To-Morrow.

BY NORA PERRY.

To-morrow, and te-morrow,
O fair and far away,

Whafc treasures lie. when hope is high
Along your shining way.

Wh%romises fulfilled.

2" better deeds to do

Than ever %et, are softly set
Beneath your skies of blue.

To-morrcw, and to morrow,
O sweet and far away.

Still ever more lead on before
Along your shining way.

Still ever more lift up our eyes
Above what we have won,

To higher needs, and dner deeds
That we have lef)undone.

SWEET GILLIAN.

A Talc of the Beginning of the
Century.

CHAPTER V.—(Concluded,)

As the bell of St Gudule boomed mid
night, one of these cirts, into whi 'h the col
onel had been lifted together with a dozen
other groaning, -writhing, mangled human
beings, rolled through the Namur Gate into
the oity, Lionel \wvking by its side. Al-
though midnight, there was more movement
and noise than in mid-day ; every house waa
illuminated, from the hotels—now converted
into hospitals—to the poorest beershops,
wherein groups of native soldiers, who had
rushed away at the first onset from the fiald
of battle, were endeavouring to explain away
the news they had brought of the utter over
throw of Wellington and Blucher! The
streets were crowded with eager, excited,
chattering, gesticulating townsfolk, amongst
whom were soldiers of every branch of the
English Bervice, wandering about in search
of their regiments, from which they had been
separated in the rush and excitement of the
final pursuit.

The cart in which was the colonel stopped
at the church of the Augustines, now the
post-office. Here the lamps and candles,
whioh had been lighted for a grand thanks-
giving mass, threw a soft glow upon a strange
impressive scene—upon writhing forms, up-
on ghastly uptuined faces, upon the figures
of black-draped Sisters, who moved noise-
lessly amongst the heaps of ensanguined
straw ; and of surgeon* busy at their dread-
ful work. Eleven hundred men, who had
marched out at daylight full of hope and en-
thusiasm to the inspiring strains of military
music, lay crowded here in every conceiv-

able attitude of|] agony—moaning , shouting
Intheir delirium strange battle-cries, sob-
bing like children, striking out as if in actual
conflict—some of whom would sob and shout
and strike no more. The scene at the Au-
gustines was being enacted in every oth r
public building of the city, for the long lines
of country carts still rolled in, bringing
friend and foe, Englishman and Frenchman,
Prussian andHanoverian; the boy recruit and
the grizzled veteran, the humble drummer
and the medalled staff officer, the gigantic
Guardsinan and the light voltigeur, until
there was no room for more, and the dead
man whose last breath had just been gasped,
was hustled away to make room for the
mangled living.

Lionel asked the colonel, who had some-
what recovered, if he had friends in Brussels,
and recoiving a faint negative shake of the
head in reply, placed him gently on a heap
of straw just vacated by a French lancer,
and directing the attention of a Sister to
him, went to the surgeon’Btable and had the
ball extracted from his own shoulder. He
was returning to the colonel’s side, when a
gentle hand was placed on his arm, and a
soft voice uttered hisname. Turning around
with a start, he beheld—Gillian | There
was no time for more than an astonished ex-
clamation ; but the eyes of the lovers thus
strangely brought together spoke more elo-
quently than the most burning words.

‘1 am at the Hotel du Parc,' she said hur-
riedly. ‘1 have been driven from home ;
but we shall meet again.’

Lionel could not speak. He felt that the
girl had come hither for him, and for him
alone ; his heart was full, and tears blinded
his eves. But duty having recalled him to
a sense of what was due to others, he con-
ducted the girl to where the colonel was ly-
ing, and bidding her a whispered an revoir,
hurried away to discover the whereabouts
of his regiment.

