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It makes them plump, resy, active, happy.

It contains Cod Liver
and Glycerine, to make
and so put
by little folk.

together that
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it is easily digested

ALL DRUGQCISTS;: 50c. AND $1.00.

BY WYMOND cAREY.
Copyright (1906) by G. P. Putnam’s Sona,

wity infinite 1 , DECAUSe YOU Are
young, You will not return to the cha-
wean, for 1 am going to kill you, unless

egErel

—

«[laless?* The
qwung off the table,
«t'gless you will give me your word
of bomor pow that you will leave
France to-morrow and never return.”
The young man reflectively put baek
ene of his dainty love curls. “Ah, my
dear Vicomte,” he answered, “I say it
100 with infinite regret, but that I can-
soi promise. So vou must kill me I
tear. Alas!" he added with dilatory de-
rigion, “alas? what have I done?”
“Yery good"—Andre fastened his
geak—"in three days we will meet In

Chevaller slowly

For a coiple or minutes ovoun
played with the greatest caution, for
they were both in the deadliest earn-
est. True, this was idle flummery at

present; each had still to know the
ETOuna, 1o feArn ™he BOCTers Or those

cruelly bafling lights, to get the meas-

ure of the other’s powers. A false step, |

a misjudged lunge, a gust of wind, a
foolish contempt might mean death.
And for ome, at least, the issue was
Denise,

So Andre, who had always relled c¢n
his fire and quickness to disconcert,
flarry, and tempt, kept himself sternly
in hand, offering no openings and dis-
regarding all. The moment would come
presently, the divine moment, and
then!

They were both shifting ground slow-

Paris.
“In Paris? Why not kill me here?”
~flere™ Andre stared at him in As-

tonishment.

“Here and at once.” He walked to
the door. “Two torches,” he called,
=0 torches.”

When he had lit them the Chevalier
“’l"—hﬂ"d ouL ”Thjs w”-ll ha S-E.id Fﬂ"

Mely: “permit me to show you, with
pfinite regret, where you can kill me.”

Half expecting a trick or foul play
dndre followed him cautiously until he

ly, and in their caution they gradually
edged and wheeled until the Chevalier
almost stood where Andre had started.

tedious,” and he suddenly changed his
tactics, He was now attacking with a
flery swiftness which made Andre's
blood warm, and stirred his admira-
tion, but he noted with joy how reck-
less his opponent was growing. Twice
the lad only saved himself by the most
dexterous reversing of his lunges.

wopped in 2 deserted stable yard, |
saved and clean, and completely shut 1
i br high walls. The young man grave-
Iy placed one torch in & ring om the
gorth wall and the other on the wall |
spposite.

“That,” he said, in the pleasantest '
manper possible, “will make the lights '
falr, You"—he polated to the west— |
“will stand there, or here, if you prefer, '
o the enst. You will agree, doubtiess,
at to a man who is to be killed it is
3 iritg where he stands.”

The torches flared smoklily in the
Aprfl dusk. He waa mad, this boylsh
fool, stark, raving mad. But how prot-
tly and elegantly he played the part. |

Seo,” the Chevaller sald lightly,
“there {8 no one (o fnterrupt—the mu-
der. Tolnetle knows nelther my name
gor Yyours; she will hold her tongue
ior money and in half an hour you will
04 gone—and 1"—he shrugged his
sdouders—"well, it 18 clean Iyving
sre, cleaner, anyway, than under the
grais im that dirty churchyard.” |'

You mean it? Andre asked slowly.

