‘Chamberlain’s
Cough Remedy

is intended especially for coughs, colds, croup,

This preparation

whooping cough and
of these diseases over a
It can always be depended upon an
It not only cures colds and influenza,

tendeéncy toward pneumonia.
It contains no opium or other h

©

to a baby as confidently as to an adult.
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OHAPTER 1.

*T wonder if it is true that com-
ing events cast their dark shadows
on before? To-day of all days 1
should be happy, for Aurelia is

home; and yet—— Somchow
there is a heavy oppression al my
heart, a sense of coming evil that
1 cannot shake ofl.

“But, pshaw]
to allow my mind to run upon prc-
sentiments—they never come true’ ;
and Margaret Lancaster, a  paic,
slight young girl, turned slowly
from the cottage window where che
had been standing—gazing dreamily
out over the wheat fields, waving
golden under the rays of the Juue
sunshine—crossed the room, and
paused, with clasped hands. belore
two portraits hanging side by side
on the opposite wall.

They were the portraits of two
young and lovely girls—twin sislers
—but as widely different in featurecs
as two mortals well could be.

The names carved on the gilded
frames read ‘Margaret,” and ““Au-
rﬂm‘lr

In the portrait of Margaret there

was no mistaking the girl who stood
before it, with her pale, sweet face,
innocent blue eyes, and fair curling
hair.
It was just such a face, with a pure
white soul shining through it, that
the old masters gave to the faces
of angels.

But Aurelia! How can I describe
to you what Aurelia was like? The
artist who painted the portrait
went mad for love of her.

Aurelia had a dark, dimpled face,
with the deep crimson of a Wwild
rose’s heart on cheek and smiling,
pouting lipse; dark, curling hair,
arid wine-dark eyes, passionate and
wholly irresistible.

They were danger signals that
might have warned men, but some-
how they always courted the danger
of looking into them.

A face like Aurelia’s was never
painted upon the pictured faces of

1s- rather of the beauties of the
gilded salons of Paris.

They were only seventeen, these
twin sisters—Margaret and Aurelia
f.ancaster—whose past was so bit-
ter, and whose future was to be the
strangest that ever pen portrayed.

Alas, how cruel it was that the
love of one man was destined to
wreck the life of both!

How long Margaret stood there
in silent contemplation of the por-
¢rait, she never knew. She was
gtartled by a step and a  cheery
woice outside that brought the color
to her face in a great surging glow.

The door was swung hastily open,
and a tall, stalwart young man,with
a fair, handsome iace, came hurried-
ly into the room.

“Ah, here you are, Margaret,”" he
said, cheerily, advancing and taking
one of her little hands in kis. "1
have been looking everywhere for
you. I might have known that I
should find you here before Aurelia’s
Why, this is perfect idol-

portrait.
I do

atry, I should say, Margaret.
not quite like it.”

The girl laughed in a low, happy.
sweet laugh.

“You must idolize Aurelia, tno,
for my sake, Gerald,’’ she said,
softly. “‘She is so bright—so beau-
tifal.””

Gerald Romaine bent his fair,hand-
some head and kissed the lily-white
hands he held.

“Very generous of my-wife-that-is-

én-hn. making arrvanlio « fou. =
piace 1M my Reart for another, he

said, amusedly.

“Put it is only for Aurelia,”” she
answered, opening her blue  oyes
wide, “‘and for nobody eclse.’

«Aurelin will, indecd, bg very dear
to meo for your sake, Margaret,’’ he
responded; “‘but forgive me for
changing the subject; I must toll
you, hurriec’y, that which I have
sought you Lo say. And that is,
that I cannot go over to the train;
I have just received a telegram from
New York which requires my pres-
ence thgra for the nawt twa dese 7

start immedintely. Father will be
at the station to meet Aurelia. |
am sorry, indeed, not to be here to
welcome her, but it cannot be help-
ed, dear. I have barely time to
snatch one good-bye kiss. T must

be off Margaret.”
A moment later her fair, hand-

some lover was waving her adieu as
he galloped past the window, and
was quickly lost to sight in & bend
of the road.

Margaret turned away from the
window with a beating heart.
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““How good Heaven is to give me
his love,”” she murmured, softly; ‘‘it
was the one gift of God that 1 crav-

| od and prayed for above all others.
!r I wonder, despite the fact that the
wedding-day is already set, if I real-

ly am to be his wife? It seems too

| great a joy to be real.”
| ““Margaret—Margaret, child! where

are you?"' called another voice. This

time it was Mis. Romaine summon-
ing her, from the old farmhouse kit-

I know it is wrong |

chen, where all manner of good

' things known to culinary art were
| in a state of preparation in honor
| of Aurelia’s coming.

