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-pprpaps. Bul she doesnT get her

with everyone. De Nerac has posi-
avely refused to enter her service, and
e King is more pleased with him

han gver.”
“I s TTe.
sen the Cordon Bleu?” Mont Rouge
fmﬂde,: with a flash of jealousy.
“Quite true, the lucky dog,” answer-
of the Duke of Pootchartrain, who had
giged them, “and the extraordinary
aing 13 that the Pompadour, who was
wery angry with De Nerac, jested about
p last night”
“gut what has De Nerac done to get
e Oordon Bleu?” Mont Rouge growl

ﬂ'm Duke shrugged hiz shoulders.
«gave you forgotten the mnight before
Togtenoy, my friend?” His voice drop-

 *This mysterious affair of yester-
&y In the woods, too,” he whispered,
=g 3ll part of the same infernal busi-
e

“You don't mean it?”

“ do. The King and the ministers
pe coovinced that the Vincennes busi-
gz this affalr of the woods, and that
fmtecoy treachery all come from the
gpe hand—a hand near at home.”

¥ont Rouge and St. Benoit drew
s Duke into a corner.

“The traitor then is here? In Ver
gilles? St. Benoit asked.

"t is the only explanation.”™

¥ont Rouge passed a perplexed hand
ger bis chin. “Good Lord!” he ejacu-
Wed “Think vou that woman has—"

“No, no,” repliled the Duke with
gwp conviction. “The Pompadour is
g axious to discover the traltor as
ges Klng or d’Argenson himself. Yon
miy iake your oath of that. Heavens!
pag, if she can lay bare this inscru-

then, that he has been

' De Nerac on our side™
. Rouge sulkily assented.

i fully stroked his lace ruffies.
. puzzled,” he remarked aside to St. Ben-
' olt; “T wonder if it really means that

patitude for the resg of her naughty |

"

“And what has De Nerae to do with
“What De Nerac discovered last
Bgil” St. Benoit Interrupted, "is
mown only to the King and himselfl
Teu will get nothing from him: he is
Wedged . But"—he paused
# weckon to the Abbe de Bt Vietor
@ oin them—"but It makes It more
vemary than
Nene on our gide.’

i o @l =es that,” Mont Rouge ob-
Beted
-.:" enoit’s foot tapped impatiently.
i WF sehoma ha uried., "to per
Bade the King to expel the Potpa-

D Earroey

h-!‘ B M abreoad Vo H'Ft'"ﬂ st h"ﬂ )

WEAY I 1 ae clear aa daylight”

W eourse,’ sald the Duke, "of
e Drive De Nerae Inte the Pom:
Mloary arma and together they will
Geaver (he traltor, and the Comte de
%8t Rouge will presently be compell
Wia prefer the village wenchea on his
-llul:_.n Paltou to the ladies of Ver

e Dy more

Nerac, for he knows

Y of us, and he has courage. |

ever for us to have De |

+ with the caplainey of

s & rare thing In Versailles.” |

1:?& Mont Rouge sald slowly.
‘Il be wou't join ug in getting rid

¥t detestabls woman then he must |

Re Der fate

There is Andre” St. Benolt gladly

."‘-l_g_nld. “Let us congratulate him on
-m-;ﬂJ ‘0 stain his bhomor by
*nce o 2 wa

ey nton of the

3t they

bour-

were amticlpated by the |

r.-" b = e
“eler. “My felicitations, Vieomte ” |

hf:ﬂ_ﬂ man was saying, “for you
.q*_:::t' “I'st to teach our new
vt marquise her place.”
o, T VETY kind,” Andre replied
e o 0 the disgust and astonish-
-~ his friendy.
1 r?f*ﬁ&ﬁ Mont Rouge growled as
—ovauer milingly left them to
ing 52 King’s bedroom, for as
favorite he had tHat privileged

&Lﬂ sooger pull that cox-
) accept His T
% even ® I were 2 Cordon o
Man: Rouge,” Andre an-
m not
s egrs, but gome
bave that pleasure.”
m‘“ﬂ‘, some day? Mont
% mare

