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A New Orleans woman was thin.

pourishment from her food.

She took Scoff’s Emulsion

Result:

She gained & pound

a day in weight. 1;‘ :

ALl DRUGGISTS: 50c.“AND $1.00
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-wm mo, Malame‘—she curtsied as
= ;'q'upm._- not your woman put the
.:}‘-‘:ﬁﬁl and vourself.” _

The other threw up her bead in-
..f:.'dui-::-u::l:-“. “If you reveal,” she said
parshly, “that I have visited you—"

~r pever reveal who my visitors are,”
vas the quiet answer, “they always re
wal themselves.” She sat down In-
dolently, but there was almost insolent
grovocation in the simple grace of the
movement.

Magame d’Etiolles turmed away.
#ynd vour pay?” she demanded sharp
1
o As Madame pleases,” came the in-
dierent answer from the sofa.

The visitor placed five pleces on the
uble, replaced her veil, and walked
wowards the door. “Adieu!” she said
over her shoulder, but Andre could see
ghe stepped as one intoxicated by a
sublime vision.

“4nd will Madame remember the
wise woman,” the sorceress pleaded in
yer soft voice, “if the crystal be found
i speak the truth?”

“Yez.”: she had wheeled sharply, a
merciless freezing vengeance glisten-
#d in her eyes and steeled her voice. “I
vill have you burned for an insolent
witch. I promise not to forget.”

“My thanks, Madame.” She rang the
hmod-bell, and Madame was uncere-
woniously ushered out. The sorceress
gat reflecting and then placed the crys-
4] in her bosom and took away the
screen.

“It is the turn of Monsieur le VI
ecomte,” she remarked pleasantly. “It is
¢ pity I did not ask the lady to stay
and hear.”

“No, I thank vou,” Andre answered.
“l am satisfied, and so was she.”

‘Mensieur is not as Madame,” the

reeress said, fixing a penetrating |
gaze o him, “he fears his fate.”

“Oh, no,” was the quick reply. “My |
fate lies in my sword and my head. ¥ |
am ready to face it without fear or re- |
proach when and as it comes. -But ¥,
will got know beforehand, not even for .
g cTown reversed.” l

For a brief second her eyes rested
oo him with approval, and indeed he
looked very handsome and noble at |
that moment,

“But Monsieur will permit me,” she
gild gently, and before he could refuse .
s2¢ bad taken his hand, “I will not!
fpeak mnless he wishes.™

While she studied it he studied her.
What a subtle pathos seemed to lie in
‘20se blue eves, those smiling lps,
22t dainty head almost touching him,
i pathos like her perfume ascending
20 the brain. And how enchanting
¥as that diamond cross rising and fall- ‘
g on that dazzling breast, _

“What is it?™ he asked, for she had
&opped his hand with a faint sigh,
&d sat staring mysteriously at some
Qing far away.

‘I am forbidden to speak,” she an-
wered, averting her eyes, and she
‘Yeked up her cat, and walked away. |

“Tou iE:l:m.!'r tell me,” Andre said im- |

o }" !

But she only laughed over the cat's
%ofy, stroking it softly with her chin
=1 its purr echoed through the room.

Canfess, confess,” he sald, “I will

“{2e hand of Monsieur le Vicomte,”
_l}e angwered, smiling mischievously,
Sfill of interesting revelations—.
&eaams which come and go—but there
-ahs:rne dream that is always there—ihe
“=m of love. Women,” she added,
¥omen, women everywhere in Mon-
Sers life; as in the years that were
M5, 50 in the years to come. Let the
'omte de Nerac be on his guard
“inst all women—and against one
¥oman in particular—"