“T do hope Aurelia will be glad
to get home, but I almost doubt

E it,”” said Mrs. Romaine, seating her-
» self on the cool, wide doorstep, and
| fanning herself vigorously with her
i glngham apron.
|  “What a deal
ih-nt.ween you two sisters, anyhow,'

of difference there is

she went on, energetically; You are
as sensible as an old woman, Mar-
garet, and Aurelia is that feather-
brained—""

A little white hand came down
' suddenly over her lips.

i “Don’t speak in that way of Aure-
: lia,”’
] ¥

said Margaret, in a pained
voice: “‘indeed you hurt me,
Mrs. Romaine. She jis willful, ro-
guish, gay, but she has a true heart
—dear little Aurelia.”

Mrs. Romaine shrugged her shoul-
ders, but answered never a word.
Margaret would not have been pleas-
od had she known what her thoughts
were.

The story of the presence of these
two young girls in the Romaine
household was certainly a sad one—
a few words will explain how it
came about.

Sixteen years before the Romaines
had kept ‘the village inn down at the
fork of the roads, and the hospit-
able, cheery place was known far
and wide from the travelers who
had chanced to pass that way.

One dark, stormy night—ah! how
well Mrs. Romaine remembered it—
the driver of the stage, who always
stopped there to change horses, de-
posited a traveler at the inn — a
young and lovely woman—traveling
alone, save for the two wee mites
she carried in her arms. Despite
the storm, Mrs. Romaine hurried out
to meet her, and relieve the - pale,
slight creature of her burden.

~Come right into the sitfing-room,
ma'am,”” she cried, cheerily. “‘Lord
bless me! it’s an awful night to be
traveling, and alone; are you going
far?’’

I was to have gone to New York
—but—I—I took the wWrong train,"”
cajd the stranger with a sob in her
voice. ‘“‘I—I—was not used to tra-
veling, you see,’”’ she went on pite
ously.
clanging bells, and deafening sounds
confused me. I found oul my mis-
take when the -conduetor came
around to take up the tickets—they
told me it would be best to stop off
at the next station—stop oVer night
at this inn, and take the garly morn-
ing train down at the cross-roads
for New York—and I {ollowed their

advice!"’

“It was
could have done,”
Romaine, proceeding to unwarp the
(o1as oI Tueé neavy gnawly toat en-
veloped the babies. She gave a Cry
of delight as she saw them; never,
in the whole course of her life, had
she beheld anything so beautiful as
the two infantile faces turned simul-
tanecously and wonderingly. towards
her—one dark—the other fair.

“*“What beautiful darlings!’’ she
cried. with all a woman's rapture;
“are they twins?”’

A quick, sharp cry broke from the
lips of the woman cowering over the
blazing fire.

AMrs. Romaine asked the question
a second time before she answered
“\11."3-**

“Of eourse you want o nice room
with a comfortable fire in it and &
hot supper,”” said Mrs. Romaine
briskly. - “1'll see that you have it
at once, and I'll come and help you
with the little ones."’

certainly the best you
assented MArs.

lady, laying a det

\irs. Romaine's, arm—

pot require any supper—food would
chake me—I want only—rest—rest
~ " and the words ended in a hea-

l L T ﬂﬂ"\

! dle alasmls sl

. less.

dear -

“The hurrying crowds, the,

influenza and has become famous for 1its cures

large part of the civilized world.
d is pleasant to take.
(grip) but counteracts any

armful substance and may be given

“‘But the chjldren
asked Mrs. Romaine, stooping and
kissing their velvely lips.

A little later Mrs. Romaine
nounced that the
and soon after the trio were
sconced in it.

«] wish vou would let me
you a glass of wine at least,””
said, turning _
“you look so Very pale, ma'am—like
you might faint—""

T do feel weak,” II.EEEI_:I.tﬂ'd the
stranger—'‘yes, you may bring me
the wine if you like, I—

The sentence never wWas finished ;

was a low, stifled cry, and the
beautiful lady who had been stand-

she

feet. .
In a trice Mrs. Romaine had raised

her in her arms. :
My God!’ she cried out in hor-
ror as her e¢yes fell on the ghastly
face and staring eyes, “*ghe is dead!"’
no—the heart beat faintly.