.Whenmhutlrnud
m,ﬂnﬁmhmﬂm
» ¥ou ghall heip mme to

the Chevalier de Bt

of
‘D fact was in 3 rare humor.
Nere now arranged = T
IR "

——

and f
i turn,” he began, “I had boped, Ma-

moTTY. Wil €Oe wrompadour’s help

No. 101" was to be discovered ana De-
nise won. The mystery of last night
bhad suggested half-a-dogen clues. His
Star was once morg in the ascendant.
The great game to be played required
Courage, resource, and Machiavelllan
cunning. This was the beginning. The
rest would follow, Ah! the white and
gold doors were thrown open; hats
came off; the King had entered, and
all eagerly surveyed his bored, in-
scrutable countenance.

e il i i

presently, and Andre
Eteppcd forward to kiss his hand.
Monsieur le Vicomte,” he proceeded
In his slow, soft, vet clear volee, “you
will bear my humble salutations to her
Majesty the Queen and say that I offer
ber Majesty, for the vacant place of
the captain of her guard, the services
of the bravest officer in the Chevau-
legers of my Guards—yourself.”

A loud hum, partly of warm approval,
partly of excited and jealous comment,
drFB':Ed Andre’s thanks.

. By GGod,” stammered Des Forges,
tnoi.EEr s-slap for the fishy g-grisette

“She’'s going, ves, she's . God
be pralsed!” muttered the Abbe 8t
Vietor.

“What did I tell you? 8t. Benoit
oried, “more than ever we must keep
and Mont

The Duke de Pontchartrain thought-
“1 am

the King has threwn over the griseite,

. or whethe®—" he paused.

“Well?” St. Benolt demanded Im-

ble mystery she will earn the King's : patiently.

“De Nerac is deep, devilish deep”
the Duke mused, “and so is the King.
If De Nerac is not on our side it will
piay old Harry with our plot to have
him ruling the roost in her Majesty's
apartments.”

IMat hils friende laughed his suspic-
ijonf away. De Nerac had immulted the
Pompadour and he had been rewarded
the Queen’s
Guards. What could be better?

Meanwhile Andre, bhaving executed
hiz commiesion and been flattered by

| the Joyful reception of the news by

the Queen's ladies, was somewhat geim:
Iy reflecting In the Mall of the Queen's

| Guarda on this new turn of fortune's
. wheel, Truly the Pompadour was a

wonderful woman. Bhe had promised
to ar and she had kept her word,
To be placed In an offloe which must
dally bring him Into touch with Denise
waa better than he had evar dreamed,

A geniua the Pompadour as he had

. said, and this was the woman whom

and courtlera

the priests and mini
lind foola! They

hoped to expel, Poor

i lttle knew the whole truth. Yes, his

Yo" the Abbe assented. “We muat | 8tar was in the ascendant.
' chievelllan game must be played out; it

The Ma-

promised vietory and Denise.

The rustle of a dress roused him.
It was Denlse, and surely that was the
Chevaller de St. Amant parting from
her.

“You have heard the King's wlll,
Mademolselle,” Andre sald quietly.

“Yes,” she answered. Very lovely
she looked at that moment, though her
manner was strangély cold.

“You do not congratulate me?”

“Nﬂ..' 1

Andre glanced at her with sharp sur-

prise,
“After your kind words on my re-

' demoiselle, more for your congratula-
. tions than for those of any other im

|

Versailles.™
Denise made no reply; she gquietly

| moved away.

|
|

‘Denise,” he broke out passionately.
“Denise——"

“Mademoiselle 1a Marquire, if you
please, Monsieur la Vicomte,” she Iin-
terrupted with her head high in air,
and Andre could only gaze at her in
mute astonishment.

“Yes,” she continued, “Mademoiselle
la Marquise for the future. And if youn
would know the reason ask your con-
science, the consclence of one who was
once & noble and soldier of France.”
Andre would have spoken, but she

mads a peremptory sign with her hand. |

“It is the second time,” she resumed,
“T have been bitterly disappointed. Our
world belleves that you have had the
courage to refuse the temptation of

' that woman, that the King's reward

'
i
|
|
|
i
f

I

[

was due to your courage and you loyal-
ty. Unbappily I know better. You are
Captain of the Queen's Guards be-
cause it i1s the wish of the Marquise

“Mademoiselle!™
“You deny it?’" Bhe paused. “That,

Monsleur le Vicomte, unfortunately
does not make it less true. But do not
be alarmed. I shall not betray your

. secret. And If you will, let my silence

be due to the friendship of the past, a
friendship that you yourself by your
own act have severed.”

