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CHAPTER XIIL

An hour passed, and still the couv:r-ation
was kopt up with onflagging interest, Al
Lady Jesmond's power of fascination were
brought into play. Ooce or twice his
lordship tarned to me with some common-
place remark, and at one bright smile from
her he instantly forgot me, We were still
out on the balcony, Lord Saxon seated by
her side, whilst I stood gazing at the reosea
with a faint sad heart. What had bappened
that the light had seemed to have lett the
sun and the tragrance to have fled from the
Howera?

Lord Saxon was ‘‘a lorer of beauty and a
dreamear of dreams”—I knew it—and, now
that he had met with a woman of sur passing
lovelinese, he would worship at her shrine,
Why need I mind? With a smile on my
face I stood thers whilet my heart wes
slowly breaking ; for I new, just as well as
if they bad disclosed their thoughts, that a
passionate mutual love was burning in their
hearts., He could never have loved me ; it
had been but a pas:ing fancy, That woman
had st« rmed his heart with her beauty, and
bhe had surrendered,

When the feeling of pain tal somewhat
moderated, I hiard what they wira say-
ing. : .

'E'Nut ride!” cried Lord Saxon. *‘I
thought all ladics rode in Iadia 1"

“1 was an excepton,” she said. ““It is the
one accomplishment above all others that I
migs, "’

' LL»t me teach you,"” he begged eagerly,

““Yoa would not Lk: the trouble,"” she

said coquettishly,

““Trouble!1” he repeated. “Why, it
would give me the greatest pleasure and de-
light.”

“‘We will epcak of it later," she said,

Then came an laterruption, in the shaps
of a message from the nursery, saying that
Mrs. Rivers would be glad if Lady Jesmend
wounld go thereat once, as Sr Guay did not
geem well,

Nello and I were left on the balcony
alone. He had come to ta'k to me of the
silvery moon and the uightingale's song.
Alase, t1as his eyes followed Lady Jramnng,
and, when she had vanished from bis sight,
he stood with a dreamy, musing :mile on
his lips,

‘“‘He is a dreamer of dreams,” I said to
myself, whilst 2 bitter pain seized my heart;
‘‘and now they are of h. r, not of me.”

‘‘Fe'ecia:" he said, turoing to me, *'I
cannot tell you how grieved and distressed
I am at your sudden revirsal of fortune, I
could hardly believe my eyes when I read
my mother's letter, aod found that Jesmond
D2pne was no looger yours. Dy you feel
the loss greatly "

His worde were kind erough, but the
very k'ndness was as a dagger thres: into
my hiare; it showed me how completely
his love was dead,

The loss of Jesmond Dene was so trifling
to me in comparison with this other and
greater loss that I could have laughed at
the qresticn ;but I answered it soberly
enough,

“I telt it mo t deeply; but Ido not re-

gent it. I loved my cousin Paul, and’I
am glad that his son will have the es-
tata.”

**You are very noble and very good,” he
said, "I bave ttought a great deal about it,
and I caunt expiess to you how glad I am
to see you carry such 3 brave heart, Felicia,
Have you deeided yet what you will do 7"

I could have cried out in my anguish that
I bad h« p:d, had thought that he was ¢rm
ing to scttle my future for me; but I
shroaded myselt in a mantle of pride. If
his love for me was so weak that it had
died at sight of a fairer face,, what rad it
been worth ?

I told him I had decided on nothing—
that fo the resent | should remsin with
Lady Jesmond, as she Fad aeked me;a'so
that my aunt was tco ill to be removed,

“I should like to see vour cousin Paul's
little son,” he said, *C rtainly his widow
18 the most beautiful woman I have ever
geen,’’

“A..'ﬂ;,'i
bitterly,

How deaf he was to the anguish that rang
ia my voice ! He langhed frankly, ¢p
parently unaware of the pain he had ciused
me,

““So my mother said, Felicia ; and I am
afraid it 18 frae, But I want to talk to you
of vourself.”