":{ﬂﬁl‘e failed to suppress an excla-
Eﬂﬂn. Had this beautiful witch di-
284 that secret too?
e Ser name,” she paused to bury her
‘*-;:*m?] cat's fur, “is—Yvonne—
: ] : r g i =
ﬂ_‘?«&nkies,'F repeated, “of the Spot
_IEFMnEZ“ he laughed heartily,
_m;l!s_. Yvonne. Sometimes there -is
Nl 2 & peasant girl to tempt and
A Comtesse des Forges, or
w}"lfmﬂ——l” it wag her turn to laugh.’
N the Vicomte is a gallant and
.5 lover. He thinks as the no-
o think, that women are neces-
w Rim. But it is not so. It 1s he
. Decessary to them.”
d wour fee for the advice, mls-
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wears out slowest, and sabs-

bes you from the day you
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| Saxe, (the son of a king and Aurora

| cesgsor to the hapless Duchesse de

| tlon about which the Paris

P. Putnam’'s Sona,

She numg the fve gold pleces of Ma-
dame d'Etiolles into a drawer. “Ma-
dame has paid for both,” she said. “But
if the Vicomte de Nerac will offer
something of his own, I will accept—a
kiss,” and she looked him daringly in
the face.

The hall of the Chateau de Bean Se-
jour swept in a vision before him. Dien
Le Vengeur seemed to be written in a
scroll of fire round the cat’s ruff.

“l understand,” she.added with a
contemptuous shrug of her shoulders,
“though I am not a marquise or & com-
tesse.”

“You shall have it,"'he blurted -out
with husky petulance.

She put her hand to her diamond
cross—they looked at each other—the
woman melted into a defiant reverence,

“The horse of Monsieur le Vicomte,”
she commanded quickly to the girl who
had appeared as if by magie. “Good-
day, sir. You can pay the fee to—
Yvonne."

And here he was alone with the
shifty-eyed fille de chambre, who plain-
ly gave him an invitation to mistake
her for Yvonne.

“Confound you, what do you walit
for?" Andre said irritably. “Fetch tha

horse at once if you don"t want to
taste a rogue's fare with your mistress
in nricon ™

And as he rode through' the woods
it was little comfort to remember .that
he had won his wager with Henri, Com-
te de St. Benoit.

CHAPTER VIL

In December the Duchesse de Cha-
teauroux, the maitresse en titre of the
King of France, had died, some said of
poison, some of a broken heart at her
treatment at Metz when she had
been driven by her enemies from
the sick King's bedside and from
the Court, a few because she had
caught 2 chill and even maitresses
en titre were mortal. Would Louis se-
lect another lady to take her place?
Who would she be? That was the ques-
tion. France was at war—that dreary
war called in the books the “War of
the Austrian Succession”—and this
spring—I1745—under the Marechal de

von Konigsmarck, himself the idol of
women of quality as he had been the
idol of Adrienne Lecouvreur) great ef-
forts were to be made to drive from
the Low Countries the red-coated Eng-
lish and white-coated Austrians, to win
for the Fleurs-de-Lis the boundaries
that, since the days of Henrl IV., God,
nature, and French genius had des-
tined to be French. Was not Louls, Le
Bien Aime, himself going to the cam-
peign with the flower of his nobility
and with his son and heir? Yes, surely
great things would be accomplished be-
fore the September winds shook the
apples off the trees in the orchards of
Normandy or they trod the wine-vats
on the sun-clad slopes of Gascony.
Parils was in a fever of excitement;
the Court was still en fete for the mar-
riage of Monsieur le Dauphin to a Sax-
on princess. But would there be a suc-

Chateauroux? That was the only ques-

that count-
ed really cared. -

Andre of course went to tell St.
Benoit how he had won his bet, and he
found him gossiping in the salon of
the Comtesse des Forges.

“The King-has already chosen,” Ma-
dame remarked, fanning herself placid-
ly. “But Monseigneur the Archbishop
and the royal confessor are still able
to work on his remorse, so for the
present His Majesty affects to play at
being a devot.”

“l don't .believe it)’ St. Benoit re-
torted. “The King be a devot for
one day in the week and a lover for
the other six, as all kings of France
and their subjects, too, ought to be.
Naturally he does not wish to shock
Madame la Dauphine, but wait till the
campaign is over; Mars will give way
to Venus, and then we shall have one
of the De Nesles back again.”

Whereat Madame lifted her heavy-
lidded eyes, of which she . was so
proud, and sald contemptuously,
“Pooh!”

“I have won the wager,” Andre in-
terposed, “and I will undertake to» win
another. I will bet that it will not be
a De Nesles, but a bourgeoise that the
King will select.”

