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CHAPTER V.

The next day passed away, and the next

and I was still not allowed to see (Gerald ;
still not allowed to see the light.
- The doctors spoke hopefully to me, and
Aunt Sarah spoke hopefully, and I lay
still, and tried to be patient, and endure
the pain, which was at times yet very ter-
rible.

Then, about a week after my accident (as
they called it), Gerard and Mrs. Yorke
came together to see me. They were only
allowed to remain in the room a few min-
utes the first time they came, but the next
day they stayed longer, but still Gerard
went away when his mother did. k

1 felt, however, that I was growing
stronger, and Gerard’s few whispered words
used to linger like music in my ears long
after he was gone. But he did not seem to
be well, I thought, judging by his voice, for
it had a sad ring in it, and I noticed that he
did not speak to me so hopefully as the doc-
tors did. |

¢« If they would only let me see you,
Gerard " [ whispered one day fondly in
his ear.

jerard made no reply to this. He sighed,
and for a moment drew his hand from mine.
Then, with a sudden movement, he bent
down and kissed my lips. .

‘“My poor, poor girl I he said—*‘Oh !
my poor girl !’

“Ig’ul: I shall get better Gerard ?” I said
anxiously. “‘1 hope I shall not be dis-
figured ? I asked the doctors, dear, and
they told me I would not.”

Again Gerard sighed.

“!?Nu matter if you are,” he said, and
once more he kissed me, and then the next
minute had left the room.

was fitted with book shelves, and was con-
structed with great care and expense, under
the superintendence and direction of Mr.
Denley himself. He further states that the
alterations required were done very private-
ly; no other servant being in the house at
the time but Mabel Neal the housekeeper ;
and that his workmen were paid very hand-
somely, and were requested not to mention
what they were employed at during their
stay in Dereham.

** And you think 7" I said breathlessly.

«] fear,” continued Mr. Yorke *‘that
this unhappy woman first tried to frighten
you by
placed on the library table on the first night
of your arrival at Dereham, and then, as
this failed .

“ And something else failed too 1" I cried,
interrupting Mr, %’urka. ““ Now I under-
stand it all. Mr. Yorke, I was ashamed to
tell you of another dreadful fright that I
received in the library.”

And I then narrated to him how my hand
had been grasped in the dusk one night ;
and how a voice had hissed into my ear, as
if from the bookcase, ‘‘ Beware.”

*¢ This was also no doubt the work of Ma-
bel Neal,” said Mr. Yorke, after he had
heard my story. *“If you had but told this
at the time, Alice—who knows—this last
and dreadful experiment that she made with
gunpowder might have been prevented.”

““GGunpowder "' I repeated, and a sudden
dread rushed into my heart.

“ Yes,” said Mr., Yorke, * this ignorant,
jealous, and angry woman, dared to tamper
with an agent of whose power and danger
she was perfectly unaware. My belief is
she pruhaﬁly only still intended to frighten
you, for she ran the risk of her own life as

But his manner had made me uneasy.

¢ Mrs. Yorke do you think I shall be
changed in appearance ?' I asked of his
another a little later, ‘* Gerard seemed
afraid that I might —didn’t you think he
.seemed afraid ¥

¢ Oh. no dear,” said Mrs. Yorke, ‘‘ you
wmust not take fancies into your head. You
must lie still, and get stroag, that 18 the
first thing to do, and afterwards we can talk
about your pretty face.”

I tried to follow her advice. I tried to
still the anxious beating of my heart when I
thought of my looks, and feared they might
be changed. But it was for Gerard’s sake
that I trembled. Not that I dreaded any
change in his love, however much I might
be disfigured. No, I judged his heart by
mine. I knew I would love him only more
dearly (if that were possible) should any ac-
cident or misfortune happen to him. But
still I wished to be fair for his sake—his
« f.jr young wife,” as he had fondly called
me before we parted that evening when this
cruel accident had occarred.

So the weary days passed on, aad fourtzen
days had come and gone, since I had seen
the light, when I was told by Mrs. Yorke
¢that Mr. Stephen Yorke wished to see me,
as my evidence would be required during
the investigation of how the explosion took
place, and 1 was now considered strong
enough by the doctors to give it.