The Chevaller took off his saucy hat
#ud fme coat, hung them upon one of
(e resty rings in the wall, and turn- |
o back his lace rufles. A flash—his '
fvord dad cut a rainbow through the
fuk across the yellow flare of the
lorches. "1 am at your service, Vicom-
w" b sald with a low bow. “And I
#ll return to the chateau when and
:':l please, and 1 shall be welcome,

By God!" Andre ripped oul. "H?r
God! T will kill you.” !
He oo had flung off his coal and
feak and took the position by the east
Vil A strange dquel this, asauredly not

first 'n which the Vicomte de Nep

W had fought for a woman's sake, but
Be Mrangest, maddest that man's wit
®aboye folly could have deviged. An-
% W2 aa cold as lea Bow, And he
Nialy BUFYe¥ad Nia ﬂﬂmﬁll na he
Wied the stee! of his blade, How young
“‘ fMpole and 111&&1&[,!’ Eay the
:""ﬂuu popinjay was: but he had the
“86er's figure, and the handling of his
: revedled to the tralned eye
“'lif tis would be no affalr of six pass
®ind & coup de maitre, Yot never did
Are feel 50 calmly conmfident of his
H"H famed skill and rich experience.
%3¢ would not kill him, but he would
¥4k bim & lesson that he would mot
ferget,

for a brief minute both scanned the
Pvmd carefully, testing it with thelr

eve. All around was deathly |
50 much as the cluck of a
the misty silence.
guard!”™
ler was about eight paces !
W came slowly forward, |
iching for the right mo- |
figage. A swift movement as
gpring unbound—a flash— |
clashed on steel. Yes, the |
. coyld fence. The true
8 wrist could be felt In his |
swordsman's eye in his |
¢ his passes came with
of that mastery of style,
and precision that the
feel but not describe.
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' then the torch light flared right into his

" devil had the lights behind him. He—

“Fool!” Andre muttered to himself,
“that is not the game to play with me:
in three minutes he will be mine,” and
he, too, began to press his attack. Ah!
—ah!—only by the swiftest convolu-
tions of that supple body had the Chev-
aller saved himself. Andre began to
nerve himself for a final assault. Should
he give him the point in his sword
arm-his ghoulder, or his lungs? And

face.
In a second he saw what It all meant,

By those superb reversed lunges he
had been lured on till he had been
manoeuvred into a place where both
torches fell in his eyes and that voung

he, Andre de Nerac, had béen outplay-
ed by this beardless youth! And now
he was In a corner of this damned
courtyard with the cursed flicker from
the walls making lightning on the
crossed steel, “Diable!" he growled,
“yvou would!" and he flung himself on
his opponent in the madness of despair
and wrath, It was now almost & melee
corps a corps, but the Chevaller would
not give way. He had penned Andre to
the place he desired and he meant to
keep him there.

“Hold! Je touche!™ he ecried.

How had it happened? One of the
torches had gone out In a puff of air,
Andre's sword was on the stones and
the Chevalier had his foot on it. By an
infernal Italian trick he had dropped
on one knee, the Tulige that should
have gone through his heart had pass-
ed over his head and by Bome super:
human secret he had twisted (he
weapon from Hhidf opponent's grasp,
Yes, Andre hagd lost Denize and death
waE upon him.

With a quick gesture the Chevaller
pitehed the aword over the wall and
stood sword In hand facing the de
fenceleds Andre, The breede allrred his
dainty love logaks,

“Monsgleur Jle Vieemte," he maid
eheerfully, “"will perhaps permit me
now (o return to the cbatean, ! have
had my lesson,” Apdre clenched his
fists sullenly, "Tionette,” the young
man called, dropping his point, "Tein-
eélte, bring another torch, qnd assist

Monsleur le Vieomte with hls egatl.
You are a good wench, Toinette, and
a discreet, is it not so?"

“Curse your Italian tricks,” Andre
growled, “curse you and your ltalian

tricks.”
“Yes, it was a trick, learned in Italy

from a great master in the art. But all
ig falr in war—and in love! 1 did not
wish to be killed and you are too good
a swordsman for any one to beat in
half an hour, and that is all I had.
Come, Vicomte, we have had our little
encounter. Can we not be friends?”
Ha affarad bis hand

Andre stared sulkily,
somewhat ashamed.

“I am not going to the chatean,” the
Chevalier added quietly. “I too, am go-
ing to the war with my master and
yvours, the King. If it will satisfy you,
I will promise not to speak to Ma-
demoiselle the Marquise de Beau Se-
jour until we both return.”

