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‘CHAPTER XVIL
MAKING AMENDS,
Bim Baoks walked slowly homewndrd,
Bince leaving Sam Moergan he had

grown calin, very, very calm, but his
heart was as hoavy as lend. " Jls wan
the calmuess of bopeless despalr and

complete resiguation.
he repeated over

and over, “an I'll do It I£ it kill§ me.”

His face was white, but there was a
firm, set expression there which show-
¢d that his mind was made up to a pur-
pose and that tbhere wounld be no wa-
vering in fulfilling It. Like bis class In
general, he was slow to see his duty, !
but once having seen it there was noq
shirking It and no faltering in Iits dis-
charge,

He belleved all Sam Morgan had told
bim. In view of all he knew he had
no shadow of reason for doubting. 1t
was true, every word of It. Yet before

Isa's own lips. He even hoped—boped

against bope—that she might In some | wite.”

way satisfactorily explain it all. What-
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he acted be would hear It from Lou- | truth,

|

ever she sald he would belleve. He |

would take her word against all the
world.

When be reached home, he went di- !

recily to her. He noticed that she
looked more sad and worn than he had
ever seen her, and a feeling of pity
and compassion stirred hls heart to the
yery bottom, In his sympathies Lis

_pwo sufferiogs lield {he second place.

His wite's were firet
Even aa he stood before her he hesls

tated to mpealk, but not for long, Duty
with him was duty, and it must be

done, no matter how bitter the ecost, |

With a quiet firmpess that was sur

prising under the clrcumstances he

spoke,

“Loueeay,” bhe sald, "I'd rather hal-

@ead this minpte than to speak the
ords I've got to say, but I feel it's my

guty to speak, so that once an for all

We may undepstand each gther.,” .
He paused a moment, and she glane-

ed up Inquiringly, then again bent ber
head over her work.

“Do you know, Loueesy,” he went
bp, “wbhat all people are sayin about
you an Melvin

Bhe shook her head, and he saw the
color creep Into her face.

“They are tellin that you met that
man in the woods out thar an that you
=Loueesy, It's bard to say the rest,
#ruel hard, but It’s best tosay it. They
“f' you told that man you loved him."”

t was out, all out, and he walited for
bher to speak. But he walted In valn.
Her head bent lower over her work
and her whole form seemed to droop,
but she remalned sllent.

“Ia It true, Loueeay?” he asked after
Awhile, his volce strangely gentle and
tender. "Tell me, Is it all true, as they

Ba
Shl did not answer.
“Bay ‘Yes’ or 'No,’ Loueeay,” he In-

slzted,

"Yea® she sald In a tonie scarcely :

audible,
“An I8 1k true, Lotieeay, that you do

love hlm 1™
"Yea® Then after A pause she adi-
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it's little enough,

ber."
The squire looked puzaled.
“1 don't understand about that” he

gald. “From what I've heard,- It ain't

your fault that things are the way they |

are”

“It Is, though. It's all my fault.”

“l can't oo bow that Is, Blm, |
aln't never hearn of nothin you've do
to wrong Loueeny.”

“But I have, aquire, I've done her s
wrong I'll never forpive myself for,
the cruelest, wickedest wrong ever any
man can do & woman."

The squire stared In astonishment.

“Why, 8im,” he sald, “I ean't under-
stand you. I've knowed you all your
life, an 1've never yit hearn of you doin
anybody wrong, much less Loueesy."

“But it's so. 1 bhave wronged her, as
I say.”

“Whent?"

“The day I married her.”

llslnllr*
“It's the truth, squire, the God's

I dido't know It then, but 1

know It now.
her any day than to 'a’ made her my

The equire shook his head.
“l can't see,” he sald, “how you go

"bout makin that out. Men have becn
g-marryin women ever sence the begin-
nin of ereation, an 1 alp't never before
hearn It looked on as a crime”

“It aln‘t no erime whar the man an
the woman love each other,” Bim re
plied, "an whar they're ekal ever' way
an sulted together. But whar them
, fhings aln't #o tlu A erime, an they
' aln't #o In our ense,” v

"Byt you loved Louveeay, Bim 7

“1 dld, squive, an I love her ¥it, An
'l go on a-levin her till 1 draw my
last breath, Iow mueb I love her no-
bedy but Qed kpows, Thar aln't no
words strong enough to tell”

“Then It aln't your fault "bout what's
happened, Bim, Loueesy aln't done you

vieht an""—

“"Hold on, m*r}re."
Bl sprang to his feet and held his

hand up warnlngly.