She turned her back.on him. But

Andre 5iad swiltly épened the door Tor

{

| wise woman who lived here, but he also

:
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the day would come, he
he should prove that it
d the ambition that it
ch had driven him to defy
the Court, his class and herself.
Eldhm t'n:.l work to be done which
co not wall. He galloped away Into
the woods. “Yvonne,” he called out,
dismounting at the stables of “The
Cock with the Spurs of Gold.”
“Monselgneur,” she exclaimed, filng-
Ing back her matted yellow hair and
springing up. He had surprised her
with skirt pinned up to the knees milk-
ing her sleek cow. She was indeed
Yvonne of the Spotted Cow, Yvonnes of

:
:

g

§

i

g
:

the Spotless Ankles. Bah! it was a pity
her face was so smudged, her bodice
80 ragged and qdirty, for her figure was
excellently straight and supple. “Mon-
seigneur!™ she humbly kissed his hand.

Andre felt strange qualms as he sur-
veyed her in silence. Something inex-
plicable in this peasant wench seem-
ed to make the task he had under-
taken dlsagreeable, almost revolting,
yet she was only a farm servant and he
wks a noble. And the secret perhaps of |
“No. 101" was the prize.

“l want your help, “I want vour |
help, Yvonne,” he sald abruptly,

“My help?” she repeated as if she
did not understand, but there was a
momentary gleam In her eyes. “My
help? He is not happy, Monselgneur?
Ah” she gave a little cry, “the lady
:.Iut he loves, the Marquise, is faith-
esn."

“No,” he Interrupted flercely. “No,
no! It is—"

She put her finger on her lip. “Some
ong 1s coming,” she whispered. “Mon-
seigneur has enemies, many enemles.
He must not be seen here. Come, quick,
quick!”™ i

Bhe half pushed him into the stables,
closed and locked the door and left
him. Andre from within could hear
steps coming to and fro on the stones,
could hear voices. They ceased. The
door opened.

“"Who was it?” he demanded.

“Monsieur the Chevaller de
Amant,” she replied quietly.

“Name of a dog!” he ejaculated. He
drew the girl into the stables, put his
hands on her shoulders. Such firm,
well-shaped shoulders under her dirty-
ill-laced bodice. “Now tell me,” he said
peremptorily, “what you know of the
Chevalier de S5t. Amant.”

Yvonne faced him with a humble
silmplicity. Involuntarily Andre drop-
ped his hands, mastered by that Iin-
definable feelng. “Monsieur the Cheva-
lHer comes here from time to time,”
she answered; “he inguires. for the

St.

would know If Monseigneur visits the
inn and why?" ,

“Ah! And your answer?

“That I know nothing.”

Andre scrutinized her remorselessly.
Bither ghie told the truth or she was a
consumimate attress,

“Did 1 do right, Monseigneur," she |
asked in her simple way, “"lo say what
was not true?” |

“Yea,” he replied gquickly, but not
without a stab of shame. "And my
enemies, Yvoune, what of my ene |

mien ™
“They are great gentlemen of the

Court. They and thelr servanta come

here, too, thay wateh Hml!uuh

They seak a traitor, so th -&L
Andre reflected, 1t was what fear

ed. "1 also seek a traltor, Yvonne" he

began quietly, and I am In great

‘FATHER THOUGHT |
CHILD WOULD DIE |

Suffered with Cuban ltch, and Sores
Covered Body from Head to Foot
— Would Claw Himself and Cry
Ail the Time — Could Not Be
Dressed — Mother Advised to

Try the Cuticura Remedies.

CURED BY CUTICURA
AT EXPENSE OF 75c.