“You can do as you please with re.
gard to lMademoiselle: la Murquise,”

Andre sald sharply.

vet feeling

strangest accident 1¥lng In tne aamp,
matted grass that sprawled over the
tombstone of the little Marquise Marie.
Yes, at that bitter moment he could
have shed tears of shame as he recalled
the defeat and the humiliation inflicted
on him by that beardless boy, on him, a
Capitaine-Lientenant of the Chevau-le-
gers de la Garde, on him who had nev-
er been vanquished yet. And he had
sworn to win Denise! Why was he not
lying under the sod. forgotten and dead
to the pain of the world, like little
Marie?

A figure was creeping past him in
the dark—a woman,

“Who is that?" he cried sharply,
plucking at her hood. .

“Monseigneur, it is me—me,

seigneur.”

“Yyvonne!” He let the hood go as if
he had been stabbed.

“But yes, Monseigneur, Yvonne of
the Spotted Cow.” She kissed his hand,

humbly.
“Yvonne,” he gasped. “What do you

Mon-

I here?”

“T was born in this village,” she an-
gwered, “my mother, she lives here.

{ She is old, my mother.”

“You—born here?"”
“Surely, Monseigneur.

truth.”
Andre shivered. Half an hour ago

how near his mother, who was old too,

had been to praying for the soul of
her only son. And she had been spared

It Is the

| that paln by the courtesy of a beard-

lens chevalier.
“And what do you now in the church.

yvard?" he asked.
“I come to say my prayers for the

bosom of the good God, is our little
Marquise, but 1 say a prayer for her

soul when I am bhappy.”
“And why do you pray for the Mar

quise Marie?” he asked,

“Bah!"” the young man cried, “this is |

“Because surely she is our Marquise.

twhkling lights of the noble chateaun—
“the King gave to us, but there [s only
one Marquise for us here, the little
lady Marie, who is dead. Dieu Le Ven-
geur! Dieu Le Vengeur!"” she whisper-
ed softly below her breath,

“Peace, girl, peace,” he sald, half

little Marqulse Marie. She Is in thﬁ

That other"—she waved a hand at the :
!

And then Andre laughed. The gajety
vesterday had suddenly remastered

glrl his sert,

| I go to the war. 1 promise, Yvonne.™

I the tomb of the child who should have

been her lord. But she did not pray
very long. Indeed, had Andre cared he
might have seen her wrapped in her
coarse cloak walking swiftly towards
the twinkling lights of the great cha-
teau, and she sang as she had sung on
the back of her spotted cow.

CHAFPTER VI

It was a strangely superstitious age
this age of Louis XV., strangely su-
perstitious and strangely enlightened.
On the one gide the illuminated philo-
sophers of the rising school of Vol-
taire, on the other a soclety ready to
be gulled by every charlatan, quack. or
sorceress clever enough to exploit the
depths of human credulity. You shall
read in the fascinating memolrs of that
century how the male and female ad-
venturers tricked to thelr immense pro-

the shamed sword, the
that Infernal court with
g torches. Denise should yet

And so he left her to her prayers at

ETaa:y semisa TIMSEIT Dealna 1t.“"f‘hlr

woman with the cat still in her arms
promptly flung herself on to a long sofa

and rang her handbell

“Introduce Madame,” she said to the
girl, “Madame’s fille de chambre must

walt without.”

The visitor, Andre declded

was

young. Her trim figure, the cogquettish
pose of her head, the graceful dignity
of her carriage filled him with the live-
lHest regret that he could not see her

face, which was thickly velled. She

came to an abrupt halt in the centre of

the room—for the woman on the sofa
never stirred. Clearly she, too, had ex-
pected something very different.

“Your name, Madame?" asked
sorceress abruptly.

“Mademolselle, If it please you.,” the
visitor corrected, “Mademoiselle Lucle
Marle Villefranche.”

Andre was listening now with all his
ears, Where before had he heard that
crisp, alluring volce?

“Blen, Madame.”

“Mademolselle—" persisted the visi-
tor, nettled.