“Impossible!” both St. Benoit and
Madame cried, genuinely shocked. ‘A
bourgeoise at Versailles! It would be
a scandal, unheard of, monstrous, not
to be tolerated.”

But Andre only smiled, anfl press
him as they might he refused to say
more,

“Well,” said the Comtesse, “if you
will go to-night, my dear De Nerac, to
the ball at the Hotel-de-Ville you will
learn whether I am not right.” And
after Andre had taken his leave she
turned to St. Benoit, with genuine ¢on-
cern.
moralized our dear friend. The English
have made him incredibly vulzar. As if
the King of France would so far for
get himself or be so impertinent to us
ag to introduce into our Versailles a
bourgeoise. There wouid be a revolu-
tion.”

“]I can see You, Madare,” he an-|
swered, “giving the lady her footstool.”

1 *ed that In this strange direcling of For-

“England,” she said, “has de- |

ble head. “Not twenty-four homrs.”
Bat Andre, who had heard the crys-
tal's story, had his good reasons, Al-
ready fertile schemes were fermenting
in his brain; his ambition, too, was daily
soaring upwards, and he dimly guess-

tune's wheel the opportunity for which
he thirsted would at last come. And so
ke the rest of the gay world he went
that night to the grand ball givem by
the municipality of Paris at the Hotel-
‘de-Ville in honor of the marriage of
‘the Dauphin: for the King had prom-
ised to be present, and it was to te
‘one ‘of those rare occasions when the
noblesse had consented to rub shoul-
ders with the middle class in doing
honor to the royal bride and bride-
groom: Coming events were in the air.
Andre felt, though why he could not
-say, that ‘to-night would somehow
prove a decisive turning-point in the
history of himself and of France.

ror ole purpose of dancing, the
court of the Hotel-de-Ville hag been
converted into a ballroom, superbly
festooned and {lluminated, and the
crowd that had gathered was immense.
Nobles of the realm, great- ladies,
peers, peeresses, and the Court here
jostled in the wildest confusion with

for hire.

“The Vicomte looks to-night as the
Vicomte de Nerac should,” she re-
marked quietly. “But is it my presence
here or is it my perfume that perplex-
es you?”

And Andre started again at her unm-
erring- divination.

“Surely it is very simple,” ghe pro-
ceeded. Recall, If you please, a supper
party in London—the perfume was
there then—now it is here, That is all.”

“What?" He stopped in sheer amaze-
ment. “You are that—that woman 7"

“Certainly. The same, only a trifle
disguised. In London I was dark, in
Paris I am fair, because,” she shrugged
her shoulders, “lI love change and I
hate being recognized unless I choose,
Yﬂu-;. will not betray my secret, will
you?”

“No. But why are you in Paris?"

“Women like myself,” she answered
cynically, “are always dying of ennui,
and I was born a Parisienne. Can a
Parisienne live without Paris? Well, I
cannot. London, men Dieu! Those suf-
focating English! They make love as
they eat beef and drink beer. Their wo-
men are prudes, their men heavy as
bull-dogs made of lead. London is a

1 the gentlemen of the robe, with alder-
men, shopkeepers, and even flower |
girls and the danseuses of the royal
ballet. The company was supposed to |
be masked, but many had already dis- !
carded the flimsy covering; and for all
who still wore It the disguise was the
merest affectation. Most of the ladies
of the middle class had donned fancy
attire, but the noblesse for the most
part showed their quality by refusing to
imitate the canajlle. Andre of course
was content with his uniform of the
Chevau-legers de la Garde, that beauti-
ful and famous livery of scarlet with
white facings, silver .buttons, spurs of
gold, and hat with white plumes which
in itself conferred an en le dis-
tinction, d about his neck, more
proudly #ill, he carried that Croix de
St. Louis, whose possession sufficed to
make any soldler happy.