“*My little boy in the Spring of 1901, when
only an infant of three months, caught the
Cugm:l Itch from one of my neighbor’s bables,

: Sores broke out from
ad to the bot-

tom of his feet, He
" would itch and claw
himself and cry =il
Irig:: 1i=}um:a He cﬂli;m
sleep day ornight,

1 had towheel him in
his maost all
the while to keep him
still., He co not
bear tohave his cloth-
ing touch him, and
a H::u%ldt. dress is

of our best doctors to

treat him, and he said

he had the Cuban

Itch, and his treat-

ment did not do any

good. He seemed to

Eet worse, He suf-

fered so terribly that

my hushand said ha

believed he would

have to die. 1 had

almost given up hope

when a lady friend told me to try the Cuticurs
Remedies. She said she cured her Little girl's
#ar, which was nearly @aten up with the
eczema, 1 got acake of Cuticura Soap and
on¢ box Cuticura Ointment, and I washed
him all over with the Cutleura Soap aod
applied the Cuticura Ointment and he at ones
into a sleep, and he slept with ease for

the first time since two months. When he
awoke I applied it again, and it gave him
much ease, and after three applications the

sores began 1o dry up and im
i few days the hide f
2'OF iy fest wnd Biskia
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Ex

. The King,
The traitor is

t promise you,” he pur-

sued, “money, wealth, love. Money 1
" _:uut got; love is not mine to give
is an honmor for a peasant girl”

sh errupted softly, “to be loved by
le who can give her jewels and

fine clothes and pleasure. And then
his love is cold, as needs must

can make her happy with & good

when
be, he
““-'15!: yes, mat Is so. But,” he took

her hand, “1 will not—"

“l am not pretty, alas!” she interrup-
ted again, but the coquetry in her fig-
ure was strangely provocative.

“Peace, child, peace! and listen. I
cannot and will not treat you as others
might. Love it not mine to glve. But I
ask your help, although I promise you
nothing In return save the grateful
thanks of a soldler of France.”

“]l would be your servant,” she whis-
pered, “your servant, Monseigneur.”

Andre felt her hand tremble. For the
moment swift passion tempted him,
and Yvonne was watching him closely
though he did not know it

“Yes,” he saldl brusquely, “vou shall
be my servant, but nothing more.” She
was silent, and he feared he had made
& fatal mistake. “Your help, that is all I
ask, and I ask it because I trust you.”

“I will help,” she said in a low voice.
“I will help.”

He raised her hand to his lips as if
it were the hand of a gentlewoman.
Why he did so strange a thing he
could not have explained.

“No, no,” she cried. “I am not
worthy. Ah! Monseigneur is not as
other nobles. He has pity and respect
even for a peasant wench. He shall not
dishonor himself, and I—I will help be-
cause I am grateful, yes, grateful.” For
& moment she hid her face overcome.

“Adieu, Yvonne,” he murmured, al-
most tenderly. “Adieu, and remember'”
He mounted and rode away. As he
turned into the woods a man rapidly
crossed the bridle track and disappear-
ed, but not before he had caught a
sight of his face. Bomewhere in the
past he had seen that face—when?
Where? He knew he was not mistaken,
though in vain he racked his brains.
And with this fresh torturing thought
he rode into Paris.

Yvonne had stood like one in a
dream long after he had disappeared.
Now she surveyed with |ll-concealed
disgust her pinned-up skirt and clumsy
sabots, now Impatiently brushed a tear
from under the matted halr over her
eyes. “Dieu le Venguer!” She sudden-
ly threw up her arms with a gesture of

| ];u.ln “Dieu le Vengeur!” Then furtive-
L

glancing round she walked slowly

towards the house, On the threshold
some ong met her and for a half-hour
she might have been heard conversing
earnestly, almost pleading. The volces |
ceased. A moment later the Chevaller
de 8t. Amant stepped out from the Inn,
Jauntily flung his gay eloak about him,
and galloped swifily in the direction of
Yersalilles.

CHAPTER XV1.

The autumn evening Nad Aalready
cloeed In on the noble gardens of Ver
sallles. Alleys, parterres, and walks
allke were deserted save by the Foun.
tain of Neptune, where on a seat under
the sombre shadows of the
trees a woman, oloaked to her feet and
hooded, sat patiently watehlng the
’Imlu; gllmmer of the atatuea in the

uak, Bhe had not to walt long before
;.r man cloaked also had quietly jolned
"1 am late, Mademolaelle,” he sald

*“Dut it 1s not my fault.”