I had asked Gerard guestions more than
once upon the subject. Had they discover-
ed nothing ? I had inquired, and so on. But
he had always changed the conversation,
and told me I must not think about it. I

tnerefore felt curious to hear what Mr, |

Stephen Yorke had to say, and I received
him very gladly when he came into my
room.
He took my hand and his voice trembled
a little when he spoke.
¢They tell me that you are better, Alice?”
he said gently..
¢ Oh ! yes,” I answered, ‘“much better, if
they would only take the tiresome bandages
off my eyes, and let me see my friends.”
Mr. Yorke gave a quick, short sigh. Then
he said——
¢ You must have patience, dear child—we
all require patience, you know, Alice, to
bear the ills of this life.”
““Yes,” I said, ‘I suppose so. But you
have some questions to ask me, have you
not, Mr. Yorke?”
“ Yes,” he answered, “lawvers’ questions.
Tell me exictly all you remember that oc-
curred when the explosion took place in the
library.”
Then T told him, just what I have told
before in writing this story; how I went to
the book-shelves, after parting with Gerard,
to seek a volume of Tennyson’s poetry ; how
I stretched out my arm to reach it, and how
at that very moment a loud explosion seem-
ed to break almost in my very ears, and a
great flash of light to pass before my eyes,
and then a terrible sensation of pain seized
me, After this I could remember nothin
more except that I gave a great cry and fel
backwar s, and that all the room seemed
reeling round me.
“ And you saw no one ?” said Mr. Yorke,
glowly ** No hand? Nothing unusual below
the book-shelves?”
“Nothing,” I replied. ‘‘As you know
there is a broad ledge between the upper
and the lower compartments, and I was
lﬂ&ning on that when the loud noise took
place,’
¢ And you heard no match struck? No
mysterious sound at all below the ledge?”
“ No, none—but why do you ask ? Do
you suspect that some one was hidden
below the ledge ? There is not room. My
poor uncle's large books, his atlases, his
maps, and his scientific books, are all plac-
ed below the ledge.”
““Yes ; but, Alice, it is my painful duty
to inform you that you had that night a
traitor in your household. The explosion
in the bookcase revealed a secret door,
hidden by the large books placed upon it,
as if on shelves; and this door opened into
your late uncle’s housekeeper’s room—into
the room of Mabel Neal.”

“(0Of Mabel Neal!” I echoed, in
utmost astonishment.

“0Of Mabel Neal,” repeated Mr. Yorke.
“ The publicity which has been given to
this explosion, and the severe injuries that
you have received, have brought a strange
story to light. A London tradesman—a
man of respectability and standing—has
<ommunicated with the police upon the
subject. He stated that some years ago he

the

was employed by the late Mr. Denley, of

Dereham, to cons*ruct a secret door of com-
munication between ths library and the
houseke per's room. Tnis door, he says,

well as yours by her mad and wicked act,
She was found after the explosion lying in-
sensible on the floor of the housekeeper’s
room, her head having been struck by some
of the falling debris.”

~ ““And—and what else had happened 7"’ I
' asked tremblingly.

| **The wall between the library and the
. housekeeper’s room was partly blown down
by the force of the explosion,” answered Mr.
Yorke, ‘“and the bookcase and ceiling total-
ly destroyed by fire.”

““ And how was I found " I faltered.

“1 found you,” replied Mr. Yorke, in
| rather a husky voice, ‘‘and lifted you up,
land carried you from the burning room.
' But you must not talk any more just now,
| Alice. After all we have indeed great rea
| gon to be thankful that your life was

{ spared.”

“ And Mabel Neal ! I said

““ She is in custody,” said Mr. Yorke,
| ““and she neither asserts her innocence, nor
' denies her guilt. But she has, I believe,
|expressed some sorrow for the serious in-
juries which have happened to you.”

¢ And what will happen to her 7’ I asked.

“ When you are well enough to give evi-
dence she will probably be tried,” answered
Mr. Yorke. “For the present the statement
which you have just made to me will be
sufhicient.”