“Then why does Mademoiselle wear
a wedding-ring ™

The visitor made an impatient move-
ment, bit her lip, and petulantly drew
off her glove. On the hand she trium-
phantly held out there was no sign of
a wedding-ring.

“It is In Madame's pocket,” the sor-

the

fit that polished, gallant, cynical, and | ceress sald calmly, “But it is of as 1t

light-hearted noblesse whith made the
glory of the Court. And Andre was a
true chlilg of his age, Yvonne's mystify.
Ing remarks had stirred all the super-

stitlon and awe lurking behind bhis hol- |

low homage to the established religion,
and human curlosity whetted this

, stimulus of superstition. He scented, In

fact, an agreeable adventure in a visit
to this mysterious witch.
But first he consulted his friend Hen-

4 Chevau-leger de la Garde, and NHke
himself notorfous for his skill with the

tle importance as Is Madame's hus-

band to her.”

The visitor checked an Indignant re
ply and simply glared through her veil.

Excellent fun, thought Andre, when
you set one woman against another—
and such women'

“Give me your hand.” the sorceress
proceeded, and she inspected it with

the greatest care, the owner watching |

her with {ll-concealed anxlety. “I see a

ri, Comte de St. Benoit, llke himself | crown in the palm which T cannot un-

derstand.” she sald slowly, a “crown
reversed. A beautiful hand,” she mur

sword and for his countless gallantries, | mured, “beautiful and strong. The hand
Was it not St. Benoit who had taken | of a morceau de rol.”

his place in rousing the jealousy of the

husband the quietus of 2 flesh wound?

Madame Villefranche uttered a sharp

Comte des Forges and who had also | cry, almost of triumph. “Morceau de
| been obliged to give the hot-headed | rol,” she repeated. “Morceau de rol.
That is strange. You have heard per | ¢

Henri of course knew all about the | haps that long ago another soothsaver | ¢

sadly, half angrily. -
“Monseigneur,” Yvonne whispered, Wise woman. Was she not the talk of | also said the same.™

“Monseigneur loves the Marquise De-
nise—"'

so fiercely that Yvonne shrank back. I

“It was the wise woman,” she an-
swered, “the wise woman of ‘The Cock
with the Spurs of Gold,” who knows
everything. Ah! if Monseigneur would ,
go to the wise woman she would teil
him how he might win the Marquise
Denise. Did she not give me back my
lover, did she not tell me where to find
agaln my spotted cow, did she not tell ‘
‘?a %hnt Monseigneur would be here to-

ay?™

“She told you that? he gasped.

“Yes, Monseigneur.'

Andre gsat down on the tombstone Iin
the supremest amazement and confu- |
silon. What did it, could it mean?

“1 will pray,” Yvonne went on {n her
innocent, soft voice, “to our little Mar-
quise that Monselgneur may marry the
Marquise Denise.”

. o'the-wigp. But If you do see her she’ll

the bel monde?
“She won't see yvou,” he said. “She

book, but her girl, a devilish saucy gri-
sette with a roving eye and a skittish
pout, shut the door in my face, by Ma-
dame's orders, if you please.”

“And you went away?"

“No, indeed, 1 put my knee against

“l must copsult the orb,” the other | &
replied as if she did not hear, and ghe | ¢

“Who told you that?” he demanded only prophesies to women, and very | gazed long and silently at the erystal
few of them. I tried to bring her to | circle which she produced from

Its
resting-place beside the diamond ¢ross.
“Yes, it I8 quite clear now.”

“What do you see? was the eager
question,

“A great gallery—It is I think the
Salon d'Hercule at Versallles—there

the door and said that as I couldn't | are many wen and women in it, finely

pay Madame I must pay her. Not the
first time the hussy bhas been kissed,
and it won't be the last. You, too, will
discover the jade hasn't the dislike
to men that her mistress has.”

“What will you wager she will not
gee me—the mistress?”

“A kise from my Diane of the ballet.
I'll bet, too, Madame Is not at homne at
all, for she comes and goes like a will-

tell you something cursedly disagree-
able. She frightened the poor Des For-

“Why ™ Andre asked.