For a few minutes he stood gazing at
the brilliant spectacle presented by
the moving throng,—one vast arena of
human beings in which the uniforms, |
the stars and ribbons, the jewels, the
bright eyves, and the fair shoulders
ware blended into a magic and Inspir-

ing pancrama, over which floated the
tender music of harp, violin, and flute. |
And as he moved slowly forward kiss-
ing noble hands, receiving gentle con-
gratulations, or looking into eyes to
which in past days he had whispered |
devotion in the Oeil de Boeuf or be
neath the balmy fragrance of a fete
champetre at Rambouillet Ms ambi-
tion soared still higher. But dance he
would not; he had come to watch, to
teach, and to learn. The Chevalier to
his joy was not here: he had been de-
spatched, Andre discovered with grim ;

!

satisfaction, on special business of the
King. But yonder was Denise, holding a
minjature court. As Andre edged his
way towards her, her glance fell on!
the familiar uniform, and it plainly,
said: “Here at least let us forget the
past—I have forgiven you—come let us |
be friends as we were before.” And |
Andre replied to her graceful rever-
ence with his stiffest bow, as he had
deliberately come to do, and then
moved slowly off, but not before he j
had marked with a lover’s joy the
painful surprise in Denise’s eyes, the
angry flush that colored her cheek
But the lesson must be completed. A
partner must be found and at once. He
paused—looked about him—started.

“You, Madame!" he ejaculated,
checking his astonishment, for Denise
was watching him.

“I, Monsieur le Vicomte,” was the se-
rene reply. “This is more fun than
spelling the truth from a crystal,” and
she laughed wickedly.

Yes, it was indeed the wise woman
from “The Cock with the Spurs of
Gold,” wearing her diamond cross and
dressed in adorably pale blue satin,
just such a color as her eyes covered
by the pale blue mask. Strangest of all,
Andre felt at that moment. there was

BABY'S FACE IN
TERRIBLE STATE

Awful Humor Was Eating Away Facc
and Ears—Body Mass of Sores
— Three Doctors Tried to Help
Little Sufferer But She Grew
Worse—After Spending Many
Dollars On Doctors and Medicine, |

CUTICURA CURES IN TWO
WEEKS AT COST OF 75c.

“T feel it my duty to parents of other

r suffering babies to tell you what
uticura has done for mydittle daughter,
She broke out all over her body with &
humor, and we used everything recom-
mended, but without resuits. I called in
three doctors, they all claimed they could
help ber, but she continued to grow
worse. Her body was a mass of sores,
and her little face was being eaten
away. Her ears looked as they
woula drop off. Neighbors advised me
to Cuticura Soap and Ointment, and
ore 1 had used half of the cake of
Soap and box of Ointment the sores had
all led,"and my little one’s face and
body were as clear as a new-born babe's.
1 would pnot be Without it again il it
coet five dollurs, instead of seventy-five
cents, which is all it cost uvs to cure

our baby, after gpending many dollers
on doctors and medicines without an
benefit whatever. Mrs. George J.
Steese, 701 Coburn St., Akron, Ohio,
Aug. 30, 1905."

ITCHING TORTURES
Speedily Cured
by Cuticura

A warm bath with
Cuticura Soap and a
single application of
Cuticura Ointment, the
great Skin Cure, will
afford immediate relief,
permit rest and sleep,
and point to a ¥y
curcof the most distress-

55

fng forms of torturing,

ﬂ]sﬂgurttlg, humors, eczemas, tetters,
shes, itchings, and irritationsof infants,
children, and aduits when all other reme~
dies and even physicians fail. =

He kneeled mockingly at her feet. “God
tless my soul! you might as well ex-
pect me to kiss the hand of your fille
de chambre. Andre was joking; he

knows if the King were. to bring her

>
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ville de provinee—no wit, no ideas, no
life. Here,” she pointed with her fan,

“it is far different. Where will you find
the like of that for Lty of heart, and
sparkle of the soul? It is the city of
breeding, of philosophers, of poets, of
chivalry, and of lovers, Why, that gri-
sette over there can be more spirituelle
than an Englishman of genius. And
when even the lovers who make love
with ardour and in couplets that sing
of themselves become annoying I go
elsewhere.”

Anare-ilstehed with a puzzled de-
light. It was not the perfume—it was
the mystery that enveloped her which
kept him silent. Something in her
voice, her manner, reminded him in
the most tantalizing way of somebody
else and for the life of him he could
not think who that somebody was.
we Np,” she replied to his invitation, |
“I will not disgrace you by dancing—
you the Vicomte de Nerac and I—" she
smiled. “Besides you have seen me
dance in the only kind of dancing that
I care about. But see,” she added, drop- |
ping her voice, “do you not recognize
a friend, perhaps a partner? Is she not
charming—conquering and to con-
quer?” |

“Name of a dog!™ he ejaculated.