Then after a few kindly words of sympa-
thy he went away, and I was left there to
think. A sudden and terrible fear crept
| over me since I had heard Mr. Yorke's ex-
| planation.
| “ Gunpowder !" I kept murmuring to my-
self, and my heart sank within me as 1 re-
\ peated the fatal word.

GHAPTER VI

An hour later Dr. Richards arrived.

“* Doctor,” I said, assoon as his custom-
ary inquiries were over, ‘* Mr Yorke has
been here, and I know how I received my
injuries, and I wish now also to know their
real extent.” T | IS

I tried to say this calmiy ; I had fixed to
say these Wﬂrcﬁt, and to say them calmly,
but my voice faltered in spite of myself, and
my heart beat fast.

“ How do you mean !’ gaid Dr. Richards.
“ You are improving every day. Your sys-
tom has recovered from the shock better
than we could possibly expected.”

“T mean,” I answered, *‘ about my sight.
To what extent are my eyes impaired ?”

The doctor was silent.

““ Tell m= the trnth, I implore you.” 1
continued. **Aayciiogis better than this
dreadful doubt

Then the docr. put his hand upon my
head.

“T will undo the bandages, he said ; and
he proceeded slowly and gently to unfasten
them. Finally he took off the last roll of
linen and some cotton wool.

““They are uncovered now,” he said:
““ try to look up.”

I tried ; I lifted the lids—all was dark —
dark still.

‘I see nothing,” I cried aloud. ** Doctor,
doctor ! am I blind ?"

“Have patience for a little,” said the
doctor. ‘‘ Lift the lids again. There!
You see nothing still, do you ?”

““No, no; all is darkness. Oh ! doctor,
can it be? It cannot be—my sight surely is
not gone "

“] fear it is,” answered Dr. Richards
very gravely. *‘ Nay, from the first, my
poor young lady, I knew it was. The fatal
explosion of gunpowder so near you must
inevitably have destroyed your eyesight.”

I gave a despairing cry—1 covered my
face.

‘1 would rather have died,” I murmured ;
“‘ would that I had died !”

““Do not say that,” said Dr. Richards
earnestly, ‘‘ Many happy days are yet in
store for you 1 trust—the blind are prover-
bially happy and content.”

But I only moaned in reply.

_ ““Always to be in darkness,” I was think-
ing; ‘“‘always in the dark—mnever to see
Gerard’s tace—never to see the sun !"

It was terrible—too terrible! This was
what had made Gerard sad, then—this—.

“Why did you not tell me before?’ 1
said bitterly. * Why did you let me lie
here in a fool's paradise waiting until I
could see, when you knew I would do so no
more ?"

‘“ Because, we feared the shock might in-
jure you,” answered Dr. Richards; * but I
' have thought more than once of breaking it
.to you. After a little while you will %:e-
! come reconciled to the idea.
. loss, but
health—*’

““ Always in the dark—always in the
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the letter which she must have |

dark”—T kept murmuring, and I turned my

fillen the bitterness of death.

Gerard came to dine in the afternoon and
tried to comfort me. Aunt Sarah had sent
for him I suppose, for he knew that I had
| heard the dreadful news, and when he en-
tered the room he lifted me in his arms, and
l.id my head upon his breast,
| ““My poor girl!” he said. My

dear girl, and so they have told you the
truth ? But, Alice—try to be a brave girl
to please me.”

“(Oh! it is so dreadful, dreadful, Gerard!”

[ sobbed upon his breast. ‘‘ Never, never
| to see you again—always to be in darkness
| —always in the dark !”

¢} pu must see with my eyes,” said Ger-
ard, kindly and gently. *‘I will try to
lighten this to you, dear. It is a terrible
trial for you to bear—but, at least, your
life is spared.”

““ And you will love me, Gerard?’ 1l
| whispered. **You will love me the same?”
““ Yes, dear Alice, yes,” answered Gerard
' and he kissed me. But in his voice for a
moment I thought I heard a change. Just
a faint falter—just a little want of warmth
—that was all, and yet a fresh pang darted
into my heart, and I shivered asif some-
thing cold had touched me.

