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CHAPTER XXIX,
GRANT WITNESSES A PROPOSAL,

Grant draws back a little,'fearing that
Clara may be earning to the window ; and
though he would give much to touoh the
little hand—to hear her vuice utter his
name—he will not let her know that heis so
near, Hia love is almost an insult to her
purity now, he thinks, bitterly, as he shrinks
back on the snow covered balcony, feeling
neither the bitterness of the wind nor Boe-
ing the street behind with its gas lamps, it«
rolling carriages, its crowds of hurrying
passers-by, turning night into day, as they
hastened on to the Bal de I' Opera.

But Clara does not approach the window.
She looks at her watch with a weary little
movement of her head, as If she were very
tired ; then she goes over to the piano, and,
Bitting down, puts her hands softly on the
keys ; and with a sudden, sharp pang Grant
Ellison hears tbe notes of the song he sang
to her on that last night in London—* In
the Gloaming.”

She plays the air eoffcly, but she does not
sing the words. She dares not trust her
voice ; but the Bimplo, pathetic air reaches
Grant as he stands without, and his lips
quiver as he recalls the words :

*»*In the gloaming, 0, my darling,
Think not bitterly of me,

Though | passed away in silence,
Left you lonely, set you free,

For my heart was crashed with longing—
What had been could never be,

It was best to leave you thus, dear—
Best for you and best for me;

It was best tp leaye you thus—
Best for you and best for me.’ '

The soft, pathetic music ceases, and
Clara, still sitting at the piano, covers her
face with her hands. Jlird as Sir Grant's
silence has been hitherto, noiv it is doubly
diffisult to preserve—he can guess bo well
what she is thinking of, for what she is
grieving ; and his heart sends out a wild,
bitt r cry of love, and yearning, and re-
morB0O, and bitterness, which he can hardly
repress, and he longs with an almost uncon-
querable longing to take her in his artna and
kiss away the teara which fall through her
fingers on to the still, white ivory keys on
which her fingers had strayed. BatClara's
weakness is of short duration; Bhe dashes
away her tears, and rises with a look on her
face which dhows that she has learned to
sufi3r and be strong. Hardly has she risen
than the door opens, and a servant ushers
in a gentleman, who approaches Clara hur-
riedly, apparently making apologies for his
late intrusion. He i8 a handsome, slender,
dark man, who, from his manner and quick
gesticulation, is a foreigner, while his dress
and appearance are distinguished, and the
lattfr extremely prepossessing; while Sir
Grant noticos that in his manner toward
Ciara there is an amount 'of empressement
and devotion, whioh he does not attempt to
conceal, and which brings aburning jealousy
into the heart of the unseen spectator.

The new comer is apparently on his way
to the opera, for he wears a domino of im-
perial blue, a handsome costume of rich sa-
tin, which speaks of wealth, and it becomes
him well.

Ciara reoeives him with a smile, but does
not ask him to sit down, far both remain
standing, and the light of the ohandelier
falla full on both faces—on the pile, stead-
fast, sorrnwful girl's faoe, on the impassion-
ed, dark face and brilliant, speaking eyes of
her companion.

The words they utter do not reach Sir
Grant, as he stands without in the oold and
bitter night; butfrom his manner it is evi-
dent that he his pleading with her for some-
thing, and pleading with an earnestness
which leaves no doubt of his sincerity. The
girl's face is pale, moved, and Btartled, and
Grant sees that the little hand is trembling.
Once or twice she makes a gesture whioh
seems to entreat him to stop, but he goes
on earnestly, passionately, and Sir Grant
has no difficulty in gneasing the meaning
of the burning words which fall from his
lips ; and standing there, a sickening, dead-
ly pain oppresses him. This man also loves
her, and he is ysung, handsome, and noble-
looking. May It not be that he will win
her ?

For a momentthe pain of that thought
turns Grant siok ; the next, the selfishness
is congaered, and says softly to himself,
“ If she is happy, that is all I ask.”

Then he turns from the “window with a
feeling that he onght not to watch that in-
terview, and is about to leave the balcony
when his love.for Clara oonquersall scruples,
and he resumes his first position.