“Because then Monselgneur will be
our lord and we will be his serfs.” |

“You would like to be my aserf,!
Yvonne?" hoe demanded, putting his
hand on her shoulder, and he could feel |
her tremble.

“Surely, surely,” she answered, '

“Then you shall—some day you shall,
I swear it."

A gust of hot passion swept over
bim. She was not pretty, this peasant

wencn, Dut sne nad a noble fHgure, and
the comfort of n woman's caress In |

that hour of abasement appealed with | hastlly turned into an inm. Buried in |

an irresistible sweetness to his wound- |
ed gpirit. Something, however, checked |
his arm that was about to slip ruundi‘
her—as If Yvonne herself by a myster-
lous power paralysed his passion. Yet
she made no effort to escape, and under
his hand on her plump shoulder he !
could feel that she, too, was in the grip
of etrong emotion.

His arm dropped to his aide.

“Monseigneur will go o tha .wisa
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ENDURES ECIEMA
FOR FIVE YEARS

Treated Continually by Best Doctors
—Sores Behind Ears Spread to
Cheeks—Could Hardly Bear ltche
ing — Medicines Fail—Instant
Relief by “Magic Three” and

WORDS CAN NOT EXPRESS
GRATITUDE TO CUTICURA

—_— i e—

“Words gre inadequate to express
itude for Cuticura :

1 bad been trauhigd with eczema for

._ V€& VEears on ear

nudﬂ m:rm

whatever. When in-
forming them that I
0 not bear the
il-th.l.&glmlﬂd by
one our best doc-

*As the medicines and | repeated. but she offered him no sa-

/ i salves did me no good
o K1 thnuﬁht 1 would
K Eg;;t; the “Magic
Three,” Cuticura . Cuticura Oint-
ment, and Cuticura Pills, costing me
One- of one visit to my physician.

i which, save for a brand-new sign-board,

ed doggedly.

goes, your Comtgase and mine, into hy-
sterics, and,” his volee dropped, “she
warned the Duchesse de Chateauroux
she had only three weeks to llve—and
It was all the poor thing had. Don't go
o her, my dear Andre: she'll see you
in her crystal globe, face upwards In a
heap of dead with an English sword In
your guts."

Needless to say, perhaps, that after.
noon saw Andre at the tavern called
“The Cock with the Spurs of Gold,”

had all the appearance of a farmhouse

the woods between Parls and Versall-
les it was exactly sulted for a rendes-
vous to which all might repair without
the world be any the wiser. Andre
had disgulsed himself, and as

he rapped on the door his appearance |

suggested rather the comfortable bour
geols that the noble Capltalne-Lieuten:
ant des Chevau-legers de la Garde. To
bis surprise he wom his wager with
greater eape than he had dreamed.

The saucy grisette, whose demure de
meanor could not conoeal the shifty
fulseness of her roving eyes, took o
her mistress Lhe name he gave, Lhe
"Bleur de Coutances,” and thea, to his
Joy, speedily ushered bhim with no it
tle ogling Into an empty, low-beamed
piirlor, which was simply the apart
ment of & woman whe could Indulge
har love of luxury. Of the sorceress
trade there were no (races unless you
copnted for such an enormous blagk
cat’ With ™me most Yerovlous whiskers,
who arched his back on Andre's en-
trance and glared at him with diaboll-
cal yellow eyes—a cut to make the
flesh creep and bristle as did his whisk.
ers,

“Welcome, Vicomte, weleome!"

Andre found himself staring in the
dim light with intense surprise, not at
a wizened hag, but at o young woman
sciarcely more than five-and-twenty,
dressed in flowing coal-black draperies
which made her wealth of fair hair,
blue eyes, and dazzling skin all the

weird effect of her appearance.
“Welcome, Vicomte, welcome!™ ghe

“l am not a vicomte,” Andre answer-

“Then when did the Vicomte de Ner-

dressed—I see a lady In a rose-colored
satin in their centre—it is her favorite
color—they pay court to her—"

“Ah!" Madame Villefranche had
stood up. Her hand went involuntarily
to her heart.