“* Let me read to you now ?” said Gerard.
“Tt will amuse you. Yougnust not always
be thinking of your trouble, dear Alice.’

“*No," aa.ui, and I lay back on the pil-
lows, and Gerard sat and read to me more
than an hour. But I did not follow him.,
My brain seemed only to have room for one
thonght that day. was blind ; ard in a
moment had passed away from me the
brightness and beauty of my life !

People were very sorry for me. My dear
Aunt Sarah, who had nursed me night and
day, would creep up to m bed.side some-
times and kiss my hand when she thought
I was sleeping, and I could feel her tears
fall upon it. But for the few days after the
terrible knowledge came to me, 1 was quite
stunned with grief. I tried to smile when
Gerard called to see me; I tried to smile
when his mother came, and sometimes I
tried to speak cheerfully to Aunt Sarah.
But in spite of all my efforts I could not

hide the bitter and miserable feelings of
my heart. It had come so suddenly—in
the midst of my bright dreams of love and
hope this great darkness had fallen upon
me, and the light had passed away from
my eyes forever.

Some very miserable days and nights had
passed since I had first learned the truth
when one afternoon Mr. Stephen Yorke
again called to see me.

His manner was exceedingly gentle and
considerate to me. My hearing seemed to
have sharpened and grown more acute since
my misfortune, and I could detect the deep
ring of heartfelt sympathy in Mr. Yorke's
voice.

He did not attempt to tell me that I must
try to be cheerful, but somehow I found
myself talking to him almost cheerfully.

“ You have a wonderful power of winning
affection, I think, Alice,” he said, *‘ which
some women, however beautiful, do no pos-
sess. Do you know I've been weaving a lit-
tle scheme of late—a little selfish scheme?”

‘“ Not selfish, I am sure,” I said, smiling.

“ But it is indeed,’ hesaid. * Yoa know
I'm an old bachelor. Some day I will tell
you how I once had my dreams of a wife
and a happy home, and how the early and
sudden death of the peor girl I loved ended
that ideal household. But I'm an old —or

shall I console my little remaining vanity
by aa}'in%‘a middle-aged bachelor? At all
events a bachelor, and Gerard is my adopt-
ed son and heir. Now, the scheme that 1
propose is very eimple. This house has
naturally pa‘nful memories for you, has it
not "

““ Yes, yes, indeed !" I said, and shivered.

““Jt is sure to have,” said Mr. Yorke,
““and therefore my proposal, which is, that
you and Gerard are married almost immedi-
ately, and that you live with me. This ar-
rangement will brighten my life, for as my
sister-in-law and I creep down into the ‘ sere
and yellow leaf,” we shall have your young
voice, and I pray some younger voices still,
to cheer our ears. You are thinking of Aunt
Sarah? Do not think that I have forgotten
her. Aunt Sarah shall be especially wel-
come under my roof. Sheis a good woman,
and she'll be the dear maiden aunt to you
young folks, and help to nurse me when I
have a fit of gout.”

““Oh! Mr. Yorke, how good, how kind
and thoughtful you are!” I exclaimed, and
I held out my hand which he clasped in his
kindly palm.

““ How selfish you mean,” he answered
with a little laugh, ** to scheme thus to add
two charming ladies to my household | It
is settled then ? We can let this house 1

““ But Gerard ?” I said, interrupting Mr.
Yorke. ¢ Perhaps Gerard will not care to
have his poor blind wife so soon ?"

“ Then Gerard would be utterly unworthy
of your love, and my affection and trust !"
replied Mr. Yorke with some warmth. ““To
any man with a spark of tenderness in his
heart, your misfortune must have made you
dearer, No, Miss Alice, I have only one

fear about this arrangement, can you guess
what it is ¥

““ No,” I answered.

“That you will be completely spoilt be-
tween us,” said Mr. Yorke laughing. *'I
am prepared to do my share, and what with
Gerard, Aunt Sarah, Aunt Margaret, and
Uncle Stephen, the poor little woman will
be killed with kindness |”

Tears came into my poor blind eyes, and
ran down my cheeks at these words,

Then Mr. Yorke stooped down and kissed
me.