When Lady Jermend returned to the
room, laugling atthe nurse’s anxiety and
unnecestary alarm, he’ immediately left
me, and the next moment I heard him
besceching L.ady Je:mond to drive over to
Dnaorod n, . :

“Ishould like to show yoa the place,”

you worship beauty,” I rem arked,

he :;a.id. Falicia will drive over with
ou,”

““I will think about it," answired Lady
Jesmond, ‘I never make huried pro-
m s2s,”

‘“Felicia,” eried Lord Saxon. *“‘you will
bring Lady Jesmond over to Dunroon "

‘*When she likes to go,” 1 answered,

And then Lord Saxon rose to depart, He
really must go, he said ; he had stayed much
longer than he ought, But even after that
declaration he lingered, talkicg to her, and
watching her every movement with admir.
ing eyes,

5o this was the prosaic end of my love-
story ! Had he cared for me? I could not
tell ; but I believed ke had, or he would not
have kissed me. He tad loved me with a
feeble apology for love which had died when
he saw the fair face of Lady Jesmond, |
had tasted happiness but to lose it ; I had
dreamed my love-dream but to wake and
find it vanished. 1 had been unepeakably
happy for a few days, and now, without any
warning, (the cup of happiness had been
dashed from my lips, the blissful delusion
bad been dispelled,

When Lord Saxon had gone,
mond turned to me,

““Felicia,” she cried, “‘you ars a greater
mystery to me than ever. Imagine knowing
sach a man as that and never speaking of
him ! You must be as unimpreesionable as
marble,”

“You never liked Lady Saxon,” I made
excuse,

It did not follow that I should not like
her ton,” she said, and then added, ‘I
have a presentiment that I shall bacome his
wife, "

*You must wait until he asks you,” I
ventured to suggest

“Yes;and I con make him ask when

Lady Jes.

evir I liked,’ she s:id lvughingly.
Felicia, do you not see ! _

“ Sae what!" I asked impatiently.

“Why, that he is in love with me from
the first moment that we met! I feltic; I
am sure ot it. And, Felicia, Felicia, I am
afraid my own case is like his ! He is the
firat man I have seen whom I should care to

love or marry.” :
“You forget Paul,” I raid, shocked at her

words. R
I do not forget him, Bat, Felicia why
did you never speak to me of Lord S .x-
on ' )
“How could I tell the topic would interest

you !” 1 asked. 1

“You might have been sure, knowing
what & superior min he is. Now I shall
cultivate his mother's friends! ip, and, Fe.
licia, you will take me to Dunrocn "

“*Why,

CHAPTER XITIIL

A year passed, and to me it was of tlow
torturing egony. My strength deserted me,
the colour faded from my cheeks, the light
from my eyes ; but I kept my secret. No
one, except parhaps Lady Saxcn, had the
faintest idea that I had ever cared for thae
handeome Lord of Danroon,

It wes mpossible for me not to watch
Nello and Lady Jesmond as they sauntered
amid the trees and fl ywers, her bright love.
ly face aud golden hair con'rasting with i
dark, proud, manly beanty. Nover wa
lover more devoted than L-rd Saxon, Hoe
came every day. sometimes twice ; and I

could hear his vcice cal'iag “Gabriels, Ga- |

brielle !” as he sought her in the grounds,
He was proud cf her love, and be gloried in
her | rilliant beaaty. If byany clance he,
game when she was engaged or absent, she
would ponr out all his passionats loving
thoughts to m~ Lashings from a fiery
whip could rot 1 ave stung me more ; but I
listened with a émile on my lips, though
every word lacerated my heart, As for
Lady Jeemond, she gave herself up com-
pletely to her love-d) e um,

“I talked of ambition once,” she smaid to
me ; **I never could have had any., [ would
marry Lard Saxon if he were a peasant in-
stead of a prince, as he is,"

““Do you love him so much,” I asked.