They arestillstanding together.in the light
of the chandelier, but Clara is ppeakinp
now, and her fair young face Is very pitiful
and grave. Whatever Bhe says to him he
hears without interruption ; then, as Bhe
ceaseB to speak, he turns from her with a
despairing gesture, and there is a silence,
which he is the first to break.

He turns to her .calmly, and Bays 'some-
thing in a grave, earneat manner, and Clara
putB out her hand to him with a sad smile.
He stoops his head over her hand touches
It with his 1ips, and the next moment he Is
gone

Clara Btands in deep, sad thought for a
few mimutes ; then she, too, leaves the room,
and it seems as If a sudden blackness and
darkness have fallen upon Sir Grant, as,
after waiting a few moments to see if she
would return, he goes back to his own sit-
ting-room.

It is midnight when he enters the room,
but there are no symptoms.of cessation In the
noise and bustle of the streets ; and, as he

paces up and down in deep thought, the
loud voices and laughter, and rolling wheels,
and trampling horBes, reach him through
the open windows. Presently a thaught
strikes him ; he will go to the Bal de I
Opera and to see the woman who stands
between him and happiness—the woman
whose life makes the misery of his own, Ho
will have no difficulty in obtaining a domino,
for he knows Paris well, and he does not
care what the disguise iB, bo that it is a good
one; so he goes down stairs, calls the first
fiacre, and is driven to the Passage des Pan-
oramas, which he leave afew mimut s later
disguised in a blaok satin domino and mask

The ball Iba brilliant one and a orowded
one, fall of mad, reokless gayety which is
the chief characteristic of these fetes.
Dominoes of all oelors, sizes, and qualities,
fi nc't;, eda’'c'cre, !~p* a=c

throng the oorridors and the staircases;
bright eyes gleam through the black masks,
jawrls flash, light laughter and gay voices
are around him on every side, as he wanders
to and fro, a tall stately, solitary figure in
that gay, glittering crowd. It Is difficult
to guess at any one under their disguises,
and Sir Grant gives up the idea of discover-
ing |,his wife, and his about to Uave the
Opera, when his ear oatches a few words
spoken in English by a domino passing by
him, also leaving thfe ball. He recognizes
the slow, metallic voice at once, and turns,
It comes from a woman who is leaning on the
arm of a man wearing a magnificent costume
of a Knight Templar, wh le mb companion
is draped in rose hued Batin, with a quanti-
ty of black lace about it. She is laughing
gayly, and they are followed by half a dozen
men, masked and attired in rloh, fancy
dreBS.

Standing on the Bteps of the Opera, Sir
Grant sees them enter a couple of hand ome
private carriages and drive away, while he
leaves the ball and walks s'owly and weari-
ly through the streets to the hotel again,

That night, in another hotel, not a stone’s
throw from the roof that covered Ciara Frith
sleeping quietly with the tears she had shed
still glittering on her long lashes, Adelaide
Chester sat at the head of a supper-table,
round which were gathered some talf-dozan

men, “lairds of high degree,” all more or
less captivated by her matchless beauty
and grace.

ihe supper room was a handsome, rose-
hung chamber, with glittering crystal and
silver, and”every delicacy in and out of sea-
son which oould be desired ; and as Adelaide
Chester—|1 cannot bear to give her her right
name and title—sat there, glancing from one
to another with sparkling eyea and frequent
smiles, shs felt the intoxication ot all their
adulation and homage, and thought that
life without pleasure—auch pleasure 1—
wonld not be worth having.

The conversation was witty and brilliant,
for those around her were men of culture
and position, all ready to bow down at the
shrine of the fairest woman in all Paris—of
the woman whom men gazed at with a sud-
den, giddy admiration, as they passed her
in the street—of the woman whose brilliance
and fascination were unequalled—the wo-
man who in her youth had won Grant Elli-
son’'s passionate love—who had darkened and
blighted the best years of his life ; who had
tried—vainly, thank Heaven—to tempt him
from his honor and truth ; who stood now be-
tween him and happiness.