“Hold of, squire,” he sald. “Don't

 yoi go an say nothin ag'ln Louveesy,

ed) "1 ean't help 16, dod knows 1 ean't,

i wiah 1 waa dead”
HBim turped to leave the roam, but at

the doar he stopped,

yon, 1f ain't
has turned out like this,
ein't"

Then he passed on apd went to his
owd room, He pieked up his gon and
examined it and saw that it was In
perfect order, He set it down where It
would be handy te him, saying to him-
pelf;

“That's all I'll need, an it's all I'll
take.”

Then he took some papers from a lit-
tle locked tin box and went out. He
walked down the street until he came
to the office of Bquire Beeson, the jus-
tice of the peace. In all his move-
ments he was as calm and deliberate
a3 though nething out of common had
transpired, and there were no outward
indlecations of the fire that was trying
Lis soul

Appearing Dbefore the squire, he
Placed the papers on the desk, saying
guietly:

God lmows it

“Can you make out a deed for me !

right awar, squire?
“Shore,”” was

"Been sellin some of your land, Sim
“No. I want the deed made out to

Loueesy.”

The squire, having heard the talk |

about Loulsa and Melvin, thought he
onderstood the situation, and he was
not surprised at Bim’s words. It oe-

curred to him at once that Bim and .

Loulea were going to separate and that
Bim was going te divide his posses-
sions with her.

"All right” Be sald, hring!ng itk
sofe blanks and preparing te Al A
iBE deed. “What pavt of your land !H

) tﬂ#lre Loteeay 7"
1 of it," Bim replied.

HAJIF* the aiiiie exclainied,

"é " hie sild slowly, “it ain't none
Inf Weiness, af eourse, but if I waa
wailda't da thae™
“Wouldu't do whieh ¥ Him asked.

*I woulda't give :
land. §lve Loueesy all the

Wiy
*Oause it ain't right.
tice to yourselt.”

It ala't jes

Inﬁmnmmm'

1 e4a do ber mow, God knows

the prompt reply.
. rled. That's whar I done wrong, I

L

pot nary a word, ‘eanse thav'll be hard:
pess belwixt ve If you de,
liked you, squire, an I like you ¥It, an
I want to go on a-likin you, but T wen"

"Loueesy,” he sald, "I ala't blamin . 1 you tlk ag'ln Loneesy,”

gur fault that thinga '

The squire shrugged his shoulders
and turned back te his desk, A little
eurtly, it seemed to Bim, he sald;

“Tell me what you want in this deed,
an I'!! go to werk an make it out,”

Instead of replying, Bim drew nearer

to the squire and placed his hand os |

his shoulder,

“Squire,” he sald pleadingly, *I hope
I aln't gone an made you mad,
knows I never meant to do no sich a

. thing, an I'm sorry if I have. I don't

want to cause no more bhard feelin's
than I can help, an specially now, |
when I feel like I aln't got no friends

l

on earth.”
The squire softened Immediately.

I've allua |

:I'Ilw it all, squire, Hl!' inch -t
"

“Test think, though, Sim. You'll be
set out in the world without a home,
without a dollar an™—

“] have thought of all that, squire.
I've thought of ever'thing.”

- “But suppose Loueery gits-a divorce
an her an that other man— You know
what I mean?"

“Yes, suppose they marry.”

*Waal, would you want him fo have
what's your'n, while you didn't have
nothin?"

“1f it 1s to be so, squilre, g0 let 1t be.

mng[agrm an'‘t owe | " I'll have the consclousness of knowin

| that I've done my duty, as far as |

ne | ed them,

could, toward Louecsy.”