: "It dﬂ: nu: I‘.Illlllﬁl". Chewalier,” Den-
56 rep calmly, “the later the better
for both of us.”

“No doubt. Ah, it is noble of you to
come here alone, you who have 80
much to lose iIt——"

“We will not talk of that, please.”
“l am here of my own free will and 1
would risk much more for the sake of
the Queen, my mistress, and for
France.”

“Yet 1 would it were not necessary.”

“Unbappily it is. That woman's sples
have made it impossible that you can
any longer come to confer with the
Queen’s friends by the secret passage:
if we are to succeed in our plan it
must not be known that you, who are
in the King's private service, are an
ally of the Ministers and of the Queen's
parly; nor can you now openly visit
her ‘;HI.IEII]"'I apartments as yau did

“No,” sald the Chegvaller, “the new
Captaln of the Queen’s Guards has pre-
vented that.”

For a minute or two Denise was si-
lent. “Secrecy is necessary to success,”
she resumed In a restrained volce: “I
am here as you know on behalf of the
Queen's advisers; what others may
think cannot affect those who are my
friends, who belleve in me because
they belleve in my—our—oause.”

“Not merely your friends, Marquise,
but those who love you.”

“Monsieur, up there,” ghe polnted to
the majestic front of the palace, where
the lights were beginning to twinkle,
“you can speak Illke that if you think
fit. Down here I beg you to remember
I am an orphan, a girl alone.”

And then both were sllent.

“Are you sure, really quite sure”
Denise began, “that the Vicomte de
Nerac owes his appointment to the in-
trigues of that woman?"

“I am absolutely sure.”

Denise sighed very faintly. “You re-
member your promise not to reveal

this discovery to any one else.”
“TErAmIy. BUT 1§ It Decéssary?”

“No, not necessary. I ask it as =a
favor.”

The Chevaller bowed. Agaln there
was silence, for ber tone did not in-
vite further question, “Have you dis-
covered anything fresh of Iimport-
ance?’ Denise asked presently.

“Several things, Mademoiseélle.”

“Do they concern the Vicomte de
Nerac? she demanded q )

“Nea." ; .
“Then I do not wish to h them. 1

slately |

the traltor and no one will ~“pgrevall
wgainst her.” He paused to add, “And
the man who will discover it for her
Is her friend and servant in secret, the

| Vicomte de Nerac.”
“You belleve that?” she faced him

eagerly.

“Mademolselle, If there is any man
In Versailles who can do it the Vicomte
is that man.”

Denise clasped her hands, “What
can we do, Chevaller?™ she asked.
“What can we do?”

The Chevaller took a step or two up
and down. “There are only two cour-
#es,” he sald very gravely. “Either the
Vicomte must be compelled to break
with the Pompadour—or—" he paused
—*"the King must be persuaded to dis-
miss him from Versallles—in plain
words ruln him.”

Denise drew a deep breath. “Ab,
God!" she murmured, “that woman,
how I hate her! She steals the honor-
able soldiers of France and corrupts
them; she corrupts the King, she
wrongs & Queen who has wronged no
one. Yes, I hate her becanse I am a
woman, to whom because I believe in
God and my noblesse these things are
hateful.”

“You are right, Mademolselle,” (sin-
cerity rang in the boylsh voiee) “to me,
too, she is the symbol in a woman's
form of all that is evil In France, and
it is your France that will suffer for
her ambition and her sins.”

“She will be punished,” sald Denlise,
“God will punish her. Dieu le Ven-
geur!” she murmured.

The Chevaller had drawn a deep
breath. “Dieu le Vengeur!” he repeated
to himself almost mockingly. “It is a
fine motto, Dieu le Vengeur!™

“It is strange,” she mused, “that you,
Chevalier, who were not born a French
noble, should feel as we do.”

“You have taught me,” he answered
quietly. “Yes, yes, when 1 entered the
King's service I found a strange court
and a strange master. It was you who
taught me, what I could scarcely be-
lieve, that there are #till in France
women worthy to be called noble, aye,
and men, too. It is for your sake that
1 work, that I would help to overthrow
and punish that low-born adventuress
who would ruin the King No, Mar
quise,” he added, “I do not forget your
warning, and I say no more than this,
that your love alone keeps me true to
my task, to your—our—cause.”