“One enters with his hat on"—the
sorceress jerked out slowly—"he keeps
it on—he advances as they bow—he
takes his hat off—it is the King—he
kisses the hand of the woman in rose
colored satin—she salutes g

“Mon Dieu'!" Madame Villefrancha

| suddenly kneeled beslde her, Andre, as

excited as she was, crawled forward
®#0 a8 not to lose n word,

“1 see her agaln“—the woman pro-
ceaded after a pause—"ghe gives orders
to ministers—she makes generals—ahe
tramplos on al! who oppose her—the
King Is her slave—ah! the erystal is
disturbed—no—no—there {8 much un-
happiness—the land {8 poor—there are
Jealousles, strifes, quarrels, wars—star.
ving men and women cry out against
the King and his mistress—but the
woman in the rose-colored satin wstll)
wears her jewels—she does not hear
them. What is this?—yes, it {s—a
hearse leaving Versallles for Paris—
the King looks out of the window
above on to the Place d'Armes—he
shrugs his shoulders—I do not see the
woman In the rose-colored satin any
more=-l think surely she is dead and

no one cares—ah! the crystal has de
come dim.” Bhe put it down and closed
bher eyes.

Dead silence, but Andre could hear
the deep-drawn breaths of Madame
Villefranche. Her hands were twisted
In supreme emotion,

“And the face—the face of the wom:
an, did you see that? she asked wil
dry lips,

The sorceress opened her eyes, “0Oh,
yon," she sald slowly. “IL Is the face of
Madame d'Btiolles, born Jeanne aAn
loinette Polspon—your face, Madame,"
she added as she flung ber vislior's
vell awiftly back. The cat leaped 1/om
her arms, Madame Villefranche sprang
to her feel; Lhe (wo women were con-
fronting each other, each drawn Lo her
full height,

Andre too had risem. Ha! At last he
understood. The visitor was no other
than the fair bhuntress of the woods
who had driven to see the King, in an
azure phaeton, herself clad In rose
colored satin.

“Ah!" exclaimed Madame d'Etiolles,
stretching her arms. “Ah!” Then she
turned on the sorceress furiously. "My
woman has betrayed ma"” sha gried

(Te be Conlinged)
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The Farmer's Wife

Is wery careful about her churn. She
scalds it thorough!y after using, and gives
bath to sweeten it. She knows
ber churn s sour it will taint the
that is made in it. The stomach is
In the stomach and digestive
nutritive tracts are performed pro-
which are almost exactly like the
of butter. Is it nmot apparent
this stomach-churn is foul it

foul all which is put into It ?
evil of a foul stomach s not slone
taste in the mouth and the foul
caused by it, but the corruption of
the pure current of blood and the dissem-
Ination of disease throughout the body.
Dr. Plerce's Golden Medical Discovery
makes the sour and foul stomach swoet
It does for the stomach what the washing
and sun bath do for thechurn—absolutely
removes every tainting or corrupting ele
ment. In this way It cures blotches,
pimples, eruptions, serofnlons swellings,
Sores, or open eating ulcers and al
humors or diseases arising from bad Llood.
If you have bitter, nasty, foul taste In
your mouth, coated tongue, foul breath,
are weak and easily tired, feel depressed
and despondent, have frequent headaches,
dizzy attacks, gnawing or distress In stom-

| ach, constipated or irregular bowels, sour

or bitter risings after eating and poor

3
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appetite, these symptoms, or any eonsider-

able number of them, Indicate that you are

nuﬂnﬂnfhtmm billousness, torpid or lazy

liver with the usual sccompanying Indi-

z::lm, or dyspepsia and their attendant
ngements,
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o and surrounding country.
: We wish to inform you that
: we carry a full line of Pub-
¢ licand High School Books
: and Supplies. We give
: special attention to this line
¢ Of our business, and we
+ respectfully solicit a share

¢ of your patronage.
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BRITISH AMERICAN BUSINESS COLLECE

ToroNTO, oldest in Canhda, mest
thorough and practieal courses, Rea-
sonable rates. Enter any time. Fall
term from Sept. 3. Cstalogue and
JourCal of Business Edusation free.