Early tbe next morning, he called at the
Hotel du Parc, and found Gillian. On the
sunlit veranda they sat and talked with
all the glad enthusiasm of lovers re united
after a long sickening suspense. Gillian
told him how since the departure of the reg-
iment Edward Trent had been unceasing in
his persecution, and how he had persuaded
the squire to force a marriage—how she had
fled from home, and alone had made her way
to Brussels as a Sister of Mercy. Lionel, in
turn, to!d her about the poaching affair and
the trial, and asked who the old colonel was
whose life he had saved, although he of
course made no allusion to the act. And
when Gillian replied that he was Colonel
Adairthwaite, an old friend of the dead
squire’'B, and her own protector and champ-
ion, the young man felt that, after all bis
weary waiting and ill-luck, the clouds were
rifting.

‘You will return home with him, Gillian,
will you not V asked Lionel. ‘But do not
allude to me. Edward Trent must be
brought to justice ; and if the colonel should
mention my name, he would be warned, and
enabled to escape. We are already under
orders to return home, | believe ; but you
will probably be there before me. One more
thing, dearest. You will hear of our artival,
and on the first day after, will you be at the
old place at the old time ?’

‘1 faithfully promise.’

Then they separated—Gillian to do her
work of mercy, Lionel to his regimental
duties.

Three weeks after these events, Edward
Trent and the squire were together in the
study at Hingleton Hall. Matters between
them were evidently not of an amicable na-
ture, for the squire was striding up and down
the little room, his hands thrust deep into
his pockets, as was his wont when annoyed,
his usually beaming genial face dark as thun-
der ; whilst tho lawyer, with a quill-pen
crushed between his fingers, was standing
with his taeth set and his eyes flashing.

‘Very well, Trent,’ said the squire, stop-
ping short; ‘you’ve heard my answer. Now
clear off, and do your worst; or | shall risk
the consequences, and put you out. You've
driven my daughter away. God knows
where sbe is !” Just aB he said these words,
through the open windows came the sounds
of cheering, growing more and more distinct,
Edward Trent turned pale. The sqaire’s

angry look brightened into one of joy ; he
rushed to the door. In afew moments there
was a sound of many feet on the gravel-path
and the roar of deafening cheerB ; and acar-
riage, dragged by a tcore of stalwart rustics,
appeared, in which were seated Sweet
Gillian and Colonel Adamthwaite.

There is noneed to detail the scene which
followed : how it was with the greatest dif-
ficulty that the squire could make his way
through the crowd of enthusiastic villagers,
all eager to shake hands with the squire’s
daughter and the old colonel; how the ap-
pearance of Edward Trent was greeted with
a volley of hisses and groans; how, when
silence was with difficulty restored, the col-
(nel made a short, vigorous speech, thank
ing thefolk for their reception, and informing
them that it was by the merest chance that
he was there to do so ; bow he described the
gallantry of theold regiment in general, and
of one hero, whom he dared not name yet,
in particular. Then Sweet Gillian, flushed
with excitement and pleasure, but seeming
ill and fatigued, leaning on the squire’'sarm
had to make a speech ; and the steward
brought out barrels of ale ; and tho cheering
and health-drinking went on until some one
with sharp earn declared that he heard dis
tant music, whereupon a general rush was
made for the village just in time to meetthe
head of the returning regiment as it swept
round the parsonage corner.

Early the next morning, Gillian, who was
unusually flushed and excited, said to the
colonel, who was staying at the Hall for a
few days ; ‘ Colonel, shall we take one if
ourold walks together across the Park Mead-
ow and back by the stables ?’

‘Yes, my dear, with all my heart,” replied
the old gentleman. * ft will be quite a treat
to smell a little pure, fresh English country
air, and to see green hedges, after the atmos
phere of Brussels.’

So they linked arm in arm, and crossing
the lawn, struck straight down to the Park
Meadow,

‘| daresay the poachers have bad some
fine games since you’ve been away, colonel;
said Gillian

Confound them 1 Yes ;| daresay they
have, although at this time of the year there’s
precious little to be had worth the risk of
two years injail.—Why, dash my straps and
buttons, if there isn’t But | wont be
hard on him.” So saying, he clenched his
cane, and strode off straight to where a man
clad in red uniform was reclining on the
grass, Gillian followed, her heart almost
leaping within her, for Bhe knew very well
who the intruder waB andfor what purpose
he had come.