The thread of life in that fair body
was loath to snap in twain so easily
—but there was a grayish ‘pa.]lﬂr.un

== il b byl
ror to Mrs. Romaine’s ng-.rt.
Restoratives were quickly applied
strong brandy forced between
the white lips, but it was all use-
< Mercy on us!” cried Mrs.
Romaine in great alarm
to the housemaid whom she had
gummoned, “‘the lady is dying!"’

CHAPTER II.

Tut even as Mrs. Romaine spoke,
the lady's eves opened slowly, and
she cast a strangc, vearning Jlook
into the kind, homely, pitying face
bending over her.

«aAm 1 dying?" she gasped: ““tell
me the truth, am 1 really dying ?
Answer me—do not mislead me.”

T am afraid so, my poor soul.”
replied Mrs. Romaine, huskily. *‘1
have scnt for a doctor, but ithe
nearest one lives many a mile
away.'’ \

“That was—uscless,”” murpmured
the stranger: “‘iny time has cowe. I
feel it in my heart: oh, the poor ba-
bies—the poor little ones.”

A terrible convulsicn shook
frame as she spoke, which was rup-

idly followed by 2 scegad

third, and, looking a i
stark [acCe, ma. ]‘Emt;__th:__“"]}:‘t:+

the shadow of death was indeecd
crecping over it.

Oh, if the flickering flame of light
might last until the doctor arrived.
But it was not to be. The strang-
er grew worse so rapidly that Mrs,
Romaine’s alarm increased with each
passing moment.

My life is ebbing out!’’ she gasp-
ed, speaking with difficulty; ‘* but
oh, I cannot die with the dark, hor-
rible story I have to tell—untold.
For the love of Heaven, send

i,

grave, though tbey buried me fa-
thoms deep, with this on my soul.”

*Qh, lady,”” sobbed Mrs. Romaine,
pityingly,
this side of Stillwell. and
(wenty oaa miles trom here.
anything you could tell me,
soul?’’

The strangely luminous eyes turn-
ed upon her, and their steady gaze
spemed to burn down into the very
depths of her soul—she felt almost
afraid of being all alone with the
dying stranger.

«‘Oh, God, if I could but trust
you,”” the pale lips murmured.

*"Vou can trust me,’”” replied Ars.
Romaine with simple dignity.

“Take an oath that you will never

ls it

betray that which I have to say to
it, muke your oath &0’

you — Swear
binding that nothing on this earth
could tempt you to break it!"”

““No word that you may confide in
me shall ever pass my lips in life
or even on the threshold of death—
say that—swear it!"

\rs. Romaine repeated the awe-
some words slowly after her, and-in
the dark time to come she would
have given her life if that solemn

oath had not been wrung from her

lips.
“Lock the door and come closer,”’
ghe whispered faintly, ‘‘but first put
the two little babes in my arms."’
Mrs. Romaine did as requested, but
to her amazement she noticed that
all the mother-love of the dying wo-
man scemed to be showered upon the
dark-eyed infant. She was apparent-
ly utterly oblivious of the presence
of the other child. -
“(Oh, T am so young to die and
leave her all alone,” she walled.
“Please Heuven, she will still have
her little sister,’” said Mrs. Romaline
contly, but the woman did not hear.
“Listen," she cried, *‘the curse that
falls on the daughters of the House

| mitted piteously.

lwhﬂa 1 tell you why. Oh,

bring .

towards the door—

| The neighbors
; be sent to .the home for foundlings,
! but this neither John Romaine nor

| the boy's heart!”

E
| came the proteges of John and Rach-

! perhaps, that ¥
have loved Aurelin best,’”” she ad-
‘She,’" (pointing
‘to fair-haired Margaret), *‘will never
know great sorrow, she will pass
through life calmly. The sword will
fall on Aurelia's head — only on Au-
relia’s.” -

‘Tt may be kept from her for long
vears, but it will overtake her at
last, in all the freshness of her girl-

i ish beauty, the horrible story will
burst upon the world like a skeleton

stalking forth from its charnel house,
and thenm—— Oh, God! help my beau-
tiful little Aurelia. I dare not think
what will happen then,’”” and the
hapless young mother kissed the tiny
rose-bud face, all the passion and
anguish of love shining in her dyving
eves.