Away at the other end of the ball-
room was a raised dais on which was
gathered a bevy of the fairest of the
bourgeoisie. One of them, escorted by
three or four gentlemen, was descend-
ing the stairs into the throng—a wom-
an in the guise of Diana, clad In the
airiest, gauziest, purest white, with a
silver bow in her hand and a quiver on
her shoulder and a jewelled half-moon
in her powdered hair. It was—ves, it
was—the fair huntress of fhe woods
of Versalilles, to-night 2 matchless spec-
tacle of majestic beauty which rippled
over into the gayvest, most provocative
coquetry Imaginable—Juno and Venus
and Diana in one and defying you 1o
say which was the more divine. And
that cunningly arranged robe of
glittering white, with its artful
jewels to suggest every curve
and line, was just what witchery
would have chosen to Dbe the
foil to the laughter of her eves and the
subtle sheen of her skin. What other
woman could bhave worn it? But for
the one who dared, it was the homage
of a woman's art to the triumph of na-
ture’s womanhood.

Andre watched her with absorbing
interest. Fate had ordained that this
woman's ambitions sheuld be bound up
with his. But how? how?

“She has a mind,” his companion was
saying, “as well as Incomparable
beauty. That Abbe at her elbow is
Monsieur de Bernis, a poverty-strick-
en poet who writes her love-letters for
her, whom she will make great some
day, perhaps, and if Monsieur de Vol-
taire cared as much for balls as for
the muses, he, too, would be snarling
his honeyed venom in her ear. She can
act and dance and sing. She will not
always be Madame d'Btiolles.”

The plans of years were sweeping
through Andre's brain, What the
crystal—the thought was cut short by
a stately flourish of trumpets and the
loud hum of applause,

“Bee,” the sorceress whispered, “the
King has arrived.”

Men and women pressed to the en-
trance and then fell back—on all sides
the lowllest reverences. The King, the
master of France, had entered and was
facing the crowd. And a truly royal
figure he made in his splendid dress,
for Louis XV. knew how to present
himself as a worthy grandsoh of the
Sun God who had created Versailles
and made monarchy in Europe sub-

lime: the pose of his handsome head,
the dignity of his carriage, the match-
less air of command that conveyed an
air of majesty such as could only be-
long to one whose wish since boyhood
was law, whose words were orders,
whose will was the inspiration of a na-
tion. And when you marked that faint
mysterious smile, those blue eyes deli-
cately dull, was he not just llke his
grandfather, indefinable and impene-
trable? What was the real man con-
cealed behind that regal presence?
What were the real thoughts masked
by that gaze, slightly bored yet cares-
sing and sweet?

“You do not like the King?" Andre
asked quickly, for he had caught be-
hind the pale blue mask a swift glance
which sent a shiver down his spine.

“l love him,” she answered, “as all
we women do. But I was thinking of
the day when I am to be burnt for a
witch.”

It was not the truth and Andre knew
it. A woman’s jealousy, he thought—
but that, too, he kanew it was not.

“My friend,” she sald, “go you and
salute Madame d'BEtiolles. Perhaps vou
will see something later on to amuse
you,” and as if to assist him she-glided
from him and was lost in the crowd.

She had divined his mind again. To
speak with the falr huntress was the
resolve that had mastered him. And to
his satisfaction Madame no sooner
recognized him than she beckoned with
her fan, smiling a shy and intoxlcating
welcome,

Andre kissed her hand, looking into
her eyes, imperial eyes in which slum-
bered imperial ambitions, such wonder-
ful eyes, now blue, now grey, now soft-
ly dark as the violet, now glittering
with the lightest mockery. “Un mor-
cecu de rol,” he muttered. “Yes, by
God! a morceau de rof!”