“‘I.ove him," she exclaimed, with a warm
glow on her face—‘'1 ve him? That isa
weak exprecsicn, Felicia, It is something
deeper and stronger than simple love, Ial-
ways knew, she continued, *“*that if I ever
loved at all, it would be ia tercible earnest,
I wish [ had more moderation and greater
gelf-control.”’ '

They were acknowledged lovers when she
spoke 1o that enthn iastic fashion : but no
time had been settled for the marr'age, My,
aunt Annette was s'ill lyinz ill, and Lady
S :xon was miserable, :

“‘I do ot like Lady Jesmord,"” she said
to me one day =wvhen we were alone: *‘I
never liked her, tnd I never shall. 1 do
rot trust her. There i3 something strange
snd mysterious in her manner which repels
even more than her glittering loveliness. 1
am apxious that my ton should be hippy ;
but I wish he had chosen differently; she
concluded, with a sigh.

I could not help noting that there were
times when Lady Jesmond seemed unhappy,
when she was restless and upeasy, and
started at the least sound, grew pale when
she heard an unusual noise, I found her at
intervals, with her face clonded in thought
and her bright blue eyes shadowed. It
struck me that she spent much more time
with Mrs, Rivers than she had hitherto
done. They were in constant and close
companionship. always talking eagerly, e 1-
nest'y, aud in whispers. Two other things
struck me as extreme'y singular—how little
thought Lady Jesmond bestowed upon her
dead husbana and how littte love she show-
ed for her child, All her intereat centered
in Lord Saxcn,

The month of Jane came round again,and
still | was an inmate of Jesmond Dens,
could not leave, first, bccause I bad solemn-
ly promised to remain fcra time, and se-
cend y because my aunt Aonette, who was
‘'yiog ill with a spinal complaict, could
nard y endure my being out of her presence.
All rature emilea in the summer sup, and
the nightingales orce a_ain awoke the
tchoes of the night with their melodious
BODg,

At the close (fa sultiy day, when the
moon wae shinirg over vhe i1rees, | went
quietly to hear the nightingales, as I had
once gone with Nello,
thoughts, hot and bitter were oy tears, She
had taken bim fr m me, this beautiful wo-
men whose little son had robbed me of n y
inheritance,

It was alvxn y to be alone, to pour forth
unres'rainedly toe agony of ny heart, to
crouch down on the lung coft grass and sob
out my grief. They were 8lDging 80 exquis-
itely, the nightingales, and yet the sweret
muisc seemed to [tear wy wveiy heart, Ha
would have loved and married me but tor
her | Hsaven forgive me—in that moment
I bat er | Ah, if she had but remained
in ladia—if my consim Paul had but lived !
and the plaint of Biauca among the nightin-
gales came home to ma,

£he had not reached him atmy heart,
With her fine tongue, as enakes indead
Kill fliea ; nor had I, for my part,
Yearned after, in my desperate need,
And followed him, a® he did her,
To coasts left bitter by the tide,
Whose very nightingale, elsewhere
Delighting, tortures and deride,
For stlll they sing, ths nightingales

“1 would not for her white and pink,

Though such he likes, her grace of limb,
Thﬂﬂﬁh kauch he has praised, nor yet I

nk,

For life iteelf, though spent with him,
Commit such sacrileis, affront

God's nature, whicl is love, intrude
‘Tweixt two affianced souls, and hunt

Like spiders in the altar wood.

I canuot bear those nigntingales !

“If she chese sin,
“he might have
She might have

some gentler guise
sinned in, 80 it seems,
i ricked out both my eyes,
And I still see him in my dreams,
Or drugeed me in my BOUp or wine,

Nor left me angry afterward.
To die here with his hand in mina,

Hisbrea h wopn me, were not hard,

Cur Lady, hush those nightingales |

.......... «++-...Bing they so,
And you be sllent ? Do I speak, .
And yon nothear?! Anarm you throw
Hound some one, and I feel so weak.
{]y‘uw]-lgke birds ! They sing for Bpite,
mobey sing for hate, they sing for doom':
I‘hH}'IJ lg{ng through death, who sing through
nig
They'll sirg and stun me In the tomb—
The nightingales, the nightingales !"