The squire sighed and drew the blank
toward him and took up lils pen.

“I hate to make any vich a deed,” Lo
gald, “but If you will have It so, so let

It be.”
The deeds were made, and Bim sign.

Then he went back bome,
' wtopping at Hicks' store on the way to
sottlo a little acconnt he had there.

"Ever'thing must be left In as good
shape as possible,” he sald to himself,
“so Loucesy won't be pestered no more
than can be belped,”

When be was back In his reom, he
took a plece of paper and a pencil and
sat down at the table and wrote o note
to his wife, It was slow and laborlous

" work, and It took him & long time to

- - TR

I'd 'a' better "o’ killed !

~ blame I8 mine,

put down the few words he bad to say.
With each word hils heart grew heavier
and sadder, for that was the last thing
Lhe was ever to do for Loulsa, and when
it was finished his life and hers would
part, never to meet agaln.

“I am goln away,” he wrote, “an I'll
pever see you DO mMore An never no
more stand In the way of your happl-
nese, It Is hard, cruelly hard, but It is
best, for I know that I can't never
make you happy, an mebby when I'm
gone it'll be different. You ain't to
blame for nothin, Loueesy. All the
What you done Is nat-
‘ral, an you couldn't Lelp it, but whlle
I done 1 could 'a’ helped. 1 ort to '’
knowed you couldu't never be happy
with me. It was like draggin a bird
down an tryin to make It live with a
iole, doin like the mole does. 1 rulned
your life by urgin you to mArry me
when 1 ort to 'a' knowed better, but 1
Lhope you will forgive me, an I pray
that God will too, I've pald the debi
at the store, an | leave what money I
bave, If you need any advice 'bout
anything, go to I'ap Bampson, He'll
be glad tebelp you, an I know you can
trust him, I've done the best I can for
you, but I know It ain't much, All I

- want Is to make you happy, an I hope
you will be,

Don't think I blame you

for nothin, for T don’t. It's all my own

fault. But I dide't know, Far'well”
He placea the deeas on tne mapie

then folded the note carefully and laid
It on top of them. Then he took from
his pocket all the money he bhad and
placed it In a little heap on the note.
When It was all done, he stood for a
little while looking at it, then turned

j away, saying to himself:

“I ain’t mad at you, Sim,” he replied,
“nor I aln’t a-goln to git mad at you. |
I jest can’t make out no jestice in your

way of reasonin; that’s all.”
“An yit it's jest, for all that™
“Mebby it is. I dunno.”
You know, squire, Loueesy an me !
don't suit. You know that, don't rnn?'
“Yes, ever’body knows that now."”
“Ever'body knows it now, an I guess
a good many knowed it 'fore we mar-

ort ‘2’ had gense enongh to know M |
then, an mebby 1 would if I'd 'a’ keer- |
ed enough to stop an think. Loueesy |
was young, an she couldn’t know, but I
was older, an I ort to 'a’ seen fiat she
couldn’'t never be happy withk 2 man
like me. I done wrong to urge her to
mAarry me, an that's whar all the fault
Hes, I've rilned her life al destroyed
hef happiness, bk | was too blind te
gee it till it was too late”

“H& Haw''=

"Ho fow s a-geli to de what little
i ealt th Wmiake aiends, ' a-goin e
give her all I have, then take wiyself
it of her libe®

The =guive was silent and theughtfal
& long thne, and when at last he spoke
he s@id:

"Your reasonin may be jest, Bim,
Liut whether it be ar not I aln't a-goin
to argue with you 'beut it, 'eause It

wouldn't be ne use. Yau've got yo
head sot that a-way, an nothin lla‘l
#-goln to change it."

“Nothin."

“Hut, as T was a-gola to say, Sim,
dan’t give all vour land away, t Ill't

|
i

I
1
|
|

“It ain't much, God knows, but it's
all I can do, an mebby Loueesy'll un-
derstand.”