T. M. WATSON, Principal

CARRIAGE
WORKS.

First class Buggies and Wag.
gons kept in stock.

Repairs done on shortest notice.
Repainting done by firstclass
workmen, at

CHRIS.  McILHARGEY'S,

Kylie's 0ld Stand

VI‘EE LIVERPOOL LONDON axp
GLOBE INSURANCE COMPANY,

FIRE AND LIFE.

Agent for Lindssy and Vietoria Ceunty

= r—— s =

FARM LOANS.

MONEY TO LOAN on Moertgage
or any lerm from 5 to 10 Years
st Lowest Currant Rate of Interest,

PHYBICIANS
(X7 L. HERRIMAN X
& Sk. G. Ko

————

L SaeeE——

' DR. F. BLANCHARD

Graduate Torento ‘f.'hi'rmi-':r,
s for Vietoris County.
out-st., eor. Kent and Lindh
say-sts., (former residence of :
Kempt.) Telephone 45, s -

e —— —
J. McCULLOCN, M. B, C. M.
Fermerly of Blackstoek, Ont,
CRADUATE OF QUEEN'S URIVERSITY.

Special attention will be given te Mia-

wifery, Diseases of W r
of Children. R R s -3

NOW LOCATED AT JANETVILLE

(Buccessor to Dr, Nasmitk.

"= o

=

DENTISTRY

e

. E— =

DR. NEELANDS & IRVINE.
DENTISTS,

l:zﬁl-ln' Ep-to-ds =riry
Na tesih M hﬁ: )

Bridge worr & specialty. 8 ;
artificia: teath. Bs .rpl-d:d e in

Ilmlr,.-ﬂr oppoeite Simpsces FHommw

DOCTOR GROSS

[Dentist . Lindsay
Mewber Royal College Dental Burg., Ont

All medern methods in the di¥erems
departments of dentistry succesatully
practiced. RODMS ON MENT-ST.

r

ITION & SMITH,

0. L Sur
and Civil Engineers. Meil ordess
promptly atterded to, Bex Eﬁlihgh’_

F. 0’'BO
W. cabty of O IRBOR A o aniels

™
MONNY FO LOMN. P e i ians

Genersl Accountast Res Eut
Offoe : nrm:m'm.uu.t.“' i

| Ei6E R. KNIGHT,

ter, Selicitor, N
Public, Real Estate Agent &c

Representing Waterloo Mutus! Fire Jor

L:I:‘r?neﬂ Company of Waterloo, the Fed~

Life Insurance Company of Hamile
ton, and the Dominion of E:nid; UuAraD.
tee and Accident Compary of Toronte.

Ofice of Weldon & Enight, Milze Block
Lindsay. .

BARRISTERS, Ete.
McDIARMID & WEEKS
Barristers.
(Successors to McSweyn & Smith),

Have private funds to loan at lowest
possible rates,

OFFICES—Opporite Pym Hotel, Kent st .
H. HOPKINS, Barrister [ T

EAY.
G' lisltor for Lhe @nwrio Bank, l:-n; o loas
st lowerl reles,
Lindeay, _'mlni.ﬂlﬂ_-n.“

OORE & JACKSON, Barrie abe
AT e
sl ourren’ ralem, Offoss, Willlame'., Linemr

F. D, MOORE ALEX. JACKBON,

McLAUGHLIN, PEEL and

FULTON.
Barristers, Solleitors and
Notaries,
OFFICE : Corner Kent mnd Willlam sfs.
(Uver Dominion Bank, Lindsay)
Money to Loan on Real Fstate.

K. J. MoLaughiin, K.C., A, M. Fulton, B A
Jemes A. Peel.
AUCTIONEERS
JOSEPH MEEHAN,
Auctioneer
FOR THE COUNTY OF VICTORIA

Lindsay P.O. - - Ont,
MISCELLANEOUS

JAMES KEITH

' Seed Merchant and Dealer in

Greas care is nsed teo arele
true to name and 'ﬂm :
William-8¢., - LINDSAY, Om

LINDSAY MARBLE WORKS

t R. CHAMBERS, Prop.