In the madness of my cespair I realized
how much I had loved him, He would be
standing now on the balcony with her: Le
would be worshippiog the beauty of her fair
face, his arm encir ling her waist, and he
would kiss her lovely lips. And [ was lyng
there, lone'y, desolats, and broken-hearged |

Bitter were my

Was it just? I cried to» the ri'ent shiniog
heavers. She bad everything. She had
had the trusting love of my bright young
cousin ; she was the mother of his hiir; she
wan TRistress of the house that had been
mine ; she had monty, lands; and now she
had taken him ! Was it fair, because she
bad the brightness of tLe stars in her eyes
and the sheen of the sun in her hair, that
she should take him from me ? Was it fair
that she should #tand in the circle of his
arm, and I lie forsaken there? Was it. fair
that she shovl1 take his carerses and his
kisses while I 8 retched out oy arma to the
El!lpi}' air *

CHAPTER XIV,

There was a surpriee 1n store for me when
I returned from my dismal ramble. T found
that Lord Ssxon had remained rather lator
than usual, and that Lady Jesmond had dis-
carded her widow's wecds. Never shall I
forget the vision of loveliness that met my
dazad eyes. She wore a dress of pale vio-
let vilvet, which contrasted well with her
golden tresses and exquirite ccmplexion, I
had seen, not wany days before, Lord Sax-
on take the little crape cap from her head,
and all her shining hair fall in a golden mass
of ripples and waves about her shapely
shouluers,

‘It is more than a sin to cover such hair,"
he said,

Sle looked upat him with sudden grav-
ity.

“I hope," she answered calmly, ‘“‘that I
shall never commit a greater,”

*Ido not thivk you could commit a sin if
you tried,” he said, his eyes looking into
hers with deep yearning love ; and, to my
surprise, instead of rmiling, her gravicy
deepened,

I'ne remembrance of her dazzling beauty
of that evgping  will never leave
ma, I remember, too, how she
sang to him, and how he leaned adm r-
ingly over her chair and drank in the music
of her sweet vo ce; and then tney went out
on to the balcony, where he bade her good
night, bending down snd kissing her lips,
and breathing pa sionate words into her
ears which seemed to stir her into new
life,

Then he was gons ; and she stood gaziag
after him with a smile sweet and tender,
suca a8 I had seldom seen on her face be-
fore,

We stood together once more: her
face was full of emotion, her eyes wers full
of tears of joy.

“I wall be & good woman my whole life
lcng,” she said suddenly, *'I will be as good
a1 wiman can be ; for, oh, Felicia, I am ko
happy—1 am so unutterab'y happy ! Do you
know what has happened 1"

“"No," I answered faintly ; but iny heart
told me what was coming,

Two warm soft arms wera plated round
my neck, a goldin head nestled on my
bosom, a fair bewitening face was turoed to
mine, tears shone in the blue eyes,

“*Listen to me, Felicia,” she said. “'I am
the bappi-st woman in the whole wide
world., Oh, I will bse good—I will indeed
be good I"

“But you are good now, Gabrielle,” I
said, anxious only to avert the coming an-
nouncement,

*1 will be better I” she cried. *‘Oh,
Felicia, I do not deserve to be so happy "

The white arms tightened their clasp
and the beautiful head nestled more closely
to me,

I shall remempber to day above all other
days." she eaid ; “it is the happiest of my
life. Felicia, I am shy at telling you my
good news. Lord Saxon has asked mos to be
his wife, and wishes me | to marry him
this summer,”

There was a dead silence as her voice
died away ; the emile on her face was full of
upnutterable content,

The blow which I had so lcnz expected
had at last fallen. 1 must go away, far
away, whera I could never hear of T see
either of them again |

“This summer,' she repeated ; “‘and, now
that my happiness is o vear, I—I am afraid
of it—afraid!” she reapeated, raising her
face and kising me, "%an you say any-
thiog that will give me coursge ?”