After that he walked back and forth
across the room for a long time, and his

"It ain't much, butil’s all I can do.”

bead was bent in deep thought, There
wus one thing more he longed for be-
fore he went, but he was afrald It
might not be best. It was this of which
he was thinking, and at last he de-
clded.
“No, I'll not do 1t,” he sald. “1'4 give

, the world to see Loueesy once more,
' but I dasn't do it, | dasnu't, for I'm
afeard I'd give way to al! this 1 feel,
and that might give her sowmethin sad
to remember. XNo, | Jdasn’t sce her no
more, never ag'in in a!l 113 world.”

Ee took up his gun and went out.

An hour later Sam Gordon and Jason
' Roberts, returning (rom Jonathan Tor-

ner’s, heard a gun fired off in S!m
Banks' woods.

“SBomebody's shot a squirrel, I guess,”
Sar remarked.

“Reckon s0,” Ja=on replied. "“Seems
like it's kind of late to be shootin squir-
' rels, though.”

The next morning James Melvin was
found dead in Bim Banks' woods, with
& bullet hole through his heai t.

CHAPTER XVIiL.
A MATTER OF INTEREST,

Nover sinee that day on which the
battle of Lexingion was fought had
theie beei siich liiteiise exeitement on
Possuin Hidge, The forgetiing
thel: everyida dullu&. seted 1n IﬂHi
‘r@vﬂn and all I: Woig talked 1n low,

@

ished tones of the tervible lhlﬁlm
bad happened, A thensand questions
were aaked, wany of thew of & mest

Frivelons nature, but uhded in
I!Hﬁll-‘l!ﬂi!ﬂi ] tmmmmmm ﬂ:ﬂu

mained of James Melvin. Jim Thorn
in passing through Sim Banks' wood
had found the body lylng across a little
Tootpath,in almost the same spot where
Melvin and Loulsa bad met. Thorn, in
& mild state of excitement, bad ap-
peared at Hicks' store to report his
find. Hicks and others had repaired to
the scene and had removed the Dody
to town,

Boon the news spread, and In an lo-
eredibly short time everybody at Beck-
eit's MIll knew of the tragedy. Then
the people came to nep and to ask qbes-
tions. Of course every one, man, wo-
map and child, had to pass through the
little wareroom and look on the life
less form, Then, baving looked, they
gathered In little knots to talk it all
over,

Jim Thorn, bhaving been the fortu-
nate one to make the find, oecupled the
pedestal of chief Importance In the vil-
Inge that day. Wherever he went,
whichever way he turned, sbere was
an eager group about him, listening
anxlously for every word that fell from
his lips, Time and agaln, and always
to Interesled listeners, be repeated the
story of the find down to the minutest
detalls, And the story Jim Thorn told
was this:

“When 1 got up this moruln, 1 says
to my woman, says I, ‘Lucindy, 1 guess
I'll jest step over te Joe Beckett's pas-
ture an look at that ealf of Joe'sn)' Joe
An me's been on a trade for a right
smart while, an he's been a-wantin me
fto take a calf Le's got over thar.
Waal, T put on my Lat an went over to
Joe's, but Joe's woman teld me Joe
wa'n't at home, but that be'd gone off
to look for a pig that'd strayed away,

Ko 1 went au | .
nlu-k;; my nﬂnﬂlﬂd‘ mht:d“tyi

much for It, then started back
the woods for home. Waal, I'd walk
A right smart pleco an was a-goln along
with my head sorter down, a-thinkin
‘bout somethin, when all at once I kind.
er glanced up, an right thar before me,
pot six feet away, Inid that dead man.”

"Lord, but | bet you jumped an hol
lered|” some one exclalmed,

Thorn gave the speaker a look of
mild eontempt,

“I bet 1 never,” be replled. "I neves
moved a loch, nor I npever give a

'th'u
“Waal, I bet you was skeered any.
hﬂ"."
“No, slr, I wa'n't ekeered, not nary a

grain more than I am this mioute,”

“Did you tech him ¥ somebody ask-
ed.

“No, 1 didno't tech him, but it wa'n't
'cause I was afeard to. I 'lowed meb-
by It mought be ag'in the law, an I
wa'n't figgerin on gittin Into no trouble
noway."