“Listen!"" she cried again, turning
to Mrs. Romaine. ‘‘Let me tell you,
while I have the strength, the most

pitiful story that ever darkened a
UM T, OUu IUMmOT LT wouaerr 11

there is peace and safety to be found
on Lhe wide earth, and justice in
heaven. You will realize, when I
have confessed all, that I am right
jin praying God in this, my dyving
hour, that Aurelia may never love;
for she, the last dark-cyed daughter
of the accursed race of the Laness-
ters, must never marry. Lend closer,
Aurelia,
Aurelia, why must the sin of another

would like some- t fall on your innocent head, and blot

thing to eat, wouldn’t you, dears?’.!

oy e

|

A- :
room was ready,
en- |

love, happiness and faith?

The sentence was never finished. A
violent spasm shook her slender
frame, and her face grew rigid. How
she Lried to beat back the wave of
death for one briel moment! How
her fluttering soul clung to its tene-
ment of clay, to do the bidding of
her will, one terrible instant! Dut,
alas! the words froze on her stiffen-
ing lips in a bitter wail. The vital
secret, which was to bring a world of
woe to so many lives, was destined
to remain unrevealed until the fatal
+ime she has foretold. She had fall-
en back upon her pillow—dead.

That was an experience in Rachel
Romaine’'s life that always stood
out clear. She mever forgot how
they searched for some clew to trace
where her friends could be found; but
there was not so much as a line abo
there was not -so much as a line
about her to aid them in the search.
Sa they buried her in the little
churchyard hard by, and turned their
attention to the two stray wails who
had been thrust so unceremoniously

upon their hands.
advized that they

his gond wife would agree to do.

| *“We have enough and to spare,

will

said Jobn; "‘and we
for

Rachel,”’
twin babies, and do

keep the

. them as though they were our own.
" That will not canse us to love our

Gerald any the less—bless

that the lit-
be-

own Sson

Thus it came to pass
tle ones, Margaret and Aurelia,

el Romaine, and fine sport they were
for Master Gerald, their ten-year-old

! son, who was never tired of looking
' at the pretty white fairies,
! called them. .

as he

Swiftly — very swiftly it secmed
to Mrs. Romaine — the years rolled
on, and brought with them many
changes.

The Romaines no longer kept the
vill inn. For years they had been
domiciled at Romaine Farm, some
distance down the walley; and here
it was, in this isolated spot, that
the two waifs their humble roof shel-
tered hlossomed into lovely girlhood.

fior }
| sver the household, and that was the

i ‘! departure of Gerald Romaine for col-
i lera.

| The time came at length when

|  When Farmer

- ments
for !

a minister: I should not rest in my !

“there isn't a minister '
that's '

poor '

Dut one event happened in those
early vears to cast a slight gloom

That was the last that Aurelia saw

— B Ee i TR ILWED.
it

was decided that the girls must bave
a better education than the village
school hard by afforded them, for
they were fourtecn now. Then it was

" that the wide difference between the

natures of sweet Margaret and will-
fult: impetuous Aurelia became appar-
ent.
Romaine announced
to them thot he had made arrange-
to send them to a boarding-
school in Richmond, Margaret sobbed
as though her heart would break at
the very thought of leaving the dear
old farm and those who had been so
dAear to her; but Aurelia’s joy was
intense: she could not ask gquestions
enough as to how soon they were to
start, and when the day came it
was the happiest of her life.

The first three wecks that Margaret
and Aurelia spent at Miss Hulbur-
ton's ‘‘fashionable scminary for

' young ladies,”” neither of the girls

ever forgot.~ Margaret was timid

\ and very shy of strangers, cried her-

{ sick with longing for the =sizht
vae aear quﬂ farm agaln, with tne
scent of the pink clover and the hon-
evsuckle about it, and the dear

dure to hear it mentionecd.
““How can you ever bear to think

of our little attic room and the stuf- |
fy parlor, as they call it downstairs, |

aftsr seeing these magnificent recep-
tion rooms and the spacious grounds?
Bah! Bft perhaps,’” continued Aure-
lia, flippantly, “I was intended for a
lady, Margaret, and you were not.””

I suppose that must be the way
of it, dear,” returned Margaret,
thoughtfully, thinking everything Au-
relin said must be guite right.

In the seminary, as everywhere

glse, Aurelin was the best loved —
gay, restless, piquant — her faults |

and follies were more charming than
other girls’ virtues in every one's
eyes. All the girls of the seminary
fairly adored Aurelin, and Margaret
was well content

50,
These three weeks at the seminury

woere dark ones for Margaret. Aure-
lia enjoyed the new life immensely—

all but the studying.

LD el COMIKALE 1o il il
times in the interim, declar-

ing that
time to go, for the clover fields down

by the bridge wanted mowing, and

' he had promised to see some hands
‘about hay-making.