‘““You have nothing to fear,” 1 said, with
ditficulty,

* lait colder than usual to night?” she
asked, ‘‘The air 18 sweet with roses, but it
seems to me chill;” and I felt a shndder
paes over the graceful figure, *I wish,”
she added, wicth sudden melancholy, *‘that [
had my life to begin over again. All people
mike grave mistskes at oae time or anotner
in their lives, do they not ?"

“Very many do,” I replied—who had
mace a greater one tlanl? ‘‘But surely
you are not amcng the jnumber, Gabr.elle—
lj'ti:_lu can have made no mistake in your
j e Tll

She looked at me with wistful longing
eyis.

“I did not know,"” she said, *‘that pure
love brought so much with it, I find the
first thing is a craving to be worthy of 10,”

*I hope you are worthy of it,” I answer-
ed gravely, Her curious words and man-
ner began to make me feel anxious.

“I will try to be,” she said, “‘Felicia,'
she continued, drawing my face dowa to
hers and kissing it again, ‘‘you have known
Nello longer than I have; do you think, if
he loved any one very much, aad found out
that she he loved had done a great wrong,
he would forgive readily 1”

“‘lt would depend altogether on the na-
ture of the wrong committed)” I replied.
“I should imagins that he would be ready
to cverlook crdinary faults and weaknesses:
but there are some things that he would
never pardon,”

: “What are they ?' she asked breathless-
-

‘““He hates trickery ani deceit,” I an-
swered. ‘‘He would, I believe, almost for-
give murder sooner than anything of that
nature,"

She was looking at me with wide opened
frightened eyes,

“He would sooner forgive murder than
deceit |" she echoed.

The words had a strange sound as she
uttered them, and made a lasting impression
upon me,

“l am sure it is cold,” she remarked,
afl'ner & pause ; and once again she shudder-
ed,

She began to pace up and down the long

rAWing-room,

*“You will think that I am
strangely to night,” she said,
easy ; I cannot rest,"

I attempted to go, but she cried out,
‘Felicia, do not leave me !"

**It is strange,” she said presently, with
rare humility, ‘‘thav out of all the world of
women N¢llo should have chosen ma,”

“l do not think :o0,” I raplied guickly,

behaving
*'T am un-

“*He loves you becauss you are one of the
most beantiful,”

She looked sad and disappointed.

“D> you thivk it 18 only for my heauty
that he loves me ! she asked,

* Would not that content you " I inquir-
ed.

““Not now,” she answered slowly. ‘It
would once ; it will not satisfy me now.
Love has opened my eyes to a hundred
things I did oot know belore,”

“You really dn not seem to have
loved my cousin,” I was startled into s:y-
ing,

**No,” she replied—and her eyes filled
with tears,”’—*‘I did not love Paul—not in
this fashion, at least,”

Then I advised her to go to rest. Her
face way burming her ¢y3s were shiniag
with a strange light, hér golden hair had

fallen over her shouldeis in careless
profusicn, Never was vision of wom iwnhoad
so fair |

‘I am 80 loath to see the happest duy of
my life come to a1 vnd,” she said, *“‘thut I
fecl compelled to linger here. Felicia, have
you ever had wkat peoplecsll a preseni-
m:nt ?’

' Yes, often,” I answered.

‘*“Have th: v been real zad 1’ she asked,

‘““More often than not,” I rep'ied,

“I have a presentiment to-night—a feeling
that tells ma to -morrow will not be like to-
dey."”