The night wore on; laughter and mirth
reigned supreme ; bright eyes grew brighter,
gay laughter rang yet more gayly, when sud-
denly, with a sound which was audible over
all the mirth, and gayety, and song, arose
a terrible ory—a cry which struck terror
to the hearts of these who heard—a cry of
“Fire 1*

CHAPTER XXX.
IN THE HOSPITAL.

It was the evening of the following day;
the snow was falling heavily, the wind was
blowing, fierce gusts, which made ablinding
shower of the thick white flakes, in the czfes
the gas was burning gayly ; from the restau-
rants the diners were filing out laughing and
gesticulating, and going into the cales to
have their coffee ; the theatres were just
opening their doors ; the stream of life flow-
ed on gayly, as it does In Paris, no matter
who may be suffering, or dying, or torn wich
grief ; while in a room in the Hotel Dieu a
woman who had been a queen of beauty
twelve short hours before lay dying.

The room was very still. Outside the
stream of life might flow ever so gayly; ever
so noisily, but Its sound and Its'gayety never
penetrated there. The only light in the
quiet chamber was that given by the night-.
lamp burning on the table, and tha*: was
carefully shaded from the face lying upon the
white pillows—a scarred, disfigured face
now, which had been so beautiful, whloh
had turned men’s heads and broken their
hearts, and blighted their liveB by its love-
liness.

The nurBe, quietly attentive and grave,
sat by the bedside, and she was the only
person with the dying woman, who had
been dcz'~g fitfully and restlessly, and who

opened her eyeB now with a sudden im
patience.

“Will they not come! Is It late?” Bhe
said, feebly.

“It is not too late.” answered the garde
gently. “They have npt had time to come
yet; you must be patient I"

“Patient I | was mver
the fretful answer.
let me see the light.”

The nurse obeyed, and the soft lamp-light
fell on the lustrous, eager eyes, the scarred
and bandaged face—on the wealth of raven
hair which fell over the white pillows, on
the helpless, pitiful, prostrate form,

She was dying. No human power oonld
save her, the doctors said, as they had
gathered round her bed a few hours before
—not dying from the effeots of the burnB
she had received, but from the shock to her
system caused by the fright and terror.
She had been brought to the hospital in the
chill winter morning, through the snow and
rain, with diamonds still on her wrists and
round her throat, and the pink”~satin and lac’j
of her domino still hanging about her in lus-
trous foldB; and although the principal
physioians in Paris had come to her aaslat-
anccvBbe was sinking rapidly.

“What time is it ?’ she said, faintly.

“Nearly eight o'clock,” was the gentle
answer.

“And we sent at seven she muttered,
impatiently. “ W ill they oome ? | want to
see her. Will they come in tim9J"

“1 am going to die !” she said in a mo-
ment, the great dark eyes, bright with a
fevarish lustre, going swiftly to the grave,
pitying face beside her. “1 am not sorry,
because | could not face !if) again without
my beauty I Without it life would not havt
been worth having 1’

“Hush 1 do not say that I’ said the nurae,
gently. “There Ib something better worth
liviDg for than mere admiration and hom
age.”

“la there ! | never found anything, but
| Buppose other people do—some—a few,
p”-l-"pi- afev like—"

patient!” was
“Move the curtain and

She broke off suddenly, and moved rest-
lessly on the pillows.

“Are yoa In paint”
gently,

“No, hardly at all. Do you know who
aaved ms from the fire laat night?” ahe ask-
ed, looking up eagerly for a moment.

“He waa abrave man, but | do not know
who he waa,” the nurse answered, Boftly,
for her heart ached for this beautiful miser-
able woman, who. while unwilling to retain
life now that her beauty was lost, was dread-
ing death with an intensity terrible to see.

“Yon do not know —ah ! but | do,” she
slid, in her broken, unsteady voice, “I
will tell you, It was the man, uf all others,
who has reason to wish ms dead. It was
my husband 1’

“Your husband I' repeated the nurae,
leoking at her in surprise, and thinking her
delirious, for those who had brought her to
the Hotel Dieu nad aaid that she was Miss
Chester, the beautiful English actress,

“Yes, my husband I” she repeated, with
somethiig aimcBt like passion, “Ah! will
they never come—will they never come?’