“T thank you,"” she answered with
simple dignity. “Let us work for
France, Chevalier, and for the right,
and weg shall win.”
bid her adieu and vanished, for
safety required that he should leave
her first Denise sank back into her
peat lost in the bitter thought that An-

| dre, the friend of her girthood, the

lover of whom for all her indignation
she was proud, must efther ruin her
cause or be ruined by herself and her
friends. A step on the gravel startied

her.
“What is it, Chevalier?" she asked

quickly.

The man peered into her face ap-
parently as startled as she was. “It Is
not the Chevalier unfortunately,” An-
dre sald with icey slowness, “but 1 am
obliged for the information, Marquise.”

“Ah!™ It was an exquisitely el
moment. Flight on her part : im-
poesible. “Ah, you came to spy,” she
burst out, beside herself.

“Why deny it?” was the cool an-
swer. “You would not believe me. So It
was the Chevalier de St. Amant who
avolded me so successfully in the

dark just now. Happy Chevalier.”
“l will, I can expiain” she began

incoherently,

“Pnrdun.'r he Interrupted. “The eon-
duet of Mademoliselle la Marquise de
Beau Sejour Ia no affair of mine. I re
gret, however, that as I have Intruded
on you 1 cannot offer you my eacort,
for It |s neither in my Interest nor in
yours, Mademolselle, that you and 1
ahould run the riak of belng seen here
by the Chevalier de St. Amant or by
any one else who talks of secreta to
all hia friends. With nnr“wmlnlu.
therefore, 1 will leave you.

Into her seat with a
o~ impﬂlﬂ all men should dls

it only that his d
the frustration of the _

(1.} B0 CEreTuAYy PYRTJTOw;
:::ﬂ the ‘:!unl humiliation of hersslf
agalnst which all the womanhood In
her cried out. If he had reproached ?"""
accused her, denounced her, insu “od
her! No: he had only been cold as one
who was indifferenl Oor Was ready to

belleve any evil,
vet Andre was as unhappy as she,

ald she have but known it. Purely by
::r:idant on his return from Paris had
he stumbled on Denise in the dark,
and torturing thoughts made him feel
bitter and thenm reckless. Denise, his
Denise' Surely there was nothing 10
live for now. Love was a mockery and
a sham. Women were all allke, faith-
less, vain, frivolous, worthless. He
would do the Pompadour's work with-
out a twinge of consclence now, he
would take what life had to offer of
pleasure and revenge. Yes; bhe would
revenge himself to the full on this per-
jured. Intriguing. and immoral Court,

(To be Continued)
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T. M. WATSON, Prinoipal

« « 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

'I"EE LIVERPOOL axp LONDON axp
GLOBE INSURANCE COMPANY,

FIRE AND LIFE.
‘.:.. Largest Fire Office in

the World.

Capl $10,000,000
Invested in Canada.... 200,000
Rates and premiums as low as any other
r-pmhhmp:z. The llt:huLt-l
losses is prompt The resenroes
and standing of the company afford these
losured in it perfect security against less.
W R WIPDESS
Agent for Lindsay and Victoria County

FARM LOANS,

————ili—

MONEY TO LOAN en M

or any term from 5 to I:Wam

at Lowest Currant Rate of Interest,

with privilege of repayment in instal

: ments when

Expenses kept down tc the lowest

notch. All business of this nature kept

strictly private and confidential,

Uumuudmmuﬂmmtnmuy

and get my terms.