*“You will bs happicr thin ever to-mor-
row,” I said. “‘Lord Saxon will coms aver
to Je-mond Dene quite early, and will want
to diire you or ride with you to one of your
favousite haun 8. Than you will romp on
the staircase with little Guy ; yon will go
off in excellent spirits ; and you wll have
quite forgotten your presentiment when you
return.”

“Grod night, Felicia,” she s8:il; ‘'you
have comforted me,”

I kissed her, and said “'Good night.”

When I awoke the next morsing, my first
thought was that I must go from Jesmond
Dene. I could not bear to remain in the
place that had seen my hopes crushed and
my love ruthl.ssly blasted.

Just as I had prophesied, L rd Saxon
came over quite early, as he wanted
to drfve Lay Jesmood to St Michael's
Pricry, a fnoe rain about ten miles dis-
tant.

““A whole day oy, darling, out in the
sunshine together I" [ heard him say,

Ta+y went to the nursery, whence [ heard
issne peals of sweet childish laughter. |
went after them with a message tor Lay
Jesmond, Lord Saxon was tossing the
child in his arma, delighting and frighten-
ing him at the same time, fﬂr y Jesmond
was speaking to the nurss at the other end
of theroom and agan [ caught the words,
‘“Be careful, Gibrielle ;" and once more I
wondered why the nurze should presume so
to address her mistreas,

Nello and Ly Jesmond rode away ‘to-
gether, and there was no shadow ou her
love y lsughing face a1 she wished ma a
plecsant ''(Good morning,"

(TO BE CONTINUESD. )
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Two Popular Singers.

Mrs. Agnes Corlett-Thomson, who
will be remembered by many of our read-
ers as Miss Corlett, is rapidly coming to
the front as a singer of much more than
average merlt. Her voice is a pure,
sweet ‘‘stoccato” soprano, particularly
strong, and marked with a fullness of
tone and purity of production but seldom
met with. She is also a good type of an
ideal Canadian, rich in good health, with
that bright and c'ear complexion charac-
teristic of her countrywomen. Last May
she married Mr, J. F. Thomson, a bar-
tone of whom Canada may well be proud,
As yet a young man, he has has already
filled engagements with a number of high
class opera and concert Companies,
[t was with the Strakosch and Litta
Companies that his greatest successes were
made. While with them he appearcd
with such great artists as Marie Roze,
Torriani, Annandale, Litta, Brignoli,
Tagliapietra, Kellogg, Carey, Perugini,
Conly, etc. The Boston Herald in speak-

ing of his debut there said:
‘“‘Another debutant, Mr. J. F.
Thomson, scored the success of

the evening by his artistic singing. He
possesses a magnificent baritone voice of
over two octaves in compass, particularly
strong and pure, even in all its registers
and highly cultivated, which he uses with
great taste and expression. His numbers
were ‘‘The Torreador Song" (Carmen) and
**Si tu Savais” (Balfe.) He was enthusi-
ast'cilly encored after each, and his num
ber given in response, ‘‘Good Company”
Adams), and ‘“Awake” by the same com-
poser, but increased the good impression
his first selections excited,” '

Mr. and Mrs., Thompson, remain in
Toronto until the spring, when they ex-
pect to go to New York, and finish their
musical studies.

One of Frouae's Svories of Carlyle,

It 18 no exagzeration to say that if one of
the stories in Froude's ‘‘ Thomas Carlyle”
had been published during the historian's
life no woman, unless possibly one of his
kinefolk as hard as bimself, would ever have
spoken to him again. His wife, suffering
from the combined effects of chrenic neu-
ralgia and a terrible fall, with the nerves
and muscles of one side entirely disabled
ley on her bed, unable to close her mouth,
Hs came into her room, looked at her, while
he leaned against the mantelpiece—an act
inteneely irritating fo a woman not vain, in-
deed, but procudly desirous not to look jll—
and said: *'Jane, ye had better shuv your
mouth, Jane, ye'll find yourself in a more
ccmpact and pious frame of mind if ye shut
your mouth.” That Mrs. Carlyle endured
this gibe and afterwards remained near the
man who inflicted it upon her, says much
for her constancy; but ne woman who reads
its crude brutality canafterwards be op:n to
conviction that there was anything sood
about Carlyle,