Hardly had the broken, passionate words
been spoken, when the door opened jyently,
and one of the surgeons entered. He oame
in slowly to the side of tbe bed, looked
critically at the patient, and felt her pulse.

The great, dark eyes Bought his

“Havethey come—are they here?’ she
said, eagerly ; and as he made an affirmative
gesture, she wenton “L'st me see them
—let me see her now | Let me atone if |
can,”

“They are here, but you must be very
careful.  You must not excite yourself,”
be said, impressively.

“How canl ! | have not strength to do
It,” ahe muttered, impatiently. “ Send them
to me, doctor, whilel have power to see
them.”

“1 will bring them,” he answered, gently ;
and turning he left the room.

“S'lade the light—shade the light !” Baid
the dying woman, impatiently, “They
knew me so beautiful 1 they shall not see me
now.”

There was somtthing unutterbly sad and
pitiful in her eagerness to hide the damage
the fire had made; ani just as the nurae
had obeyod hér, the doctor re entered the
room, fjllowed by a lady and gentleman.

T ae lady was young and very pale the
nurae saw, as she came near ; and the gentle-
man with her, a blue-eyed, handsome young
fellow, with a pleasant face, held her hand
closely in his, and as they drew near he
whispered, gently :

“Djn't be cf aid, Clara ; | will not go.”

“Here are your friends,” said the surgeon,
gently, and a gleam of eagerness lighted up
the great, dark eyes, whloh werd growing
dim now.

The surgeon made them aslga to approach
the bed, and as they did o, the eagerness
died out of the dark eyes, and a wistful ex-
pression of disappointment came into them.

“Where I* he?’ she said, quickly, look-
ing from Clara's faoe to Ted's, and her eyeB
resting finally on the young girl’B oounten
aice, which waa pale, and moved, and grave,
and impressed with something akin to fear,
“Where is he? Would he not"oome ?”

“Whom do you wiBh to see ? said Clara,
gently, bending over her, and speaking with
a tremor in her veioe.

Tne answer was in one word on'y, but
that word made the color rise hotly in Clara’s
faoe.

“Granl” said the low voice, huskily.

Clara glanced at Ted pitifully, then she
stooped over the bed,

“He ls here I He la at Charnook,”
she said, j will telegraph for him,”

“H sis hero in Paris ! ' said Grant's wife,
quickly. “You are cruel t» try and keep
him from me now. Don’t you know that I
am dying ? | Bhall not be Inyour way long I”

“1 would not keep him from you,” Clara
said, shrinking back a little. “Bat he is in
England, | assure you.”

“He la here I" wasjthe swift reply.
I am not delirious, He
him.”

At the sound of her hasty, angry words—
at the sight of the anger which flashed in the
dark, glittering eyes, Cl»ra drew baok,
shrinking closer to Ted.

“Will you send for Grant?” she said,
softly. ‘' She wishes to see him, and she
has every right, you know.”

“Grant is in Paris,” Ted said, hastily, in
the same low voice. “At least, he was here
last night, but to-day | have not Been
him.”

“InParis!'l Clara repeated, tremulously.

“Yes,” whispered Ted ; then bending
toward the wistful, eager face on the pillow,
he said, gently, “Sir Grant la In Paris,
but Mias Frith did not know that he is here.
I have not seen him te-day, and he only
oame laat night: but since yeu wish to see
him, I will cause every inquiry to be made.”

“1 must Bee him ! He is my huaband— do
you know that I am Lady EIliBon?” Bhe
said, faintly. Then the white lids closed
over the eager, glittering eyes, and she sank
back upon her pi lows.

Clara uttered aory of alarm, whioh brought
the nurse to the bedside ; and while she ap-
plied restoratives, Ted told Clara that Sir
Grant had arrived the previous night, but
that he seemed hot to have returned to the
hotel after they left for the Bal de I Ogera,

“ It is evident that the poor oreature has
seen him,” Baid Ted, oomjajBionately.

“ Will he have returned now, do you
think ?” Clara said, faintly—she was sitting
in a chair the doctor had brought to her,
and looked pale and startled. “ She wants
to see him, and, oh ! Tjd—she is his wife.”