With great el-
fort, his wif= got him started ofl at
last.

It was the noon-hour when be
reached the seminary. Seeing so
many lovely young girls on the lawn
quite bewildered him. J}e stopped
chort as he was advancing up the
broad, paved walk, and wiping his
spodtacles, peered eagerly about to
diseern Margaret and Aurelia among
them.

Both girls were on the lawn at the
time. In that instant two hands as
cold as ice clutched Margaret's arm,
and a horrified voice gasped in ber
ear

“i}h!.m what they are all makine
fun UT — rT s UMtie Joanr Don-t

look in that direction; if he should
gsee us, and come this way, I should
die of shame—I should, indeed, Mar-
garet!”™

And at that instant, in a voice as
loud as a foghorn, the old [armer
ealled lustily:

*Margaret—Aurelia |
you, girls?””

CHAFPTER 1II.

where are

Farmer Romaine certainly pre-
sented a very ridiculous appearance
as he stood there. He never looked
his best dressed up in his Sunday
clothes: he felt decidedly just as he
looked—awkward. He never 'was
at his ease in a high starched col-
lar and a cravat.

“For the love of Heaven don’t let
him see us,”” paniled Aurelia, under
her breath, with horror-stricken
eyes; “'let’s run away, Margaret, and
hide until after he goes.”

For the first time in all her gen-
tle life an angry fire leaped into
Margaret’'s sweet blue eyes.

**Oh, Aurelin, how can You talk
go?’’ she cried, distressedly; “you
grieve me beyond words — for
shame!"’ and she tore hersell {ree
from Aurelia’s detaining hands, and
flew like a swallow over the greeo-
sward, throwing herself with a cry
of joy into Farmer Romaine’s arms.
How could the girls lavgh and make
fun of this dear old Uncle John
whom she loved with all her heart?"”

At length he called eagerly for Au-
relia, but to Margaret’s dismay Au-
relia was nowhere to be found.

Seecing his dear old face once more
was too much for Margaret she
clung to him with kisses and tears,
beseeching him to take her home
with him when he went.

“Rean't this only a whim, child?"’
he asked, anxiously. “Are you
quite sure, Margy, that you'd rath-
er be at the old farm than here?"’

““Quite sure,”’ replied the girl,
firmly, ‘‘do not leave me here, un-
ﬂﬂ'---

He was not prool against her en-
treaties, and when he left Hulberton
Seminary, Margaret wentl with him.
They found Aurelia waiting to greet
uncle John at the bend in the
where all the girls could not witness
it, she had said to herself. Her sur-
prise to find Margaret with him, and
to Jearn that she was going home
with him, was great.

T ghould pine away il 1 were to
stay here any longer,”” said Margar-
et piteously, °‘do come with us,
dear.”’

**Qhe shall decide for hersell,” said
John Romaine, laying his rough,
kindly hand on the beautiful dark,
“Book-learnin’ may 4o
than

old

curly head.
her a heap sight more good
chasin’ butterflies round the
farm, eh, Aurelia?)’

++] ghall stay here, even agh it
parts us, Margaret,”’ said Aurelia.
drawing back from Farmer Ro-
maine’'s outstretched hand. ] can-

not go back to that dreary farm-
me, 1 would die of ennui.”

So the twin sistors e parced
for the first time in their lives, whe-
ther it was for weal or for woe, is
the story we have to tell.

For some time Aurclia’s letters
came regularly to the farm=house ;
then, at length, they became less
frequent—when wvacation time came
Aurelia pleaded so hard to be per-
mitted to spend it with some one of
her schoolmates that John Romaine
had not the heart to refuse her.

Margaret Lancaster’'s life at the

farmm wonld have been bappy enough
Uit JUE UDE GIraWDaLE, 19s LONOU sy

years that winged their slow flights
by, she had not looked upon Aure-
lia’s face. She would have been in-
expressibly lonely but for a new ele-
ment that had crept into her life,
and that was the happiness that the
return home of Gerald Romaine
brought to her.

he

| Margaret whom he had left

old !
' faces there. Aurelin could not en-

' blue eyes.

that it should be '
| the idea had not been suggested to

" him.

It had been long vears since

had parted from Margaret, and he
could scarcely believe that the tall
mar, Sny young girl who advanced
to greet him was, indeed, the little
behind
him.