B
The Dunce’s Cap in the East,

A party of s i=ntific travellers who had
gone out to Egypt to examine the Pyramid
spent a portion of their time in visiting the
public elementary schools in Cairo. What
was thelr surprise to s2e a Earopean “‘stove-
p'p2" hat hanging on the wall in almost
every school-room. In reply to the inter-
preter's inguiry,one of the teachera said that
the most «ilicacious punishmect for refrac.
tory bovs was to be compelled to wear the

|

hat,— [D:utsche Hutmacher Zsitung,

Wrecked Manhood

Victims of youthful indiscretions suffer-
ing from-nervous debility, lack of self-
confidence, impaired memory, and kin-
dred symptoms, should semd three letter
stamps for large illustrated treatise, giv-
ing means of certain cure, with numerous
testimonials. Address World's Dispensary
Medical Association, Buffalo, N. Y.

Rich men are * borne to the skies on
o wery beds of V's,”

Another Life Saved,

About two years ago, a prominent
citizen of Chicago was told by his physi-
cians that he must die. Tney said his
system was so debilitated thas there was
nothing left to build on. He made up
his mind to try a *‘ new departure.” He
got some of Dr, Pierce's ** Golden Medi-
cal Discovery” and took it according to
directions. He began to improve at once.
He kept up the treatment for some
months, and 18 to-day a well man. Hae
says the ‘* Discovery” saved his life.

A grate singer—Tne tea kestla,

**Frailty, thy Name is Woman,”
— Hamlet,

That she ia frail, often in body,

**'Tis true, 'tis true 'tis a pity.
And pity ’tis, 'tia true,”

Dr. Pierce's *‘Favorite Prescription’ is
the best restorative tonic for phyasical
frailty in women, or female weiknoesses
or derangements. By druggists. Price
reduced to one dollar,

A strong comnination —Limburger chease,

With Satisfaction.

Polson's NErviLiNg, the new and cer-
tain pain cure, is used with satisfaction in
every instance. There 18 abundant rea-
son for this, for it performs all that is
claimed forit. Nerviline is a never-fail-
iug cure for cramps, pains in the side or
back, lumbago, sore throat, chilblains,
toothache. Nerviline is in fact a sure
remedy for all pains, both internal and
external. Try a 10 cent sample bottle.
Large bottles only 26 cents, by all drug-
gists and country dealers.

‘““ Dog-will" is the new color,

¢ Parp-"11,”
How They do it.
So-called respectable people would
hasitate considerable before pilfering
your pockets in a crowded thoroughfare.
That would be too too. The same dis-
crimination i8 not indicated by the so-
called respectable druggist when that
wonderful corn cure, L' vTNAM'S PAINLESs
CorN EXTRACTOR, is asked for. He will
pilfer your pockets in the most genteel
manner by substituting cheap and danger-
ous substitutes for the geniune Putnam's
Corn Extractor. Watch for these gentle-
men, and take none other than Putnam’s
Corn Extractor. Sold by druggists

everywhere. N, C. Polson & Co., King-
atun, proprs.
A felcn ou the finger is worse than two iu

] ail,
Young Men !—Read This.

Tae Vorraio Berr Co, of Marshall,
Mich., offer to send their celebrated ELEkc-
TRO-VOLTA10 BELT and other ELECTRIO Ap-
PLIANCES on trial for thirty days, to men
)young or old) afflicted with nervous debili-
ty, loss of vitality, and all kindred troubles,
Also for rheumatism, neuralgia, paralysis,
and many other diseases, Complete restor-
ation to health, vigor and manhood guaran-
teed. No risk is incurred as thirty days’

trial is allowed, Write them at once for
illnatrated namnhles fraa

$1 E-)_OO‘—SPLuim D CHANCE FUR RIGHT
. m-mll—qutlarg hllmcltlt'n.unp husiness store

exolusive n nbrella repairiee t f

Apply to C,CHAMBERS, Osh urI:. ﬂntﬁ Hhaeo

Printing Press For tale.