“Conduct me to yonder pillar” she i
mm_ y, “we-can talk Dbetter

WODOGS at €ToFer qudrYers. Andrd

escorted her now felt that all

eyes, including Denise's, were on him,

enjoyed it, walking slowly on

dlest tiptoes of bravado. In front

of Louls, he paused to make his rever-

Madame paused too- and as she

ung her quiver to curtsey with

graceful ease Andre could feel

tremble. The King's roaming gaze

rested on them both. Andre's salute he

acknowledged with a smile, a word or

two of kind greeting, but it was on the

jewels on the breast of the huntress
that his bored eves lingered.

“Fair archeress,” he sald, “surely
the shafts you loose are mortal.”

Madame d'Etiolles flushed with
pleasure, curtsied again, and promptly
pml ed on, without attempting to re-
piy.

“Mon Dien! what a figure! Who the
devil is she?"” Andre beard one of the
gentlemen of the Chamber mutter.,

“You did that to perfection,” his
partner whispered by the pillar. “You
are & man who understands women,
and they are so rare, And now we will
dance if you please.”

The sorceress was right. Madame
d'Etiolles danced divinely. She had
b2en taught by the best masters, but
it was only art that she owed to their
science. The rest was her own.

“Will you please do what I tell you?
she whispered as the violins tripped out
a stately minuet. “And trust me.”

“Rely on me, Madame,” he answer-

ed.

Imperceptibly Madame d"Etiolles in
her minuet drew nearer and nearer to
the King, who began to observe them
closely. A gleam of animation crept
into his face and the courtiers parted
a little to permit His Majesty a better
view of this dainty dancer. Covert
whispers, knowing looks, commenced
to run through the group. Yes, the
King was distinctly Interested. But the
fair Diana pald no heed. She had only
eyes for the superb officer In the scar-
let and white of the Chevau-legers de
la Garde®, who was dancing as he bad
never danced before.

“Throw your handkerchief,”
the soft command.

Completely puzzled Andre obeyved as
in a dream. His partner caught the
handkerchief dexterously on her fan
and was rewarded by a ripple of de
lighted laughter from the spectators.

“A forfeit, Vicomte,” she said loud
enough for all to hear, “I give you tit
for tat,” and she pressed her own to
her lipe, and tossed it back to him.

But it was not Intended to reach
him. The huntress had calculated care-
fully and the handkerchief lightly hit
the King.

A flush shot into Louis's face: Ma-
dame colored over neck and shoulders,
she dropped her eves, after one swift
glance at His Majesty. Sllence, save for
the dying lullaby of the music. Andre's
heart beat fast, but not so fast surely
as was beating that ambitious heart of
the huntress prisoned in its jewels and
white satin.

What would the King do? Would he
resent or accept the challenge?

Gentlemen and ladies, nobles and
bourgeois allke, drew a deep breath.
Ah! the King had picked up the hand-
Kerchief—a second’s psuse, the pause

in which a nation's destiny may be
decided—and then’ the King smilingly
threw the handkerchief back, fair and
true, at the audacious dancer.

A pent-up cry arose, hands were clap-
ped. “The King has thrown the band-
kerchief, the King has thrown the
handkerchief,” was the ringing sen-
tence on the lips of all,

Madame caught the royal gift and
melted into an enchanting reverence.
One alluring side-glance under demure
eyelashes, a glance of challange and
of submission, and she had taken An-
dre's arm and glided swiftly back to
the dais.

“The King has thrown the bandker-
chief” still rang round the crowded
room. But where was the dancer? She
was gone—yes, actually gone without
walting to follow up her victory. And
of the expectant, excited throng Andre
alone recognized how unerring was
her tact. The huntress had accomplish-
ed her object. Henceforward it would
not be she who must hunt, for deflance
to royal hunters can be more trium-
phant than obedience. /

Andre went over to Madame =8
Forges and St, Benoit. “You have lost
again,” he sald, “and you will coni.:as
it now."

“It is Infamouns,"” replied the Com-
tesse, with flerce indignation. “Infam-
ous' But that grisette has not won yet;
the road from the Hotel-de-Ville 10 Ver-
gailles is long and difficult!™

“Ah, no,” Andre answered; “net
when you can travel in a royal ear.
riage. You will see what you will see
when the campaign is over. The bour-
geoise before long will have the heel
of her slipper on all our necks.”

“And you believe,” said the Com-
tesse, “that we will permit her to be
forced on us. You are as mad as she
is.”