At the oolonel's appearance, the man, in-
stead of bolting over the fence, arose, sprang
to attention and saluted.

The colonel’s old anti-poacher feeling was
too strong for him to treat with calmness
this cool impertinence. In spite of the gen-
erous sentiments he had just expressed con-
cerning poachers, he walked up to Lionel
Gaskell—for he of course it was—and in a
voice of thunder said : *‘ Confound you, sir
what do you mean by trespassing on other
people’s property—and in uniform too, and
with a sergeant’s stripes 1 Why, you can't
have been in the place half a day, and yet
you are up to your old tricks again I Look
here; I'll’-——--

‘1 beg your pardon, colonel,” interpose-
the intruder with a smile. The smileirrita-
ted tho colonel beyond measure, and he
again uplifted his cane.

‘Hear what he has to say, colonel,’ whis-
pered Gillian, who was longing to spring for-
ward into the arms of her lover.

‘1 was only going to remark, sir, that you
don’t appear to remember me,1 said Lionel
calmly.

‘Remember you 1l Not likely, when I've
sent scores of sham soldiers like you to pri-
son for poaching ?'said the colonel.

* Ah ; it was quite dark when you left the
field of Waterloo,’ said Lionel.

The colonel started, and the cine dropped
from his hand. 1Why—what—how—ex-
plain yourself ' he stammered. °‘ Surely
you can’'t be'—

‘ Lionel Gaskell of Hingleton, at your ser-
vice,’ said the young sergeant, again bring-
ing his hand to the salute.

‘Why, I'min a dream. Lionel GaBkell
was killed at Talavera; |'ve Been his death
certificate,” said the colonel. ‘Yet, the

brave fellow who saved my life, said his name
was Lionel Gaskell.’

Gillian could no longer,
but rushed forward and herBelf into
Lionel’'sarms, whilst the colonel looked from
one to the other with the utmost perplexity.

‘Yes, colonel, she said, ‘this is Lionel
Gaskell, and he it was who saved your life ;

herBelf
threw

restrain

and, colonel, I may as well admit that | am
betrothed to him.’
‘Well, its a most wonderful world,” ex-

ciaimed the old soldier. * First of all, a man
who has been killed at Talavera comes to
life again ; and then a girl who used not to
stir from home, declares she’s betrothed to
him 1’

‘ Oh, but I've known Lionel along time,
colonel,” said Gillian ; *‘and this is the very
spot where we met and fell in love with each
other.’

‘ But how about that death certificate?
asked the oolonel.

‘ Perhaps Mr Trent can tell you more
about it than | can, said Lionel. ‘At any
rate 1'm Lionel Gaskell, and Miss Ramsdon
is my betrothed.’

‘ Well, sir, said the colonel, ‘all | can
say is that | heartily congratulate you, not
only upon winning Buch a good, true, Kkind-
hearted lass, but upon having saved her from
the clutches of that sneaking, soft-speaking,
double-dealing rascal of a lawyer. | owe
you adebt that | can never repay ; but if you
never have mother friend in life, you’ll have
one in me.—And now, let’'s go home and
astonish the squire.’

‘ One moment, colonel, said Lionel. ‘You
said just now that you owed me adebt you
could never repay. If you will not broach
the subject of my father’s will to the squire,
I shall consider it as full payment, ifl can
call a return made for doiDg what any other
man would have done under the circumstan-
ces, payment.’

‘ But, my dear sir, justice must be done.
That rascally lawyer has deceived the squire
and all of us.’

