You have heard of ‘No. 101°;
vou know of the stealing of the secret
ﬁgspatt:h. I am the thief. I am ‘No.
1 1.1 e

Denise recoiled with a cry of horror,
her eyes fixed on the girl’s face with
an expression of indignant stupefac-
tion.

“The Vicomte de Nerac,” the
stranger proceeded, “knows what you
know now, and he will return to Ver-
saflles & hero,” she paused, “if he will
arrest me. He has the despatch; he
has a letter which will convict the
Comte de Mont Rouge, who, Mademol-
selle, by loaded dice, sent ‘you to be the
thief of the Court. The Vicomte has
been seen to come here; it has also
been discovered that I am in this
honpse. and unless he returns ta Var.

sailles “with “that despatéh he will be
ruined and Madame de Pompadour will
also send vou to the Bastile, for she
has proof that you were in her room
this night. The Vicomte is in great
danger, and you were summoned here
to save him, for at your bidding alone
will he do his duty and arrest the
traitress—myself.”

Denise’s indignation had already be-
gun to melt. She freed the necklace at
her:throat as if it were choking her.

“Shall I now ask the Vicomte to re-
tur:i?”’ The girl moved towards the
door.

“Wait—one moment! You are"—De-
nise broke off in agitation—*“you are
Yvonne?” she whispered.

The stranger sat down and uncon-
cernedly began to tear up one of the
sheets of paper littering the floor. *I
am,” she answered quietly.

“And you®gave the Vicomte de Ner-
ac the secret despatch which you
stole?”

“He took it from the English agent

to whom I had given it.”

“Ah!" Again Denise had guessed the
truth. “You once saved the Vicomte
life?"" she went on.

“T helped to do so0.”

“Yet you are a traitress?™

“Yes. T am a traitress, and a tralt-
»oss I should have continued to be if
vou and the Vicomte de Nerac had not
stepped in to preveni me.”

The emotionless voice in which this
confession was made had ceased to
startle Denise, for she was scanning
the girl's face intently.

“Ah!” she cried with sudden con-
viction, “the Chevalier de St. Amant
is vour brother!”

The other looked up quickly. “Was
myv brother,” she corrected gently.
“The Chevalier de St. Amant is dead.”

“Merciful God!” Denise was leaning
against a chair, faint and white.

“He was killed at the inn by the Eng-
lish agent, from whom in this room the
Vicomte de Nerac took the secret
despatch.” Denise had covered her face
with ker hands. “And you are right,
Mademoiselle; the Chevalier was my
brother, who helped me till to-night to
be the traitress that I am.”

“Silence,” Denise cried in anguish.
“Oh, for God’s sake be silent!”

Denise walked to and fro, wrung by
a torture unendurable to a woman's
soul.

Suddenly she paused. “Do ¥you
know,” she demanded, “that your bro-
ther save the Vicomte de Nerac when
he might have ruined him?"

“] know more than that. Yes, Ma-
demoiselle, I know that what he did
was done because he loved you. That
also is the truth.”

Denise caught at her arms. The
question in her gesture and her eyes
needed no words. The girl rose and
faced her.

“When we parted at the foot of Ma-
dame de Pompadour’s stairs his last
words were, ‘Unless Denise or the Vi
comte gets the paper Denise is ruin-

1 by ruining Andre, and you will

._The girl, who had suak on to the

sofa, presently rose and crossed the
room, and Denise, watching her as only
one woman can watch another, shrank
at the sight of that.noble and pathetic

beauty.
“Yes," was the unfaltering answer,”

[ did it because I love Andre, because
I alone can save him. Ah! it is not you,
but I—I, who have saved him.”

Denise gazed at her in silent help-
legsness. Fate was too stronz for them
all. The clock chimed out five strokes
into the awful quiet of the room, and
as Denise, in her restless misery, walk-
ed past the fireplace with its sculptur-
ed marble chimney-piece, she bhalted
with a s wn breath. The crest

on the clock had caught her eye, for
the motto on it was “Dien Le Ven-

“Before we part,” she cried, “you
will tell me, you must, who you are—
no,” she added, in a stricken voice, “it
is not necessary. I know, I know. Ah,
God! this is terrible. ‘Dieu Le Ven-
geur!' ™

A quiet hand was laid on her shoul-
der. “Denise.”