“ Good-bye for the present, my adopted
daughter,” he said, trying not to show the
emotion which I heard plainly thrilling
through his voice. ‘‘I shall send Master
Gerard to you in the evening to fix the day,
and get the two old ladies—oh ! if they
heard me |—-to order the bridecake.”

CHAPTER VII.
Gerard did come in the evening. It was
late though before he arrived, and I had

spent some anxious hours waiting for the
sound of his footsteps on the stairs.

moment he was beside me.

“Well,” he said, *“so I hear you and
Uncle Stephen, have been making various
arrangements ?”’

¢t Uncle Stephen has,” I answered. ** I—
I—never thought H

at iue idea that iic sh.a:ll imagine the pro-
posal emanated frou.

iha

dear, |

They came at last however, and the next

“Youn have settled it between you at all
' events " said Gerard, as I paused blushing

‘¢ So when 1s the

p————————————————

l

-

-

day tobe? You must give me warning you

face to the wall, for truly on my soul had | know.”

1 (erard spoke so lightly that I felt a little
urt.

“‘ There is no harry,” I said.

“ Bat Uncle Stephen says there is,” an-
swered Gerard, with a laugh. ‘“You have
f.ii.l'l}' bewitched him, Alice. He 18 not
over-generous as a rule, but he has present-
ed me witheuch a handsome cheque for our
wedding tour that we can go where we like,
and stay away as long as we like.”

“ That will not be very long, Gerard,” I
said, softly, and I put my hand in his,
““ Your poor blind wife will like best to be
at home,”

v« Hush,” said Gerard, kindly and gently,
and he put his hand caressingly on my head.
“ Well, when ia it to be "

I hesitated. **We must consu
Sarah, and your mother,” I said.

¢ Oh, but Uncle Stephen will have his
own way,” said Gerard, * and he wishes our
marriage to take place as soon as you are
well enough to leave your room. One rea-
son that he gives is—that that wretched
woman, Mabel Neal, curse her ! is to be
tried at the assizes, and he thinks you should
have the support of a husband when you
give your evidence.”

* My evidence ?” I repeated. *‘Shall I
have to give evidence against her, Gerard *”

“Simp ly to repeat what you told Uncle
Stephen,”’ answered Gerard. ‘* You need
only be in the court for a few minutes. I
wish I could give any evidence that would
hang her, though !" he added, vindictively.

“ 0Oh ! no, Gerard,” I said. * Itwasa
cruel act, but leave her to her conscience.
What will they do to her?”

“ Not half encugh,"” said Gerard, *‘ But
donot let us speak of her. Uncle Stephen
told me not to mention her, I believe. But
he wishes us to be married before the assizes
d—sn, my little Alice, you must fix the

H}T+’I.

I did not, however, do so that night, nor
indeed for some days after this interview
with Gerard. But both Aunt Sarah and
Mrs. Yorke seemed anxious that my mar-
riage should take place immediately ; and
at last, not unwillingly, but with a strange
nnrest for the future in my heart, 1 gave
my consent.

It was fixed that we were to be married
in three weeks from the time that Mr. Ste-
phen Yorke had first spoken to me on the
subject. The ceremony had to bea very
quiest one, by my express desire, for I felt
that gaiety and mirth would ill become a
sightless bride.

I can scarcely describe what I felt, and
the emotions which I went through during
these three weeks. I wassometimes happy,
for I loved Gerald so deeply, and at other
times my terrible misfortune seemed to
crush me to the earth. I could not see the
presents which my kind friends lavished
upon me ; the diamonds that Mr. Stephen
Yorke bought for me, nor the bridal dress
that Gerard’s mother chose. They told me
of these things; they made me feel the
satin and the lace, and never perhaps guess-
ed what I felt as they did so.

Gierard was very kind and gentle. Yes,
let me write this down—he was kind and
gentle, and never spoke an unkind word to
me during the three weeks which passed
before we were to be married. He was not
in Dereham the whole time. He went up
to town for a week, but both before he
went, and after his return, I knew by his
manner and his voice, that be was restless
and disturbed.