At that moment, a dark figure came be
tween the talkers and the sunlight, and
squire Ramsden stood before them. ‘ No,
colonel,” he said, * Trent did not deceive me.
Now that all is over, | miy unburden my-
self of aterrible weight, which has oppressed
me unceasingly during the past five years,
and yet which | have not had the moral cour-
age to throw off. | have been all this time
a wretched impostor, occupying a position
which is no more mine than it isyours. The
man before yon iathe original Lionel Gaskell,
who was reported dead, | have only seen

him once since his return from the Peninsu-
la, and that was a month ago, when | sent-
enced him to two years’ imprisonment for a
crime he did not commit.— Don’t Bpare me.
Trent is wicked, but | have been as bad. It
was he who suggested to me, when | was a
poor struggling clerk, that I might succeed
to the inheri‘ance of Hingleton if I allowed
him to pull the wires. Ho named his price—
the hand of Gillian—and | agreed. He pro-
duced a certificate of the death of Lionel
Gaskell. The news almost broke the heart
of the poor old !quire, who had been fret-
ting about his only son ever since he had en-
listed and went abroad ; and he altered his
will inmy favour. That is the whole of the
disgraceful Btory, except that the poaching
affair was a trap laid by Trent to get Lionel
into our hands I've no more to say. My
Gillian will be happy with the good brave
husband she has chosen, and | can go away
and hide myself from the world. As he
spoke these words, his stalwart frame shook
with emotion, and tears filled the eyes that
had never been dimmed since the death of
his wife long years before.

‘No, no, papa I said Gillian, embracing
him. ‘We all forgive you. No one need
know any more about the matter, and we
can all te happy together.’

‘Amen I cried the colonel. ‘But that
blackguard lawjer—he mustn’t be allowed
to getcff. | should never cease reproaching
mypelf, if he didn’t get his deserts.’

‘ Don’t trouble about him, colonel, said
Lionel; ‘it isn't worth his whilo to show
himself in Hingleton. They half killed him
last night by drenching him under the pump
and pelting him through the streets.

That the wedding of Lionel Gaskell with
Sweet Gillian was celebrated with such fes-
tivities and rejoicings as the oldeBt Hingleton
inhabitant could not recall, need not be said.
Edward Trent disappeared from the place,
and was never «eenor heard of again in those
parts ; and although the Equire could not be
the same man that he was, he showed him-
self as affectionate a father to the young mar-
ried couple as Colonel Adamthwaite proved
himself a trusty friend. Lionel's name ap-
peared in the papers as gazetted to a com-
mission ‘ for distinguished gallantry in the
field ;” but his future military duties were
confined to work with the Fenshire militia,
and he settled down as a country gentleman
of the most popular type.

How Lives are Saved.

The method usually adopted of saving
lives from shipwreck, may be best under-
stood by supposing an actual case and des-
cribing the operations of the surfmen.

If the sea will permit, the people on the
vessels are brought ashore in the ‘ ‘surf-boat. ”
If a high seais running, however, this is
rendered impracticable, recourse is had to
the “Breeches Buoy.”

When the discovery of awreck is announc-
ed at the station, all the apparatus is car-
ried along the beach to the point nearest the
wreck, The Lyle gun, asmall brass cannon,
which weighs one hundred and seventeen
pounds, is loaded with powder.

Then into its mouth is slipped a long steel
“projectile,” to the outer end of which is
attached a light but stout line, called the
“shot line.”

Then the gun is aimed and fired. The
projectile followed by the long cord flies out
toward th<o wreck, passes over it, and drops
into the sea, and the “shot line” falls on
deck. Thus the first means of communica-
tion is established between the wreck and
the shore

The crew of the vessel now pull in this
<shot line,” until they draw on deck a pul-
ley block, which the men on shore have tied
to it.

Through this pulley block is running an

endleBS line,” that is, a long line which is
called endless, because the two ends have
been fastened together. It runs also through
another pulley block, which haB been kept
on shore.

The sailors tie their pulley block well up
on the mast, and the men on shore fasten
theirs to a “sand anchor,”” which they have
firmly buried in the sand.