' There was a short pause, after which
some cne sald lmpressively:

“Lord, jest to think of a feller walkin
up on to a dead man llke that! My
land, I wouldn't 'a’ done it for nothin
on earth! 1 bet I'd 'a’ been skeered,
an I'd 'a’ jumped an hollered, too, an I
reckon I'd most broke my neck a-gittin
away from thar. Lord!"

“Land of graclous,” another exclalm-
ed, “If that had 'a’ been me In place of
Jim Thorn, I'd 'a’ been gkeered plumb
ot of my ekin, an 1I'd Jeet ‘a’ tore the
earth up an konocked the bark offen all
the trees round thar a<gittin out of
them woods,"

If the truth had been known, the only
reason Jim Thorn dide't knoek the
bark off the trees getting out of those
Woods was because the bark was toe
Hight to be kbnocked off, Hul that was
soieMbing no one save Thora knew,

aud be had ne idea of mentioning It
SNER JIM L ROFH HAn 10 go 0T o Mm

Banks' woods and show where the
body bad Peea found and explaln In
@detall Just hew It had laln, He had
to show thte exact positlon of the head,
the feet and the hauds and describe 1n
full the precise attitude of the whole
bedy.

After that he had to show just hew
he bad wade the discovery and how
be had acted and what he had done and
everything about it, All this he did by
golng through a rehearsal of his move-
ments.

He placed a stick across the path
where Melvin bhad fallen to represend
the corpse. Then he went a little way
off and, turning, walked back slowly,
with his head down, just as he had
been walking that morning. At a cer-
tain point he raised his head. His eves
fell on the stick, and he stopped short
In his tracks. For a minute or so he
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strange, passing s{range.

“Behind that tree whar Pap Sampson |
killed the squirrels,” Jason repeated |
compromisingly. “Is the only plnr:-i

whar the feller could 'a’ been.”

Then lLe took a stick, to represent & '
gun, and went behind the tree apd |
demonstrated just how the murderer
bad bid there and how when Melvin
came along down the path the gun had

been thrust out and the faial shot fired.

Everybody saw and readlly admitted

the wisdom of Jason's conclusions, and
two or three hastened to nssure the

others that they had, formed that same

conclusion the nivmeut they arrivea on
the ground, These last belonged to
{Lhat class of ready liars who abound lo

every commuonlty, that large family of

“1 sold you son"

While the Interested crowd was still |

talking a strapger appeared among
them. It was Mr. Walte., No one there

koew biw, for none of them bad ever
seen bim, apnd the woment bhe appear |
ed all conversation ceased, and every-

body stood with Lis eyes Oxed lnquir
Ingly on bim. Looklng coolly around,

he asked:
“What's the occaslon of all this ex-

cltement

There was n momeniary sllence, dur
ing which every one turned his e¢yes on
Jim Thorn. That worthy, understand-

Ing what was expected of him, stepped

forward and sald In torn:

“Why, stranger, ain't you bearn?

“Heard what?" Walte asked.

“Why, Lord, "bout the murder.”

The stranger shook his head and look-
ed surprised.

“Murder!” be exclalmed. “Why, bave
you been having a murder here 7

“My land, I'd sessol 1'd 'lowed ev-

er'body knowed 'bout It before this

An you alo't hearn a word of L7
“How shou'd T when I just arrived In
tbe nelghborhood 1
“Oh, you jest now come, did you?™
“Just this moment. I pAssed through
here n few days ago and engaged
board with Mr. Jenkins. Then I weont
ab. down the bgyatry and am Just now

gettipg back,
Who was It that was killed 7

“It was & feller named Melvin”
Thoro answered, '

“One of yeur cllizens, I presume?”

“No, he was a stranger. [e'd enly
been here A few weeks, Btopped over
to Jonatban Turner's an clalmed he
was a-prospectin for mineral.”

“Oh, that's the man, ¢bh ™

“Yes, Did you kpow bhim ¥

“No, 1 dido't know Mr, Melvin, but
that day | passed through here 1 stop-
ped at Mr, Turper's, and | remember
hearing him speak of him. Bo that's

the man that was killed ¥

“That's the man."