For some moments they looked at
each other In breathless silence.

“It is true; yes it is true, and you—
vou have guessed because you are a
woman who loves. Ah! when your an-
cestors were as nothing mine were the
nobles who .made kings, who Wwere
leading the armies of France. I am a
traitress, but to what?” her volce rang
out. “To the man ecalled Louis the
Fifteenth, a craven, a bigot, a liar, a
libertine, the victim of the priests and
his lusts. That man is not France, not
your France and mine. Listen. What
would you have done if the King—the

King,” her scorn was immeasurable,
“had stolen your mother, deserted her, |

sent vour father to the scaffold for

vou, the only daughter, had been saved
from infamy and beggary by two falth-
ful servants and brought up in secret

to know that you name was corrupted,

vour brother a starveling in exile, your
lands given to another? To that King
1 bear no allegiance and will bear none,
so help me God, God who can avenge.”

“Then——"

“Do not say that name. It is blotted
out, but it is mine. Fifteen years ago,
a child, I swore, and every year since
1 have sworn it on the grave that is
called mine, that I would have re-
venge."

Denise answered with pale
‘“Yes, revenge.”

“My brother and I planned and plot-
ted revenge and we succeeded. The
Court and the King can judge of that.
Beauty was mine and I nourished it
for revenge, I used it for revenge, but
I have never forgotten, never, that I am
a daughter of the noblesse, a woman
as proud of my womanhood as you, De-
nise.”

“svhank God,” she murmured gently.

“To the world I was simply a num-
ber, to myself a sexless tool, living for
one object alone, until you came Into
my brother’s life, and then, ah, then,
I dreamed of the day when my brother
should win through you what is his by
rizht—should be Marquis de Beau Se-
jour. But—=" .

Denise took her hand.

“If that were only all.” She paused
for a moment, overcome. “In London
Andre came into my life. Till that fa-
tal day I have inspired many men with

lips,

~the passion they call love. I thought

I alone of women knew not what love
could be, but another dream came to
haunt me. It could not be. You did not
love Francois. Andre did not love me.
Some day he will tell you the story;
the truth he must never know.”

“And your brother——"

“Yes, he worked for you as best he
could and T for Andre. Remember
what we were and how we were placed.
But we have succeeded—love brought
us through. We remembered our Beau
Sejour, and you whom he loved, he
whom I loved, will share it between
you. I thank God for that. My mother,”
the girl went on, “was a De Nerac, a
cousin of Andre's mother. Had jus-
tice been done fifteen years ago An-
dre's father should have had my for-
feited lands. But love will do what jus-
tice could not—your love anpd mine.”

“Andre can restore You your name,
your honor. He shall, he must.”

“It is impossible. You cannot change
the King. He would not, could not, un-
do the past—his past. My brother is
dead, my family will die with me as
will my secret. Fate is too strong for
you, for me, for France. With Francois
I worked to destroy the woman who

_now Tules at Versailles and will con-

tinue to rule. And Andre from love for
vou strove to defeat us. Madame de
Pompadour has trinmphed over the

. Court, the noblesse, the Church, my
brother, and you. Remember the past

and to-night. Remember You can only
ruin that woman by ruining yourself,
not
save me. I see it all now. It is the des-
tiny of France, and against the destiny
of God’s will we must fight in vain.”
Denise had clasped her hands like

lane listening to the sentence of a su-

preme power. Were they not all caught
alike in the web of a mysterious and
inscrutable force, mere puppets as it

ed.’ The paper was in my possession ' seemed in a stupendous drama whose
and my brother went back to the inn | beginning and whose end were beyond

to explain to the English agent why
he could not have it.”

“But why did youn not give me the
paper at Versailles—you came to me
as Yvonne—you—""

“1¢ 1 had given you the paper at Ver-
sailles should I have been here now?
1 loved my life a little then—I did not
know my brother’s fate.”

And Denise had no answer but a
ghiver of mute assent.