She promptly took St. Benoit's arm
to mark her anger at the part Andre
had played. But he chly shrugged his
shoulders in infinite amusemept. A

(To be Continged)
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Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

But that was not her reasom, for to
runhthugﬂlnrthrmunt]:um

A Woman’s Back

Has many aches and pains caused
weaknesses and falling, or other dlsle:
ment, of the pelvic organs, Other symp-
toms of female weakness are frequent
beadacke, dizziness, imaginary specks or
dark spots floating before the eyes, gnaw-
Ing sensation in stomach, dragging or

bearing down in lower abdominal or

region, disagreeable drains from pelvie
organs, faint spells with genera] weakness,
If any considerable number of the above
8ym are present there is no remedy
ve quicker relief or a more per-
than Dr. Plerce’s Favorite
t has a record of over forty

ij’ﬂ.l'l of t tent
Y wn ical science. 1t is made
of the giyceric extractd ol native medici-

nal roots found in our forests and cop-
tains not a drop of alcobol or harmful, or
habit-forming drugs. Its Ingredients are
all printed on the bottle-wrapper and at-
tested under oath as correct.

Every ingredient entering into *Fa-
vorite Prescription ” has the written en-
dorsement of the most eminent medical
writers of all the several schools of prac-
tice—more valuable than any amount of
non-professional testimonials—though the
latter are not lacking, having been cone
tributed voluntarily by grateful patients
in numbers to exceed the endorsements
given to any other medicine extant for
the cure of woman’s ills.

You cannot afford to aecept any medicine
of unknown composition as & substitute
for this well proven remedy oF Exowx
COMPOSITION, even though the dealer may
make & little more profit thereby. Four
Interest in regaining health is paramount
to any selfish Interest of his and it isan
insult to your intelligence for him to try
to palm off upon you a substitute. - Yon
know what you want apd it is his busi-
pess to supply the article called for.

Dr. Piérce's Pleasant Pellets are the
original "Little Liver Pills* first put up
by old Dr. Pierce over forty years ago,
much {mitated but never equaled. Little
sugar-coated granules—easy to take

& r
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Office

departments of dentistry

PEYSICIANS

L. HERRIMAN, M.D., M-C.P
. &Sk G. Office, opposite Bap.
tist Church, Cambridge-st., Lindssy.

R. F. BLANCHARD
Graduate Toronto University,
Coromer for Vietoria County,

-fzt-—ﬂﬂnm-ut.. cor. Kent and Lind.
- (former residence of
Kempt.) Telophone 45, = _ o Dr.

R J. FJBDD—
e of Kirkfield,
30 Bond-st., first door west of Cam-
bridge-st. Methodis* Churep,
Hours — 9 to 11 &, m., 2to4p. m"
Tto8p. m. Phene 198,

J. MCULLOCH, M. D, C. M.

C. M
Formerly of Blackstock, Ont.

CRADUATE OF QUEEN'S UNIVERSITY

Special attention will be given te Mid-

wifery, Diseages of W I s
¥ omen and Diseas
of Children. -

NOW LOCATED AT JANETVILLE

‘Successor 1o Dr. Nasmith.

T — m—
—

DR. NBELANDS & I
DENTISTS,

+Ew1ﬂ' BD-lo-date
Natoral teeth ;runrr.d_
Bridge worr

in Iluluh',,

spscialt Splend
L endid fite
Painl £ is

Prices moderate, S

Ofhioe near!
I = Y copposite Eimpﬁl Hensy

DOCTOR GROSS

[ Dentist Lindsay
Member Royal College Dental S Ont.
All mcdern net:tuﬁs in the uﬁ-ﬂ"amt

A successinlly
practiced. ROODMS ON KENT-S8T.

PH24 2422494204904

:To the Studesis
0f Lindsay

and surrounding country.
: We wish to inform you that
+ we carry a full line of Pub-
:lir: and High School Books
: and Supplies. We give
+ special attention to this line
: of our pusiness, and we
: respectfully solicit a share
+ of your patronage.

HENLET BROS.

Near Market.
il
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BRITISH AMERICAN BUSINESS COLLECE

ToroxTo, oldest in Canhda, mest
thorough and practical courses, Rea-
ronable rates. Enter any time. Fall
term from Sept. 3. Catasogue and
Jour(Cal of Business Edusation free.