“Well, well! Do you know anything
of the particulars of the morder?’

Then Thorn embraced the opportuni-
ty for which be bad been waiting and
proceeded to repeat the story be had
been telllng all day. He even went
through the pantomlime of Lis discov-
ery of the body, not forgetting to show
how calmnly be had viewed It and how
fenrlessly he had passed by It on his
way to the store. To all this Walte lis.
tened with seemingly the greatest of

fnterest, and -Jason Roberts was en-
comrnged by that to demoustrate for
his Lenefit fu=t how the murderer must
have eed the fatal shot from the shel-
teer of the big tiee,

ol cny wiie had been observing the
B & foee closely, he most have

tetieedd thint W beeame guite pale as Ja-

won proceeded with his explanation,

l

gtood there, looking calmly on the stick, |

then quietly walked by it on his way
to the village.

All these things the curious crowd
drank in with open mouthed wonder,
leaning eagerly forward and mulu:
their necks in order to catch the small-
est and most unimportant detail of the '
movements.

Then, having absorbed the last par- |
ticle of information Jim Thorn possess- |
ed, the crowd fell to speculnting re-
garding steh things as Thorn could not
explain. Bam Morgan started it by

 saying!

“I wonder what the feller that dote
the killin wae when he fived the shot.”
Then everybody looked Around In
gcareh of what might be considered &
likely place, and two or thive weie on
the polut of hasacling & Peply, but it
TeEMrs ol ke et he il
' Vi # B
“WhAF the fel oy '
enild 'u' lkely lmﬂ. aecoidin o my
n{' Aggerin it ot
hnr': that " samebody asked,
that big tree whar
Bampson killed the six squivvels 18" —
e Equirvels,

1

that doke the shootin |

Faan . - HII&J # Flash
-&ﬁ.@.ﬂﬁ{w

Jisoh was clalining everybody's
gl thint miohient, =0 o ohe

1T
. 0ention
B W

"What do you think™ Jason asked
whe he bhad fnished, "Don't you
b'lleve 'm vight, stianger?™

Wilte gave & Hitle stam,

"l be exclaled, “Oh, yes, very
likely you ave vight; yes-s, very likely,"

"Hound 1o be," Juson sald, “Aln't ne
ether way It eould "a' been done,”

“I guess that's s0," Walte admitted,
“"Hut what was the olijeet of the mur
der, do you think ¥

Fap Bampson, who bhad followed the
crowd about all day In sllence, listen-
lug to all that was sald, leaned for-
ward and waited expectantly for the
answer to this question,

“1 don't know,"” Jason sald.
po notion."

“Do you suppose it was robbery?™

“No. His money an his watch an ev-

er'thing was found |n his pockets un- |

touched.”

“Humph! He couldu't have had an |
He was a stran-

enemy in this seetion,
uvr here, I belleve you sald 7"
“Yea.”

“It seems to be rather a strange case.
You bave no idea who the mnrd&rer
could be?

sam Morgan looked down at the
ground and trembled, while Pap Samp-
gott leaned forward agnin and walted
i breathlessly for the reply.

| Eald; “not a ghost of an Idea.”

There was a short pause. Then Jim |

Thorn epoke, saying slgnificantly:
“1 wondey whar Bim Banks is."

Ram Morgan started and turned pale.

Pap Bampson walked away, leaning
heavily on Lis cane, murmuring:

“IUs come at last! Ob, my Lord,
cote! 1 was afeared of it all the time
Pore Bim!l Pore Bl ™

('To be Conlinued )
—————— e
A HiWL ter Yaehi Dwnaers,

OF il News-Tat tor ¢ Waltor Doan
W baikding fifteon new O power
fubohos adil 10 these baalbs he inle-

duees to (his eoutey A novel liga
i bollere, The Sraaling ars
(P91 TS
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mﬁuﬁdﬁrﬁn
into a silence from which both-

gave ﬂu old force of habit of op-
posing Jason coul arouse him. It was

But About this murder. |
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and Children. Castor