Thrown constantly together during
the happy days that followed, was
it any wonder that Margaret learned
to love Gerald Romaine with all the

of her heart? DBut she
would have died ere she would have
let him read her sweet secret by
either glance or word. _

He was certainly a handsome man
—tall, broad-shouldered and muscu-
lar, with a cheery face and laughing
The brow, from which
the dark-brown hair was pushed
carelessly back, was broad and high,
and the thick, brown moustache cove

! ered a mouth that alone would have
stamped his face, could it have been

goan, as honest, noble and true.

The love-story of Margaret Lan-
caster and Gerald Romaine did not
have even the usual nomance about
{t. Probably Gerald would never

' have looked upon her fair, pale Mar-

t in the light of a sweetheart if

Mrs. anﬂnﬁ was the first to no-
tico that Margaret's heart was going
Gerald, and she was well

Margaret wrote home every day, p

but there was never a line from Au-
relia. And by the tone of Margar-
guessed

et's letters, they
farmhouse how homesick she was.

1 rockon I'll have to take a run

down to Richmond, and cheer the

lassies up a bit,’" decided

at the

Furmer

he should hardly spare the |

is galvanized iron pipe,
rot or taint the water.
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In order to reduce strck I offer

SPECIAL redvetions on
PIANGS,
ORGANS

l—und —
SEWING MACHINES

From NOW uxntil January ] st.

1904. Intending purchasers are

invited call =nd inspect
goode.

_ J. WETHERUP_

Box 415, Lindsay, Cor. Sussex and Peel-Sts.

GOOD PUMPS

The day of iron pipes and cast iron cylinders is past, as the
public know from experience what you want when you buy a pump
brass cylinder and steel rods, which do not

to

We are making a large bore brass cylinder and steel rod pump
which will outwear aad throw more water than any pump on the
market.

Our practical man, Mr. ]J. Dennis, looks after all orders
repairs, and we can guarantec satisfaction.

Mail orders receive prompt atteation.

SYLVESTER M'FG CO.

LINDSAY

and

-

PEDLAR & EMMERSON

What about a new cutter this winter ! If you
are figuring on buylng call and see Pedlar &
Emerson’s stock. Their Cutters are beauties and
are worthy of an inspection. The upholstering

in them cannot be surprassed. A good stock
of Bob Sleighs kept on hand. Prices reasonable.

PEDLAB & EMMERSON

William-st. North.

PASCOE BROS,,

CENERAL MERCHANTS, OAKWOOD.
‘Ten Departments always kept well assorted.
Goods suitable for Christmas’ gifts to be
seen in any department of the store.

Crecekery, Fancy Lamps, Carviog Sets,
Bible snd Hymn Bcoks combined,
Calendars, Christmas

SEEEE00500 0000900000400 000 000000000000 0000000 0 00

Faney Glassware.
Toys, Picture Booke, Biblee,
Methodist and Presbyterian Hymn Books,

Cards, etc.

Men's Neckwear— Nick Scaifs, Puffs, Knots, Deibys, etc,
makes a nice gift,

Furs—We are still seliing Furs; give us a call before you
buy eleewhere.

Grocery Department is well filled with new fresh goods
at rock bottom prices.

Tailoring De
coais, Trousers, etc.,

-made Clothing— Men’s acd Boys’ Reefers, Ulsters,

Suite and Short Overcoats at reduced prces.

- —

Highest Market Prices Paid for Butter, Eggs and Poultry

TERMS--Cash or Trade.

e e gy g T e e B P e W, s e

ent—Bargains in Men's Ssis, Over-
¢t guaranteed.

S

- e
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PASCOERE BROS.

Early Closing—Monday, Wednesdsy and Friday ev'g at 6 o'clock.
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Has a large and well assorted stock of

LIGHT AND HEAVY HARNESS

ROBES, BELLS AND BLANKETS .
WHIPS CURRY COMBS AND BRUSHES
TRUNKS AND VALISES -
RUBBER LINED AND FUR COATS

RUBBER AND WOOL RUGS
LINED and UNLINED MITTS and GLOVES

Bridge Collar Tops for sore necks on horses
Safety Horse Ties to prevent horses getting their

feet over the shank.

REPAIRING NEATLY AND PROMPTLY DONE,

Romaine: “‘it's only nat'ral thet
they're feelin’ cast down. ‘They’ve |
never boen five miles away from the
old farm before, bless their prelty
heads! 'Their Uncle John, as they
call me, can set ‘em straight.” |
The old farmer put his determina- {,
tion into execution at once. thous»

Formerly The Rudd Harness Company.
____#_____ﬂ__———-———-——-——-‘———_——‘
'READ OUR ADVERTISENENTS—THEY WILL INTEREST YOU