You have often seen the double string
which children, living across the street from
each other, run between their houses and
nail a “telegraph.” It is a long, endless
line, running through a pulley, or a staple,
at each end, and when a basket or other ar-
ticle is tied to one side of the double line,
and the other Bide is pulled in, the basket
of course moves off across the street.

This is like what has now been rigged be-
tween the vessel and the shore. When the
pulley block is tied on to the mast, it pre-
sents somewhat the appearance indicated in
the cut.

So now the men on shore can tie anything
onto the endless line, running through a pul-
ley block at each end, and starting the cir-
cular motion of the line, soon send it out to
the vessel.

What they do tie on is the end of a great
hawser, or heavy rope, and when the haw-
ser iadrawn on df»k, it is at oncefastened on
a few feet above the pulley block.

Then the other end of the hawser, which
has been kept on shore, is hauled in as tight,
or “taut,” as possible, and also fastened a
few feet above the pulley block, which haa
been tied to the sand anchor.

Now the “breecheB buoy " is brought out
by the men on shore.

This is a circle, Jor large ring ot leather
stuffed, of perhaps two feet in diameter.
Hanging below it is a pair of stiff canvass
knee breeches.

It is now hung from the heavy hawser, bo
that it can slide freely to and fro upon it.
Then it is fastened to one part of the endless
line, the other part of the line is hauled
steadily in, and away moveB the buoy, slip-
ping along on the hawser from which it
hangs and drawn by the small endless
line, to whioh it is secured.

One person is dropped in through the cir-
cle, with one leg in each side of the canvass
breeches.

The circular line, which has been describ-
ed, is fastened also to the buoy, or rather
to the pulley block of the buoy, and is again
put in motion, and tho buoy retraces its
course to the shore.

The rescued person is taken out, and
again and again the buoy makes the jour-
ney, until every one on board is brought safe
to land.

Announcement is made of the death at
the age of 95 years of Gabriel Kmery of Lens,
Switzerland. He fought at Borodino, saw
Moscow burned, was at the passage of the
Beresina, survived the terrible retreat,
fought at Lutzen and Bautzen, and was
taken prisoner at Leipsic.

SLAUGHTER OF CHINAMEN.

The Terrible Tragedy at the Union Pacific
Mines lu Wjomling.

A glance over the battle ground reveals
the fact that many of the bullets fired at the
fleeing Chinamen found their mark. Dying
in the smouldering embers where Chinatown
stood wereten charred trunks, while another,
which had evidently been dragged from the
ashes by hogs, was found in the sage brush
near by. A search resulted in the finding of
the bodies of five more Chinamen, killed by
rifle shots while fleeing from their pursuers.
All were placed in pine coffins and buried.
Some six or eight others were found serious-
ly wounded, and were cared for by the rail-
road officials. Reports frt m along the line
of the railroad are to the effect that China-
men have been arriving at small stations
east and west, and they say that a large
number of tha fugitives were wounded iu
the recent attack, and that many have per-
ished in the hills. It is feared that no lees
than fifty lost their lives.

This trouble has been brewing for months.
The contractors who run tho mines have
been importing Chinamen iu large numbers
and discharging white men, until over GO0
Celestials were in their employ. It is said
that mine bosses have favored the Chinamen
to the detriment of white miners, and it need-
ed only a spark ta kindle the flames. This
was furnished by a quarrel between a party
of Celestials and whites in mine No. 6, over
their right to work in a certain chamber.
A fight ensued and the Chinumen were worst-
ed, four of them being badly wounded, one
of whom has since died. The white miners
then came out, armed themselves with fire
arms aud notified the men in the other three
mines to come out.