Ted Fetherstone turned to the doctor,
and they exchanged a f«w words. Then the
latter went to the bed, aad came back, look-
ing very grave.

“I1tis only a question of a few hours now,”
he said, shaking hia head ; “and it is doubt-
ful whether she will keep her consciousness.
We have given opiates to lessen the pain.”

“ Grant; oh ! send for him—he saved me
—he saved me I'" said the faint, brAk-m tones
from tho bed. “1 cannot die without hia
forgiveness !”

They lookedjfrom one to the other in silent
distress, when the nurse uttered a sudden
exclamation :

“ She told me it was her husband saved
hor from 'the fire !” she said, excitedly.
“Dan it be that Bhe was right. | thought
her mind wandering !”

Ted started violently, ‘and the aargeon
went toward ihe bed,

“ Can you not tell us more he said
slowly and distinctly. “ This gentleman—
your husband—are you sure that he aaved
you ?”

“Saved me ! yes; bo ‘came through the
SamsB and took mo in his arms,” aho [said,
a sudden gleam of admiration lighting up
the dying eyes. “ He did not say much,
orly ‘E~p “tI'l, an”™ you will be safe,” ”

said the nurse,

“No ;
is here—send for

o

“ You are sure it was he?”
huskily. “ Where ia he now ?”

“1 donot know—how should I ? | faint-
ed, | suppose, for I knew no more until |
awoke here. Will you send for him |1t was

Baid Ted,

noble, |1 Buppose, to save me when | stand,
between him and happiness.”

“ If she is right in her conjeoture, ' said
the flnrgeon, in a low voice to Ted; “he is

here ; h6 was hurt a good deal, and insensi-
ble, and they brought here with her.”

“Hash !” saldITed, quickly, with a swift,
apprehensive glance at Clara, whose eyes
were bright with the great light of admira-
tion which had shone in them as she heard
Adelaide Chester's words. “Hush! Is he
much hurt?”

“Not seriously. If it will be any com-
fort to her he can oome to her,” the Burgeon
answered, in the same low voice.

Ted hesitated a moment. He knew that
it would startle Ciara beyond measure to
see Sir Giant; and yet, what could be
done?

He went over to her, the dying woman’'s
eyes eagorly fixed on his face aa he spoke.

“ Clara,” he aaid, in a low voice, “ Grant is
here ; the surgeon saya he waB hurt "

VHnNrt?” Tne flash which had risen In
her face as she bad liitened to the words
which as almply told of the heroism of the
man she loved, faded, leaving her faoe col-
orlesB as before, “ Hurt ?” Bhe repeated, In
a very low voice. “ Seriously ?’

“No; Clara, onmy honor, not seriously,”
said Ted, hurriedly, meeting tho earnout,
questioning ~eyes frankly [and Bteadf&atly.
‘ Bit they brought him hero, and the doctor

says he can come in to see her,” with a
glanca at the bed ; “now, almoBt inmmedi-
ately.’

The red .blood rose in the pale oheeks
again.

“ Here ?” Clara said tremulously. “ May
1 go, Ted?”

She rose as she spoke, but Miss Chester’s
watchful eyes s<w tbhe movement,

“Do not go—why should you 'fear him ?
You.care for him, do you not? You looked
as if you did that night atthe Variety,” she
said, in her harsh, broken, jarring Voice.
“1 want to Bee you tagothur—stay.1

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

THE DOWAWA4RITpATIa,

Terribl3Tragedy which Followed an Elo
lucul from n Village.

Stephen A. Brady and Miss Stella Kent
eloped from Norwalk two years ago. Be-
fore the elopement Brady was one of the
moat prosperous and widely-known buaineas
men of the town, He did buaineas as a jew-
eller, aid lived happily with hia family In a
pretty little cottage, until Miaa Stella Kent,
a Bister of Mrs. Brady, went to reside with
the family. Miss Kent's personal charms
and lively disposition soon won the affec-
tions of Brady. The natural outcome was a
family quarrel, which oompelled Miss Kent
to seek another boarding place. Not long
after came the announcement that Miss
Kent aad Brady had eloped. It is not
known that any attempt was made to trace
the movements of the runaway couple, but
it was reported shortly afferward that,a
gentleman from Norwalk had seen them in
Kansas City. The affair, which had almost’
been forgotten, waa revived by the reoeipt
of MisBeuri papers giving the details of a
double tragedy whioh ocourred in the little
village of Iron Knob on the night of Jan. 30,
and of which Brady and the woman Kent
are supposed to have been the victims. The
Index of that place tells the following story
of the tragedy :
TjLate laat summer there arrived in this
wllage a man and woman of middle age