“You have forgotten my brother,
who was to come here to meet me that
we might fly together; you have also
forgotten the Vicomte, to 'whom that
despateh was a necessity, and you
have forgotten yourself, Mademoiselle,
Could my brother, who loved you, have
w.eched that vou should at Versailles
have been proved to have stolen what
vou..ad tried to steal? You have for-
gotten Madame de Pompadour. Would
she or the King have believed vyour
story that a peasant girl had given you
the despatch?” She paused for 2 mo-
ment. “Would the Vicomie have be-
lieved it?™

“Andre? Denise cried passionately.
“How dare you?”

“There was only one way,” the girl-
continued, quietly ignoring that cry of
love’'s conviction, “to save you from
the trap into which your enemies had
lured you, and that was to bring the
Vicomte ang yourself here. My brother
would have wished it, and I am glad
that I tried and succeeded.”

She turned away; her voice showed
that the wonderful strength of will
which had sustained her was giving
way at last.

“You did it,” Denise gaid after a long
silence, “not for my sake, not wholly
for your brother’s, but—because you
loys Andre.”

all human insight and control, but pup-
pets also of flesh and blood, whose pas-
sions and whose spirit, whose ambi-
tions and whose ideals, whose souls
and bodies so strong and so weak, gave
to the drama the immortal breath of
life? If—ah, if—Denise wrung her
hands again. How few are there of
those born of women from whom has
not been wrung that bitter cry of re-
volt against the “H" of fate—if omly
they had been taught that out of the
past comes the present and out of the
present will come the future, and that
they, the puppets, must make, every
hour, their own lives.and the lives of
all others.

“You cannot save your France and
mine,” the girl was saying. “She is
doomed, doomed. The writing is on the
walls. Ruin is coming on kings and no-
bles and the people. In ten, twenty,
perhaps fifty vears there will be a new
France, for the greatness of my people
and yours no power can crush. Volces
are crying out in the streets of Parls
to-day, but France will not listen. She
is drunk, mad, diseased, corrupt. Yet
I know it, it has been revealed to me,
that there is a glorious future for our
country, and see to it that the sons of
what to-day is called Beau Sejour shall
be in the hour of that rebirth on the
side of the new France.” >

She moved quietly to the door, open-
ed it, and called softly, “Mademoiselle
has decided. Come.™

As Andre entered he gazed from one
to the other with the calmness of a

great fear. What had he come (o be

tola? He saw Denlse’'s mind was made
up, agd he Enew he must obey.
“Andre,” she said, with dignified

| composure, “you will please brinz the 1

i Denise threw

treason that he mever committed? If same Inan, and it would go with those

.Beau Sejour,” Madame said, it Is use-

"8

cmer of 'pﬂlh ce from” the couft-yard h.

this room.’

For an instant he wavered, then con-
trolling his emotion he left the room.
When he returned with the chief of
police one woman, hooded and -
ed, alone was there.
back the girl's cloak
which she had slipped on. The police

¢t started with intense surprise,

. “You recognize me, Monsieur,” De-

nise sald freezingly. “Yes, it s the
Marquise de Beau Sejour, and one af
the maids of homor to her Majesty,
who is not accustomed to be shadow-
od when she visits a house that be-
longs to herself, as this does.”

“I offer my apologies to Mademoi-

| selle lJa Marquise,” the man stammer-

ed, “but I thought—I felt sure——"

“What you chose to think,” Denise
pursuoed, “can be no excuse for so in-
sulting a mistake. The Marquise de
Beau Sejour will, however, overlook it
for once, provided that you promise
not to repeat the offence. That will do.”

She turned her back on his fervent
avowals and the man crept from her
haughty presence. In five minutes the
court-yard was clear of Madame de
Pompadour's spies.

Denise had fetched the
back. “Andre,” she sald, “be so good as
to conduct this lady yourself to the
barriers. I will wait for you here.”