Castoria is for Iunfanis

o I
harmiess substitute for Castor OIll, Parcgorie D ’
and BSoothing Syraps. It contains neither “p::”

: L]
Morphine nor other Narcotic substance, 1t i '
ph 5 Plogsgy

| ITin guarnniec s t1hirly years' use Iay M illions o
Mothers. Castoria destroys Worms and alluyy ;”th.
ness, Castoria cures Diarvrhora and Wind Colje, Castorly
relleves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation ot
Fiatuleney, Castorin sssimilates the Food, e ilate
the Stomach and Bowels of Infunts and Childrey, + Kiving
healthy and natural sleep. Castorla is the "ldpeyty
Panacea—~The Mother's Friend,

J c&&tﬂriﬂ.. r 9; { _:-.- e

medicine for “{aatoris
il me&  Lthat | recoms .
i O Ehe .

“wrCastoria s sn cxcellent
children. Mothers have repoeatediy (s
of its good efect upon their children
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THE FAC-SIMILE SIGNATURE 0OF

‘
APPEARS ON EVERY WRAPPER.

FEP FRETRAGE EEEEANY F g EEE Y

Ifor pure blood, a bright p%n a clear

complexion, a keen appetite, a good
digestion and reflresbing sleep, ’F.ut

BRISTOL’S S&rs&p&rlll& i-'i_

it arouses Lhe I
circulation, b lh T Eirits 4
generally Els:'..-rm s 1

Blxty-elght yoars irial have Iu*nr-d it 1o be, Lhe most rellable HLOO]
All i lrugghh sell * BRISTOLS

- SYLVESTER BROS. M'f'G 0., Lindsay. §

in Canada ! If s
They r'raw wir
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Do you want to buy the best pump

t one of the Dennis Patant Pumps. !
E:at and work easy. We manufacture these pumps in i

ent sizes in wood and iron, and will guarantee s ._:afaar'. >
with them in any depth of well up to 150 feet.

For Pumps, Pump Fixings and Repairs, also Wi rc'ﬂ'1
Call O . .

5

J. J. WETHER UPJ

OORANRR BUEREX & PRELAETH AOX 416 1LINDEAY
WHOLESALE AND UETAIL DEALER IN
Hiu-

P1a.nos and Organs. &

| Recommend tl e

BELL, the DOMINION aad ¥ .
e i) e l -

“I min't no ldea in the world,” Jason

s

MASON & RISCA
E-u
L J i E’

In Sewing Machins
the ROTARY STANDARD, !
NEW WILLIAMS, the :
ﬁ. TIC and WHEELER & WILS
“app In Bicycles 5a8
| ORCANS REPAIRED the TRIBUNE and
Also THERMAL and VAPOR BATHS, all - p
sold on liberal terms,
_‘ A“Tew Second Hand Organs at from &3 IH] to %25 00,
' I have six town lots for sale in a nice convenient ocalty,
five minutes walk of the market.

—————

A Business Prop031t10n. _t"' e
We offer you a better investment .han Covernment Bonds. ve

ity
Aeianior thaee s | Wi
1at, —CI“.dﬂ L'h s mr cent., Gold Bonds . much h*.p( g
rate of interest than Goevernment Nonde |
thus ' | -l 'll'“hm .

2id,=They are paid for by instalments
reach ol men

yvield

thout t‘lp“.ll o
Id.-'rh')‘ are insured. That s, should the investes d“lt e
mying only one instalment on his bonds, all hi (e ”:{:ﬂ

the Cﬁﬂiﬂlﬂ’ would be ilﬂl’ﬂ@dhlib‘ cancelled and! the bea
investmen! would *t once become available, » o
Ade to all these advantages the very matciial one that 1
ﬂlhlﬂ! l' ﬂ\i i us “@ t]lii lt‘d.ultli: i -.'IH]*F‘“.FI‘;‘ ‘.““*
Ve an opportunity for safe and fitable investment rare o
A hmbmt’ M a fut' F:;plinallun will be sent @R ™

‘W. R. WIDDESS,
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