T. M. WATBON, Principal

. CITY

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 Old Stand

1‘]11! LIVERPOOL a¥p LONDNN axpy
GLOBE INSUERANCE COMPANY.

FIRE AND LIFE.

FARM LOA

MONEY TO LOAY on
or any term from 5 to
at Lowest Currant Rate of Interest,

with privilege of repayment in instal
mepts when i
Expenses kept down to the lowest
notch. All business of this nature kept
strictly private and confidential,
Come and see me if you want money
and get my terms,
J. H. SOOTHERAN

Land Ageont, 91 Kent-st. Lindsay

| WANTED!

HIDES AND BARK

The R. M. Beal Leather Co.,

of Lindsay, will pay HIGHEST
CASH PRICE for HIDES,

HEEEPSKINS, LAMBSKINS,

TALLOW and BARK.

Office

and warehouse at Wellington-st.

Bridge.—6m.

)

DR. F. A. WALTERS

DENTIST, Lindsay.
Homor Toronte Untveruty
All the mﬁ:a-%m S ot Dontimry
modernte.

Keot and Mﬂrlﬂh ‘-‘ i
%
BUSINESS CARDS

ITT{]' N & SMITH, 0. L. Survevora
and Civil Engineers. Masil orders
promptiy attended to, Box 25, Lindsay,

F. O'BOYLE, Clerk of the Munisle
E; ﬂlﬂh‘:_l'gp-. INBUKAINCE AGRNYT

. Life companiss
MONE
nh_m!"l‘ﬂm* Frivats and olber Pund

Genera! Accountamt, Res Krtate
Offce : ormnmmnmﬁ'ﬁ’ i

EIGH R. ENIGHT,

Barrister, Solicitor, Neotary
Public, Estaie Agent &c.
Representing Weterloo Mutcal Fire In-

surapee Company of Waterloo, the Feds
éral Life Insurance Company of Hamil
ton, and the Domirion of Canada Guarap-
tee and Accident Company of Toronto.,

Uflice of Weldor & Kright Wils
Lindsay, Bt SAs Disek,

BAERISTERS, Etc.

McDIARMID & WEEKS
Barristers,
(Successors to McSweyn & Smith Ja
Have private funds to loan at lowest
possible rates.

OFFICES—Opposite Pym Hotel Eant-st.
Lindsay.

EEPEL"H- Barrister, ets, Be
the Gowric Bank, M
rates.  Office, No, €, Wiliames, sowth

McLAUGHLIN, PEEL and

FULTON.

Barristers, Solicitors and

Notaries,
OFFICE : Correr Kent and Wiillam-sts.
(Over Domirion Bank, Lindsay)

Money to Loan on Real Estate.

R. J. McLaughtin, K.C., A. M. Fuiton, B A
James A. Peel
AUCTIONEERS

b m—— e
—

=

—

JOSEPH MEEHAN,
Auctioneer
FOR THE COUNTY OF VICTORIA.

Lindsay P.O. Ont,
MISCELLANEO

JAMES KEITH

Seed Merchant and
Dealer in

Great oare ir nsed te svery arsio |
true to pame aad of geod .
William-8t., LINDSAYF, On

LINDSAY MARBLE WORKS

! R. CHRAMBERS, Prop.
The only up-to-date Mable and Granite

Works in the County. Latest du'ﬁ
lowest prices and best work. Call
Get our

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

MONEY TO LOAN AT LOWEST
CURRENT RATES

We are 10 make loans on town
and farm property from either private
Persons or loAning cempanies, s ma
dgﬁtihr&d, :.:‘1;1 in sfms |ﬂp::it-l i
with special privileges. You ma in
instalments without increase inr E: of
interest. Interest and instalments pay-
able at our office,

STEWART & 0'CONNOR,
Barristers, Lin # =

—Listen to tki*- “It has bzen
said that a want advertisement has

a thousand eyes.” If you are ook-
ing for anyome or anything, is i
not belier to employ a thousand cyes
than the mere pair which you own §
An advt. in Dally Post meets the
€yes of at least 6000 rcaders overyg
vight, e ‘ SR |