The girl quietly put on her cloak.
“Adieu, Mademoiselle!” They clasped
hands ip*silence. “Adieu—Denise,” she
whispered. “Adleu for ever!”™ Without

| another word Andre and she left the

| gist don't happen to have this Salve in

room.
When he returned an hour later ome

glance at his face told Denise that,
whatever had passed In the journey,
he did not know the secret of “No.
10L." That was still to remain in the
keeping of two women who loved the

two to the grave a secret for ever.
CHAPTER XXXL

“Monsieur le Vicomte De Nerac walis
on Madame la Marquise,” said the gea-
tleman-usher.

Madame de Pompadour glanced at
the clock. As Andre bowed It began to
strike ten distinctly.

“Yon are punctual, Vicomte, and a
man of your word,” the lady said with
a faint smile.

Andre” bowed again. What a com-
trast! The salon was as gay and re-
fined as it had been a week ago. All
traces of disorder had vanished and
Madame herself in her heliotrope silk
was as divinely seductive, as fresh
and unconquerable, as when she had
captivated Paris and the King at the
ball of the Hotel-de-Ville. And against
that vision of lovellness he saw reflect-
ed in the mirror his own grim face,
with the haggard eyes and deep-cut
lines round mouth and chin of a man |
who had “been in hell” since he last
stood in this room.

“Ynu are tired,” Madame sald gent-
ly. “If you please—" she wheeled 2
chair forward. But Andre remained
standing. “I have to ask your pardon,”
ghe continued, dropping her eyes. “I
am sorry that last night 1 used words
which 1 deeply regret using, But
though I cannot ask youn, Vicomte, to
forget them, 1 can and do ask you to
forgive.”

Andre's hand tightened unconscious-
ly on the back of the chair. He was here

to demand an apology, and he had been”

swiftly disarmed by one gentle stroke.
“This is the jewel of the Marquise de

less to me. I return it to you, unless
vou prefer I should return it to the
Marquise herself in your presence and
repeat what I have tried to say to you.”

Andre took the jewel mechanically.
An apology also to Denise! That, too,
be had come to extort, and it was his
and aers without the asking

“You have served me,” she added,
“as no man has ever done or ever will.
1 was ungrateful and false and cruel
and unjust. Let me atone now.” BShe
had held ont a hand.

A third time Andre feit that he did
not know Madame de Pompadour; he
was learning as some men can that
the heart and thoughts of a woman of
genius, born to conquer a king and
subjugate a court, are not to be fa-
thomed in a few weeks, even by one
to whom many other women have laid
bare the mysterious workings of a
woman’s heart.

“] have brought you your despat: i,
Madame,” he said, choosing his wc ds
slowly, and conscious of his clumsiness
befora the ease and tact of this Lour-
geosie adventuress.

“Yes,” she took it almost Indifferent-
1y, but the flash that turned her eyecs
from grey to blue, the quick move-
ment of the locket om her breast,
would have revealed much to anothcr
woman, She placed it on the table be-
gide a tiny heap of torn papers. Andre
recognized these fragments. They had

once been the lettre de cachet for De- ;

nise, which Madame had destroyed be-
fore he came. “Yes,” she said, “though
the despatch is useless now, none the
less 1 thank you from the bottom of
my heart™

“Useless,” Andre stammered.

“Far two reasons.” she smiled. “The

{(To be Contlinued)
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nately thcir poodnessCocs notond hergand thoso

ablo 0 50 Ty = Jf&.ﬁ‘ﬁq‘“‘*ﬂf ot bo gl
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ling 10 do withont Batoiterallsick h-dﬁh
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HIDES AND BARK
The R. M. Beal Leather Co.

The Badge of Ecnesty

Is on every wrapper of Doctor Pierce's
Golden Medical Discovery because a fal
list of the ingredients composing it Is
printed there in plain English. Forty
Iunnia:pﬂﬂnmhuprm'uniu superior
worth as & blood purifier and invigorat-
ing tonic for the cure of stomach disorders
and all liver ills. It buillds up the run-
down system as no other tonic cap in
which alcohol isused. The active medic-
inal principles of pative roois such &s
Golden Seal and Quecn’s root, Stone and
Mandrake root, Bloodroot and Black
Cherrybark are extracted and preserv ed
of chemically pure, tripie-
refined glycerine. Send to Dr. B. V. Plerce
at Buffale, N. Y., for free booklet which
quotes extracts from well- nized med-
feal authori such as Drs. Dartholow,
Coe, Ellingwood and a