I also felt very restless. Oh ! if I cculd
but have geen his face, I used to think—
seen it once, only once more ! I used to
pray that [ might see it again, and some-
times in my dreams I did see it—the hand-
some face that I had loved to look upon so
well |

But in my waking hours I saw nothing.
Gerard brought a famous oculist down with
him from town, and my eyes were examined,
and re-examined. But when I asked this
Eautleman to tell ma the truth, he only con-

rmed Dr, Richard’s sentence. I was blind
—1I would never see Gerard's face again—I
was condemned to live in darkness all my
remaining days.

But time passed on. By Mr. Stephen
Yorke's wish the marriage was to take place
from his house ; and by his wish also, Aunt
Sarah and myself went to stay at his house
three days before the day on which the wed-
ding was to take place.

We went on the Monday, and Thursday
was to be the marriage-day. Everything
was ready now—the bridal dresses, the
bridecake, the presents, were all in the
house, and no break had occurred in any of
the arrangements,

I fancied it might just be fancy, I told
myself, that no one in the house seemed in
Very g-:md spirits, after we went to Mr.
Yorke's. Mrs. Yorke was kind certainly,
but not so cordial in her manner, I thought,
as she used to be. Mr. Yorke was kinder
than ever (if that were possible), and he
alone tried to make jokes and to be merry.

Gerard too was kind—always kind—but
he was unsettled and silent. Thus passed
the Monday and Tuesday, and then came
Wednesday—the day before my wedding-
day,

It Aunt

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

—a
Epidemic Amongst Fishes.

When fish are affected by disease they al-
most invariably die ; not one in a hundred
recovers, and there is at present no known
remedy which can be said to be efficacious.

As is the case with the human race, cer-
tain fish escape the contagion, and it is a
pretty safe rule that where they can be
taken by angling with hook and line, those
fish are safe to eat.

It is quite a singular fact, that when an
epidemic breaks out in any waters, only one
kind of fish is affected at the same time,
which shows that it cannot be caused by
any impurities of the waters or any cause of
a similar nature, or else all the different
kinds of fish in that body of water must be
affected in a similar manner.

o a
Strictly True

In every respect and attested by the testi-
mony of thousands that Putnam’s Painless
Corn Extractor is a sure and painless cure
for corns. The claim that it is just as good
made by those endeavoring to palm off imi-
trtions for the genuine only proves the
superiority of ** Putnam's.” Use only Put-
ham’s Painless Corn Extractor. Sure, saie,
painless.

—i—

The most magnificent visitor ever known
in the annals of the English Court was the
Emperor Nicholas, who, when he was there
in 1844, left £2,000 to be distributed amor>
the servants at Windsor Castls, v « toe
housekeeper there was given a 7«
diamoncs worth £1 700.
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The Five Sisters.

There were five fair si<ters, and each h
Flora would fain be a fashionable dame ;
Scholarly Susan’s selection was books ;
| Coquettish Cora cared more for good lookd |
| Anna, ambitious, aspired after wealth :
Sensible Sarah sought first for good health.

So she took Dr. Pierce's Golden Medical
Discovery and grew healthy and blooming.
Cora’s beauty quickly faded ; Susan’s eye-
sight failed from over-study ; Flora became
nervous and fretful in striving after fashion,
' and a sickly family kept Apna’s husband
poor. Bat sensible Sarah grew daily more
healthy, charming and intelligent, and she
married rich.

It is estimated that twice as much English
as American capitalis invested in Mexico.
| The three R's brought Regret, Ileproach

and Hemorse to a gieat political party in
| 1884, The three P s, when signifying Dr.
Pierce’'s Purgative Pcllets, bring Peace to
the mind, Preservation and Perfection of
health to the body.

(ive . man six feet of earth and he will
take a knell.