J. H . SOOTHERAN
Land Agent. 91 Kent-st. Lindsay

—

HIDES AND BARK

onhLo';{% M. E?ﬁl Leather Co.,
indsay, HIGHEST
CASH PRIE%, p%r HIDES,
TALLOW and BARK. Offce

and warehouse at Wﬂlm:laon-u_l

Bridge.—6m.

tion, imparted freely to the whites, led ¢

In most valuable medicinal roots |

WANTED! |

- —

PHYSICIANS

P rme—

oste ul }

Coroner for Vietoria t’;’
Office—Ridout-st., cor. Kent and Lind-

say-sts., (former residemce of late D,

Kempt.) Telephone 45. |

R. J. W. WOOD—
Late of Kirkfield.

30 Bond-st., first door west of Camse
bridge-st. Methodist Chureb.
Office Hours — 9to 11 s m.,2to4p mt

fto8p.m Phnuh

J. McCULLOCH, M. D, C. M.
Formerly of Blackstock, Ont.
CRADUATE OF QUEEN'S UMIVERSITY.

Specisal attention will be given to Mid-
ery sof W 1
s e of Women and Diseasep

NOW LOCATED AT JANETVILLE

(Suceessor to Dr. Nasmith.

OLIVE .

M. REA, M.D.C.M.
Graduate of Trinity University and
Ont. Medical College for Women, Toronto

Special attention given to Diseases of
Women and Children.

m_ﬂ' ‘-'It-'t-, m’r
Hours—S to10am., 2 to 5 p.m.

-

DENTISTRY
DR. NEELANDS & IRVINE.

1
ﬁﬂﬂ;'mr eppoeite Simpson Hemse

IDOCTOR GROSS

IDentist - Lindsay
Member Royal Collage Dentsl Surg., Ont.
All modern methods i: the diﬂ"emnt

departments of dentistry successtulty
practiced. ROOMS ON KENT-ST.

DR. F. A. WALTERS

DENTIST, Lindsay.
Honor Graduate of Toronto U .
All ﬁ; istont and m"m._,
Bt n.“f“' Siees ob comme

BUSINESS CARDS

ITTON & SMITH, 0. L. Surveyers
and Civil Engineers. Mail orders
promptly attended to. Box 25, Lindsay,

W E;m uor-, mnflm — NT
. ¥ CH A3B
Hm[ﬂhlﬂdmml——hﬁtm
MONBY TO LOAN, rrivaie and other Pund

e ™ o

| » Jowest raton,

General Accountant, Rea Ertate &-l
Offee: OFERA HOUBE BLOCK, LI Y. -

EIGH R. ENIGHT,

Barrister, Soliciior, Notary
Public, Real Estaie Agent &e
Representing Waterloo Mutual Fire In-

surance Company of Waterioo, the Fed-
eral Life Insurance Company of Hamil-
ton, and the Dominion of Canada

tee and Accident Company of Toronte.

Office of Weldon & Enight, Milne Block
Lindsay.
—-—1“___'_.

BARRISTERS, Ete.

McDIARMID & WEEKS

Barristers.
(Successors to MeSweyn & Smithj,

Have private funds to loan at lowesd
possible rates,
OFFICES—Opposite Pym Hotel Kentss.

Lindsay.
G H. HOPKINS, Barrister, oto, Se
e S T, S
LY LY
Lindaay, ﬂm:—ﬁ %

b‘ OORE & JACKSON, Barristers, ste
R e g e e
al lowest curren: nh‘.. ﬂm 'I’I.'ll.:a-:. Limgosy

F. D, MOORE. ALEX. JACEBON,

McLAUGHLIN, PEEL and

FULTON.

Barristers, Solicitors and

Notaries.
OFFICE : Cormer Ken' ad William»sts.
(Uver Dominion Eank, Lindssy)

Money to Loan on Real Fstate.

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

AUCTIONEERS
JOSEPH MEEHAN,

Auctioneer
FOR THE COUNTY OF VICTORIA.

Lindsay P.0. YL e Ont,
MISCELLANEOUS

JAMES KEITH

Seed Merchant and Dealer Iin

Agrieultural Im ents.
Great care is used te supply every arsle |
true to name and of geed quality.
William-8t., - LINDSAY, On

LINDSAY MARBLE WORKS

' R. CHAMBERS, Prop.

The only up-te-date Mabl Granite
Works in thg County, I.smam;u g desi
lowest prices and best work. Call
see the pneumatic tools at work. Get omy
prices before buying elsewhere.

T ——————————
MONEY TO LOAN AT LOWESY
CURRENT RATES

We are to make ]
3 prepared oans on towa

il
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—_————
AN ADVT. IN THE POST Piys,
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