. showing “hat these rools

can be nded upon for thelr curative
action if 2]l weak states of the stomach,
y indigestion or dyspepsia

11 bilious or liver complaints

wasting diseases " where there

flesh and graduzl runniog down

Thus all skin affections, blotches, pimpies

' ‘and eruptions as well as scrofulous swel-

lings and old open running sores or tlcers
are cured and bhealed. In treating oid
running sores, or ulcers, it Is well to In-
sure their healing to apply to them Dr.
Pierce's All-Heallng Salve. If yourdrug-

stock, send fifty-four cents In postage
stamps to Dr. B. V. Pierce, Invalids’ Hotel
and Surgical Institute Buffalo. N. Y., and
a large box of the "All-Healing Salve®
will reach you by return post.

You can't afford to accept a secret nos-
+ram as a substitute for this non-aleoholie,
medicine oF ENOWXN COMPOSITION, DO
even though the urgent dealer may
thereby make a little bi rofit.

Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets regulate
and Invigorate stomach, liver and bowels.

| w
T

Meclennan & Co.

i e

Curtain Stretchers
Horse Clippers

Poultry Netting

Bird Cages
Washing Machines
Clothes Wringers

Slip Ladders
Wheel Barrows

Alabastine
Kalsomine
Prism Paint
Floor Wax

Glazed Sewer Pipe
Portland Cement
Fire Clay
Fire Brick

i i s, g e

MeLennan & Co.

EVERY STUDENT

in our school suee- eds, becavse we [pro-
vi e sensible courses, employ suceess{ul
teachers axd give individual instructios.
Ent:r any time. Write for catalogue.
BR TISH AMERICAN BUSINESS COL-
LEGE, Toroute.

CARRIAGE
WORKS.

First class Buggies and Wag-
gons kept in stock.

Repairs done on shortest notice.
Repainting done by first-class
workmen, at

CHRIS.  McILHARGEY'S,

Kylie's 0ld Stand

'I‘EE LIVERPOOL axp LONDNS aw;
GLOBE INSURANCE COMPANY.

FIRE AND LIFE.

800

Fates and premiums as low as any othe
respectable company. The settloment o
lonses is pt and liberasl. The resouroe
and standing of the company affa: ! thes
insured in it perteot security agains: loss

W E WIDDESS

Agent for Lindsay and Victoria Coanty

FARM LOANS,.

— el —

WONEY TO LOAN on Marteage
or any term (rom & to 10 Year
at Lowest Carmant

with privilege of repayment in instal

Rate of Interes

ments when required,

Expenses kept down tc the lowes
notch. All business of this nature kep

etrictiv private and confidential

Come and ses me if yon want maone

snd get my terms,
J. H SOOTEERAN

Land Agent 90 Kent-st. Lindsa

"WANTED!

TALLOW and BARK. Office
and warehouse at Wﬂlimll_ﬂ
Bridge.—6m. ° |

of Lindsay, will pay HIGHES
CASH PRICE f 11; r HIDE.;:‘I:,

HEEEPSKINS, LAMBSKINS,

PHRYBICIANN

e —
. T —

R. F. BLANCEARD
Graduate Toronto University,
Coroner for Victoria County. .

Office—Ridout-st., cor. Kent and Lind-

say-sts., (former residence of Iste Dr
)} Kempt.! Telephone 45.

R. J. W. WOOD-—.
Late of Eirkfield.
30 Bond-st., first door west of Cam-
Methodist Churek.

Office Hours —9tolla m.,2tod p. B
Phene

Ttofp.m 196.

DR. W. L. HERRIM IN

31 Cambridge-St., LINDSAY.

All Calis Attended, Town or Cowmmiry

J. MoCULLOCH, M. D., C. M.

Formerly of Blackstock, Ont,
CRADUATE OF QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY.

Specia' attention will be given te Mid-
wifery, Discases of Women and Diseases

ef Children.

NOW LOCATED AT JANETVILLE

(Buccessor to Dr. Nasmith.

Great care is ueed e su

William-5t

OLIVE M. REA, M.D.C.M.