ith an infant. They stopped for a ahoit
time atth« E.mo Hotsl, where thev were
known as Mr. and Mrs. Jaokaon of Kansas
City. They afterwards moved into a house
on Banks street, the man Betting himself
up asa repairer of watches, clooks, and
jewelry. Business, however, was very poor
with him, and together with his passion for
drink, the oouple had a hard time to get
along. It had baen observed that the man
waa drinking more heavily than ever, and
had shown on such occasions a very ugly
disposition.

On Wednesday night last the neighbors,
hearing loud noises and terrible screams
coming from the hoise, summoned a deputy
sheriff, who, with a number of otherB, en-
tered the house, but too late to prevent a
terrible tragedy. They found that the
man, while evidently in a state of crazy in-
toxication, had beaten the woman witu an
axe until her features were soarcely recog-
nizable, and had then out his own throat
with a knife The child lay npon the bod
uninjirei, too young to realize what had
happened. The man was dead when found,
but the woman lingered seme two hours
before dying, during whioh time Bhe was
occasionally coiscious and able to tali' in an
incoherent manner.

It was gathered from her conversation
that the ooupl joriginally cann from Con-
necticut, where they were well connected,
the man having deserted wife and family to
elope with the woman, who seems not to
have been married. Tho right names of
the parties could not be clearly understood,
but was thought to be either Kemp or Braly.

When the couple firat arrived here they
were quite fleshy people, but dissipation by
the man and care "and worriment on the
part of the woman had reduced them very
much at the last.

As there was nothing ef va'uo or to in-
dicate the names or address of friends found
among their effects, they were burled at the
expense ef the town in the West Branch
burying ground. The child, a bright,
healthy-leoking girl baby, has been taken
in charge by the town authorities, and will
be properly cared for. The true history of
tne parties and their wanderings sinoe leav-
ing their native State will probably never be
known in this Bection, although many are
curious to know It.

Tne description of the man and woman
corresponds in every particular with that
of Brady and Miss Kent, and the statements
made by the dying woman are identical
with tlie circumstauces attending their
elopement. Both the Bfvdy and Kent
families are w il connected ia Norwalk,
Brady 'sdaughter, » pretty a.id accomplished
young lady, being betrothed to the son of a
retired hat manufacturer, and a brother of
Mits Kent having wedded a daughter of
Representative Boll.

The Fire Bells

Ring out an alarm and it is heedjd. Thia
is to notify you that $ba«e substitution ia
practised when the great, eure pop corn cure
ia aak«d for. Putnam's Palnieas Corn Ex-
tractor :jiiover fails to 'take oami off. It
makes no sore spats and gives no patn. Be
eur# an'l g»t “ Patimm’s."

A. P. 271.

Q A nidden Name and New Verse Cards,
O u 10.1; Sample Book, Tie. Gold Rin”s, albums,
eto., tordubs. STAB OAED CO., Knowlton, P.Q.

F A ACKC FARM FOR SALE—tHEAP—
Only S10U riquiicd down ; balance at 6 per
cent. Address, M J. KENT, London, Ont.

ALT -OKB THOUSAND TONS COARSE SALT
— bulk and sacks ; also all other grades salt;
special freight rates and lowest prioes. Correspon-
dence aollotted. Address,
WILLIAM CAMPBELL, Godo

MAN ORA W *Il 4N VVANTEU IN EVfiRY
township, to ecll Dt. Talm»ge~s neir book,
“Live Coals." The keeneBt a»d most vigorous
specimen of oratory ever written ; noarlj 700 paices ;
only £2; full particulars of thiy and other new books
frhb Sohuylor Smith ft Co., Publishers, London, Ont

OFFER.—To

introduce thorn, we will
GIVE AWAY 1,000 Sjlf-operatiog Washing Ma-
I chines. If you want one 8sn4 us your name, P.