Bartholdi's Great Work,

The statue of Liberty enlightening the
world, which stands cn Bedloe's lsland,
in the harbor of New York, is one of the
most sublime artistic conceptions of modern
times. The torch of of the goddess lights
the nations of the earth to peace, prosperity
and progress, through Liberty. But *li-
berty"’ is an empty word to the thousands
of poor women enslaved by physical ail-
ments a hundredfold more tyrannical than
any Nero. To such sufferers Dr. Pierce's
Favorite Prescriptionholds forth the promise
of a speedy cure. Itis a specificin all those
derangements, ircegul writies and weaknesses
which make life a burden to so many women,
The only medicine sold by druggists, under
a positive guarantee from the manufactur-
ers, that it will give satisfaction in every
case, or money will be refunded. See

arla.ntee printed on wrapper enclosing

ttle.

The inquisitive fellow may not be a sad-

alm—

der, but he is always a ‘‘ why sir” man.
Catarrh, Catarrhal Deafness and
Hay Fever.

Sufferers are not generally aware that these diseases
are contagious, or that they are due to the presence
of living parasites in the lining membrane of the nose
and eustachian tubes. Microscopio research, however,
has proved this to be a fact, and the result is that a
simple remedy has been formulated whereby catarrh,
catarrhal deafness and hay fever are cured in from
one to three gimple applicatione made at home, A
pamphlet explaining this new treatment la sent free
on receipt of stamp by A. H. Dixon & Son, 808 King
Street West Toronto, Unnada.

A. P. 355.
T s TR T - LR
P A‘I’EH‘I’ For Sala —Illustrated descriptive Cat-
alogue free. R. Chamberlin, Toronto.
PATEHTS PROCURED in Canada, the U.S. and
all foreign countries. Engineers, Pa-
tent Attorneys, and experts in Patent Causes. Estab-
liah_ed 1267. Donald €. Ridont & Co., Toronto.
! * Babbits "— Non-
SPUBHEH S GHPPER]HE fibrous Anti-fric-
tion Box-metal for journal bearings in machinery—
Guaranteedcopper mixed, supplies every requirement.
Ask your hardware dealer forit. ALONZO W. SPOON-
EE_ Pnter_xtee and Mﬂ._nuiucturer. Fort Hope, Ont.
e
MANUFACTURERS.

M. STAUNTON & CO,,
Samples on application. TORONTO, O NT
H Wi i PFPEILT

lliams, sz === RoOKEN
I ! SLATH I
Manufacturer and dealer in
Tarred Felt, Roofing FPitch, Bullding Pa-
pers, Carpet and Deafening Felt, READY

ROOFING, Ete. 4 Adelaide St. E., TORONTO.
W t PURE kl‘.'II\' G STREAM.

a er AUGERS, bore 20 feet
per hour. Also Reck Drills—Hand, Horse, or
Steam Power. Send for Catalogue.

Laldlaw Manufacturing Co.,
HamiLToN, ONT.
BY’'S BIRTHDAY.
A Beautiful Imported Birthday Card sea’
baby whose mother will send ns thy
f two or more other babies, and theiz
addresses Also a handsome Dl
¢ Sample Card to the mother aadl

BA

a8y Lo any
B names o
parents’
mond :
much valuable information.

*Wells, Richardsor & Co., Montreal
—T EY E—

Toronto Silver Plate 0o,

MANUFACTORERS OF THR HIGHEST GRADE aF

TRADE

ALL GOODS GUARANTEED.
TORONTO.

ASSESSMENT SYSTEM

TheMutual Reserve Fund

LIFE ASSOCIATION.

The largest and most prosperons open Assessmenf
Association in the world, desires active representa-
tives in every section of Canada, Liberal induce-
ments. It has full Government deposit, and under
the supervision of Insurance Department at Ottawa

Correspondence solicited. Address,

O . VWEILILES,
General Manager,

Royal
Dandelion
Cofiee.

A Delicious and nourishing Breakfast Beverage, con-
tains a proportion of German Dandelion Root, which
acts medicinally on the Liver and Stomach, purifyin
the blood and invigorating the system. Prepar
only by

ELLIS & KEIGHLEY,
TORONTO.

MERIDEN BRITANNIA GO.

MANUFACTURE ONLY

FINEST
SILVER-PLATED

WARE.
Artistic Designs, combined wiil
Unequalled Durability
and Fimish,
I TTAMILTOIN,. OINTARIO..