Meantime all was excitement in China
town. The flag was hoisted as a warning,
and the Chinese working in different parts
of the camp fled to their quatters. The
miners gathered on the front streets, about
100 of them armed with guns, revolvers,
hatchets and knives, and proceeded toward
Chinatown. Before reaching therethey sent
a committee of three to warn the Chinamen
to leave in an hour. This they agreed to do,
and started to pack up, but in about half an
hour the white men became impatient and
advanced upon the Chinese quarters, shout-
ing and firing their guns into the air. With-
out offering resistance, the Chinese fled, with
whatever they could snatch up, to the hills
about a mile east of the town, the miners fir-
ing at them as they ran. The miners then
set fire to some of the houses, and soon eight
or ten of the largest houses were in flareR
Half choked with fire and smoke, numbers
of Chinamen came rushing from the burning
buildings, and with blankets and bed quilts
over their heads, to protect themselves from
stray rifle shots, they followed their retreat-
ing brothers into the hills at the top of their
speed. A laundry in town was next visited,
and the inoffensive inmates were shot dead.
All the employees of the coal department of
the railroad were ordered to leave town,
which they did on the evening tiain. Dur-
ing the night all the Chinese houses ia town,
numbering nearly fifty, were burned to the
ground. A number of Chinamen who were
hiding lied from the burning buildings.

The miners are entirely unorganized in
the crusade, and, although a large number
of them are Knights of Labor, the move was
not made under their directions. The miners
have not been working Bince the riot. Busi-
ness iB almost suspended, and everything is
quiet.

NEWSPAPER READING.

Education and Intelligence Increasing the

Dvmand.

This is emphatically a reading age. Re-
latively with our enlarged educational facili-
ties the [reading public has increased in
number. Where heretofore those who could
not read were in the majority, the rule haB
been reversed, and now a person who can-
not read is regarded a* a ouriosity, but yet
deserving the stncerest sympathy. In every
department of life the demand for newspaper
reading is ever on the increase. The boy at
school, the young man in the workshop or
in theoffice, the younggirl indomestic service
or behindthe counter, the master at the desk
and the mistress in the parlor, all look with
equal eagerness for the regular appearance
of the local journal. To supply the grow-
ing demand for newspaper reading the city
dailies publish large weekly editions, made
up almost entirely of the matter which ap
pears from day to day in the daily. These
weekly reprints of the great dailieB are sup-
plied at such a ridiculously low subscrip-
price as threatened at one time to totally ex-
tinguish the local country sheet, whioh could
never afford to furnish the quantity of read-
ing matter given in the large foreign week-
lies. To meet the difficulty which here
presented itself, the ready-print system was
inaugurated. Firms were established which
make a specialty of furnishing to country
publishers ready-printed sheets, containing
the essence of each week’s happenings, and
olippings from sources available only to a
large city publisher.

This system has rapidly grown in public
favor, until, in the Dominion at least three-
fourths of what are known as the country
press are published on the auxiliary plan.
The prejudices which once existed against
the ready-print system have entirely disap-
peared, and proprietors find that in order
to compete with contemporaries using 1lhe
system, and with the city dailies, and to
ensure a profit at the end of the year, they
must comply with the inevitable and adopt
ready-printed Bheets.

Some idea of the popularity which thiB
system has attained with country readers
will be gained when we state that a firm in
Toronto supplies between one and two
hundred publishers with ready-printed pa-
pers. To do this three separate and distinct
editions are issued every week, containing
matter entirely different each from the other,
and the system ia becoming so general that
those who have, from prejudice or other
cause, heretofore refrained from adopting it,
find it necessary to do so to maintain their
circulation and give satisfaction to their pa-
trons.

In Germany a servant has one Sunday
out of every two weeks. There is an under
stood hour for her to come home, and if she
stays out later she losea hes next Sunday-
holiday. Her pay is never more than $20 a
year, and insome families is only $12
When there is a dispute between the mis-
tress and maid, itis Bettled by the police.
But one servant is usually kept, and the
work is hard, but the washing is done out-
ride, and pies, oakes, bread, etc,, are bought,

lyj It is conceded by all that the Dominion
M Business College, Kingston, is deserved-
Ig the most popular business training school in
anada.