The only up-te-date Mable and G
Works in the County. Latest 4 - g
lowest prices and best work. Call

ac lose his rank?" she asked quickly,
and laughed at his obvious embarrass-
ment. “Ah, Vicomte, if 1 were not able
to divine who my visitors were J should
not have a trinket like this—" ghe pat-
ted her diamond cross, stooped and
lifted the huge cat and stroked it gent-
ly with her chin.

“And what can I do for you?" she
demanded, coming closer.

“aly faith, but I do not know.,” he an-
swered, The faint perfume of her per-
son was puszzling him sorely. But in
truth he was familiar with the per
fome of so mapy women that it was
hopeless to expect an answer to

uestion

see the pneumatic tools at work. Get onz
prices before buying elsewhere.

MONEY TO LOAN AT LOWESY
CURRENT RATES

We are prepared to make loans en town
udm mrty g ‘

pe nri g cem , B8 e
:imth '.i:.ld in sums tuF:.uii:: o4

| special privileges. You ma in
instalments without incresse inrﬂﬂ
interest. Interest and instalments pay-

STEWART & O0'CONNOR,
Barristers, Lin / »

e —————————————

—Listen to thi*: “It has boen
said that a wanl advertisement has
a thousand eyes” If you are look-
ing for aoyone or anything, is ¥
not beiler to employ a thousamd

After using as directed, with plenty
of hot water, I can truthfully state
that I found instant relief. T{hm I
had used three boxes of Cuticura Oint-
ment and two cakes of Cuticura Soap
I found my skin as soft and fine as &
baby's. My ecircle of friends is very
large, and I am persuading them to use
Cuticura Soap and give up the k
they were using. find mo troub
ﬂl :?-:*{ H _hn:s prﬂ'ﬂ'l‘;ﬂ to gdhem that if
. intment is » Cutic
L bnﬂ]; ;’nugtt tl:.iF Iikt-w{i’m.go il
cEitate to send vou the osed

IJI::’:’I‘.ur‘F as it has hagrn lyin:e:rﬂuund
n my desk for two years and is
very solled. At the time’'it was taken
Iy ears were scaly and you will
find some remnants of Cuticurs Ointe
ment on it, and, to me, it is very
clous. as | eay when

a

can now
at it that Cuticura is a b
that is why I nave koﬁt it even
. "Bl Rect ¥ Bept
1 and 15, 1906." N. T.,

then in the sorest dudgeon An-
dr:ns{'rada out in search of his sword.| oyl xtemal and
HEEEPSKINS, S,

To his surprise the wall of the court o "t.- ' |
had fought backed on to d Cuticurs Kenoivens _ - k |
:hhg“:hum yard, and a few minutes’ ] Ud threhout ‘ s My~ ; - 1 {TALLOW and BARK. Office

groping revealed his sword by tlul

“And will you do me a favor?” the
young man pleaded. “I beg you that for
the future you will not speak of our
meeting here to any one.”

“wnF?J'

“Simply because I regret now that ]
prevented myself from being killed by
a low trick. Life to the young is sweet
—it {8 my sole excuse to a Dbetter
swordsman than myself.”

“Very well,” Andre answered, touch
ed to the quick by the fauiltless -dell-
cacy with which the compliment was

ald.
o I thank you. Perhaps now you will

give me your hand?”

“With the greatest pleasure.”

The Chevalier had for the moment
gtormed his heart with the same su-
perb grace that he had robbed bim of

his sword.
“Adieu!”

with privilege of repayment in instal
ments when required,

Expenses kept dmr:qtn the lowest
notch. All business of this nature kept
strictly private and confidential,
Come and see me if yon want money
and get my terms.

J. H. SOOTHERAN
Land Agent. 91 Kentst. Lindsay

pema—
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| WANTED!
HIDES AND BARK|

TP; Rd. M. Baﬂl Leather Co.,
of Lindsay, will pay HIGHEST
CASH PRICE for HIDES,
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