Hos Drum Cylinder, in first-class workiog order fo
#ale cheap, size of bed 27} x 33} Also HEEI:'I‘.'G{:IIIILI.:
Bogk-trimmer a8 good as new.

WESTMAN & BAKER
119 Bay Street Toronto.

A. R. WILLIAMS,

DEALER IN
MMACHINERY,
ENGINES, IRON TOOLS, SAW-MILLS,
BOILERS, WOOD TOOLS, SHINGLE-MILLS,

BELTING, BAND 3AWS, LATH MILLS,

Bend for new ciroular, mentioning this paper.

SOHO MACHINE WORKS, TORONTO.
Compound Oxygen

Cures Bronchltis, Neuralgia, Consumption, Rheumat-
ism, Asthms, Catarrh Diyrpepsia, Serefuls, Chronio
Hore Throat, Nervous Exhaust on, Paralysis, etc., eto.
Home and cfice treatment. Trial fre a, O+-ryous
di ‘enses find speedy relief avd permanent cure. Thoose
diseases
13 Kwmg St

e

It runs te

aua lot), for sale ;
district.

who are suffering from any of vne above namad
wmlld ive Compound Oxygen & Trisl.
eal,

orowto,

l UPIURE--EGAN BIMPERIAT,
- THUSS, with & Spiral Spriog :
el Ll het aver iu‘runtmf. Took ten

¥eara to perfect, ures every child,

8 out of 12 adults. Holds the worst
Hernin, during hardest work or monay

refunded. 25 years practioal exper-

ience. Oirculars free. Address, the

EGAN IMPFERIAL TRUSS CO,, 23

Adelnide Bt. East, Torunto, One.

CHRISTMAS CARDS BY MAIL
BOYS a,{;d GIRL.S

{(bath large and amall)
Can meke money for Christmas by selling
our Cards io Friends and Ne ghbers

everywhere,
for this season

Our Card Packages a6 eeacisen

asgortment is largerand 1he qnality of the
cards finer than aoy previous year. A very
handsome profit can be realized, asthe prices
are less than wholesale, Our stock is select-
ed from the pest makers of the world, and is
very choice. No two alike. wemember post-
age prepaid. )

No. 1.—¥or 25 cents we will mail you 25 beau-
l'.lrull;l emall size caras, worth from 3 to 5 cents
each.

No. 2.—For 5) cents we will mail you above,
Wit&t the addiudon of four handscms fringed
cards.

No. 3. —For fifty cents we will mail you 25
beautiful medium size cards, worth from 5 to
10 cents each,

No. 4. —For $1 we will mail you mame as No,
3, with six elegant medium wize fringe cards.

No, 5.—For 31 we wild mail you 25 large alzs
cards worth from 10 to 15 cents each.

No 6.—For $2 we will mail you sames as No.
5, and gix very handsome large size fringed
carda.

No. 7.—For $3 we will mall you 100 sama
kind of cards a8 No, 5,

Fringeid Cards,

Hand-Palnted Cards,
Ivory and Iverine Cards and other novelties
at 10, 15, €5, 50, 75 cents, mnd $1.00 each which
will be salccted with care for different tastes
and ages.

Eirthday Card Packages, excepting for
Nos. L and 2, put up ana meiled game &sthe
Christmas Carde : or 1f sodesired they can be
Assorted thrisimas and Bicthday, Cards
meiled same day as order received. Casly
musi always accompany order. Address
MAITTHEWS BROS, & Cu., 93 Yonge Street,
T oronto, Ont.