KWF3'Mi:i> DISINFECTANT SACIIETS9

placed in Drawers, Trunks. Wardrobes, etc.—
They drive away and destroy Moths and other insects,
imparting a delightful and "delicate perfume to the
clothing, carried or worn upon the person they are
by their poweiful concentrated disinfectant proper-
ties, a perfect means of protection against infeotion
of disease, giving off at the same time a most delight-
ful cdor; made entir<ly of satin in assorted colore,
very pretty, unique, and neat Every one should
have them.  Price 10c. eaoh —three for 25c  Thymo-
Cresol Soap, the great English disinfectant foilet
soap, awarded the gold medal. London, Eng., 1884.
Large oakes, price 15c , or 35c. per box of 3 cakes,
sent postage paid to any address upon receipt of prioe.
Address. Thymo-Cresol Company, 769 Craig St.. Mon-
treal. Circulars and descriptions of our English Thy-
mo-Cresol {Jreparations mailed bee on application.
Agents wanted. **rite for terms.

“ “PRINTERS WHO REQUIRE

Few or Second-hand Presses,

or otiikr machinery or material of any kind,
will get the lowest prices and best forms from

J. Iff. V3V AAR,
and S9 Adelaide St. East, Toronto.

If Ruptured,
Ciias. Cluj he's Perfected Spin-
al Truss will cure you in four
months, Infants in two months.
Doctors themselves wear and
>ecomnifnd them as the best for
all cla-s-set—Ministers, Profes-
sionals, Machanics, Fanners and
LaboreiS  The most perfect
syitem to send by mail.  Send
6¢c. stamp for Book on Rupture
and Human Frame, Sth Edition,
Address CHAS. CLUTHE

st.JIS liiitg St. West, Toronto,

CUT THIS OUT I

The ;*ew Co-Operative
BEST IN THE MARKET,

*SW MAID ! SEW FUKNITOME'!
Latest Innrosd Atedmats
tgents price for similar machine 880

Our price only $25 each.

Before buying send us_stamp for our elegant phots*
and sample ot sowmg. .

| AST Maohlne* guaranteed for three yeari nnd goal on

ri

a
Any ladf wan ing a machine will do well to writs t&

The GQ-Opgrative

22 TAMES ST. SOUTH. HAMILTON.

(LR QVIRES

STANDARD SCALES ~

Are the Beat, At-

tested tlie Fact

thatthere’are more of

our scales in use in

the Dominion than

of all other makes

combined. Hay,

Stock and foul

Scales, Farmers*

firato and Dairy Scales, Grocers'*!'1
Seales, Scales for Domestic Use.

Housekeepers, Consult Your Best
Interests

By purchasing a scale, and in buying one be sure
to get the best.  Our scales are fully warranted la
every particular. All sizes XCaUroad, W arehouse
and Mill Trucks. Alarm Money Drawers.

For sale by the Hardware Trade generally. 1I-
lustrated Catalogue and Prioe List forwarded upon
application.

GURNEY &WARE

HAMILTON.

W arehouses—Montreal and Winnipeg.

BUY THE

IMPROVED CONBOY

AS THEY ARE THE MOST STYLISH,
CONVENIENT, AND MOST DURABLE
TOP IN THE MARKET.

There are over Twenty Thousand of these

Tops now In use, un<l are giving better
satisfaction than any other.

The manufacturer of these Celebrated
Carriage Tops, owns more patents for im-
provements, and makes a greater variety
than any other firm in Canada O the
United States.

THEY ARE FOR SALE 1SY ALL THE LEADING

CARRIAGE BUILDERS AT PRICES TIIAT CANNOT

BE SURPASSED BY ANY TIIAT IN ANY WAY
APPROACH THEM IN QUALITY.

FACTORY & SALEROOM,
407 to 413 King St. West,
T O R O N T O