O. and express otfice at onoe.
CO., 23 Dey St., N.Y.

VEDIQAT Treatoat HEE

By Eminknt R ktirkd Phy8icians. "VriUe fireolv for any
advio* you require. Correspondence strictly private.
Address, J. Donaldson, 390" liiob’dSt., London, Ont.

OlIOBtTIIAMI THOROUGHLY TAUGHT BY
10 Mall; or Students attending our Academy will
be thoroughly prepared by highest masters in Short-
hand, Tipowriting, Bookkeeping a*>d Business Train*
ing; Advanced students helped to situations. Im-
mediately address, The Union Shorthander’s Com-
merci* Academy, Aroado, Toronto.

ANTED-—10,000 Mlilmen and others interested

in machinery to send name and addreea for

acopv of my No 12 Illuioratod Catalogue ; smtfree.

H. >V. PETRIE, Machinist and General Maohine
Dealer, Brantford, Ont.

KX<;Oti<ai's SHORTHAND AND BUSINESS
Institute, Toronto, is tho oldest, largest, cheap-
est and best on tho continent. Business men sup-
plied with offic help on the shortest possible notice.

THE NATIONAL

Write for deacviptlve calendar. Thos. Bhngough,
President, O. H. Brooks, Seo'y-Treae.
LANER KNIVES, STAVE CUTTER, STAVE

joinoer, cheese box, veneer, leather splitting,
bookbinders, moulding, tenoning, and other machine
knives of busk quality, manufactured by Phtkr Hay,
Galt Machine Knife Works, Galt, Ont. ; send for prioe

list.
WATER $20 Per Kay.
WKLL BUKING

Has no superior I 20 feet pay? hour ; hand or horse
power; combined boring a«d rock drilling machine ;
grand success; firat priz3G and diplomas. Send for
Catalogue.

GS M aryjftt., Hamilton,

STAR AUGUR

Canada*

ABRIAU IIV K O mLEf.

Manufacturers cf the Celebrated
Anchor

—AND—
svanda Guelph Axle Works olaex
T. PISPPER & CO., Guelph, Ont.

Our D"uplex Axles are all to be had at all the
prinoipal Hardware Stores in the Dominion.

.
m 0 9
Pt o @ 9
6
®e °
oo
fTiS 1
a
CONBOY'S CARRIAGE TOPS
Are the Best and Cheapest in the Market. O-ider

one from yoir Carriage M*ker. Take no other kind.
Send for Catalogue—407 King St. W., Tor.nto.

; nave a positive remedy for thoabove disease; by Ita

m e thouBanudsiaf caseB ot the worst kind and of lon*
Handing have been cured. Indeed, Bostronels mvfaltE
In Its efficacy, that 1 will send TWO BOTTLES FRBB

{oggtherwith a VALUABLE TREATISE on thilsdlseaM
o-any suflfjerer. Give express and P.. Q, addre

8,
K. T. A. SLOCUM, 18tPearl St;, New Yortc.

ONTARIO PUVP O,

(Limited.)

T oronto - Ont.

ivcntocn Sizes
ICEARID WINDMILLS,

HAYING

From 1 to 40 li. p., for TOOLS.
Pumping Water, running

Grain Cru-hers, Straw Gut- R

ters, Root Pulpers, or anv A Fall Lino, of

other machinery up to a 40

h. p. Gilal Mill. ISTTHE best.

I X L FEED MILL] , e
guaranteed to grind from FO” INtt
10 to 20 bushels per hou I,
acoording to elza. These WI N DM I LLS
Mille are the most durable, From 8 lo 30 feet
perfect and_ cheapest Iron R
Feed Mill yet invented. diameter.

*gggl

TANKS,

From tlie smallest
up to 2,855 bbjs.

PIPE AND
Pipe Fittings.
In (act a full line of

Water Supply
Material

Iron and Wood*
Force or Lift
Deep W ell Pumps
A Specialty.
Send ue your address on a poet card and we will
Bend you 104 page illustrated oatalogue free.