Graduste of Trinity University and
Ont. Medical College for Wemen, Toronto

Special attention given to Diseases of
Women and Children.
office 61 Kent-St., Lindsay.
Mours—S to10am, 2to 5 pm.
ﬂ

DENTISTEY

i G - —

DR. NEELANDS & IRVINE-

DENTISTS,

Everything up-to-dste in Dentistry,
Natural teeth preserved. Crown aa
Bridge worr s specialty  Splendid fite in
artiboia: teeth. Psinless extraction assured
Prires moderste,

Ofhoe mnearly opposite Simpson Heues
Lindsay,

DOCTOR GROSS

Dentist - Lindsay

Member Royal College Dental Surg., Ont.
All m-dern methods in the different
departments of dentistry successiunlly
practiced. ROOMS ON KEET-ST.

DR. F. A. WALTERS

DENTIST, Lindsay

Bopor Graduoate of Toronto Us

ATl the lutest and branches of L LTy
carefully performed, o crmle,

OFFICE Over Gregorv's Drug Biore st cofne
Kent and Williem-ste, —T5-1¥T.

BUSINESS CAERDS

—_— m— o e—— e —

ITTON & SMITH, O. L. Surveyors
and Civil Engineers. Mail ¢
promptiy atterded to. Box 25, Lindsay,

% F. O'BOYLE, Clerk of the ¥unioi-
" . milivol Ope. INSURANCOE ATENY
*re, Life a=d Acctdent -t companiee
¥OERY TO LOAKE. Privuie and othar Fuad

liowewt ralos,
Genera! Accourtsnl, Res Ertetsa Agemi ol

Offeo : OPERA EOUSE BLOCKE, iLINDSAY

EIGH R. ENIGHT,

Barrister. Seliciror, Notary
Public. Eeal Estaie Agent &e
Representing Waterloo Mutual Fire Ie~
gurance Company of Waterloo, the Fed:
rral Life Insurance Company of Hamil-
tor, and the Dominion of Canads Guarsa-
tee and Accident Company of Toronto.
Ofice of Weldon & Enight, Milne Bloek
Liudesy.

" BARRISTERS, Ete.

(; H. HBOPKINS, Barrister, ote, Se
* licitor for the Ontlaric Bank., Mooey to los
at lawesl rates Office, No, € Wilkam.st sombh,

Lindmy, Ont. 25

‘;‘ OORE & JACKSON, Barristen, obe
i stc., solicitors for the County of Victeria se
boe Baph of Moutreal, Money tn loan on DuriEap
al lowest ourren. rates, Ufices, William-st., Lindssv

F. D, ¥OOEE. ALKX JACKSBON,

McLAUGHLIN, PEEL and

FULTON.

Barristers, Solicitors and
kotaries. :
OFFICE : Commer Heon' 210 William-ate.
(Over ] oxinion Cank, Lindsay)
Money to Loan on Beal Estate.

R. J. McLaughiin, K.C., A. M. Fuitcn, B.A-
James A. Peel.

AUCTIONEERS

JOSEPH MEEHAN,
Auctioneer
FOR THE COUNTY OF VICTORIA,

Lindsay P.O. - - Ont.

—_—
e —

MISCELLANEOUS

JAMES KEITH

Seed Merchant and Desaler in
Agricultural Implements.

every arsie)
geod guality,

LINDGAY, On

troe Lo name acd

LINDSAY MARBLE WORKS

R. CRAMBERS, Prop.

“The only vp-to-date Mable and Gmzits
Works in the County. Latest designs
lowest priess and best work. Call and
see the ppeumatic tools at work. Get oor
prices bafare buving elsevhere

=== T T s =

MONEY TO LOAN AT LOWEST

CURRENT RATES

We are preparrd to make loans en town

*nd farm proprty from either privrte
persons or loarirg comparies, as may be
desir-d, and i» sums o suits brrrowsps,
with special privileges. You may pey in
::lulmtnta without inerease in rste of

sble at our affice,

Tnteres' and instalments pay-

STEWAET & O'CONNOR,
Barristers | in @

_ﬁ

AN ADVT. IN THE POST Pays




