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THEthe dishes, and was always very careful 

not to break any. Sometimes I made my 
bed and did the dusting. Before break­
fast I milked two cows and generally fed 
my chickens. I think mammas should 
always teach their little girls to work. I 
did not work all the time. I had lots of 
fun riding in the wagon to the harvest 
field and playing in the barn. I visited 
some of my little friends, and entertained 
them when they returned my visit. I am 
11 years old, and have only one pet, and 
that is my little baby brother. But I 
always look for the children’s letters in the 
ADVERTISER, as wo aro constant renders of 
it and like it very much. From your dear 
niece, NETTIE WEYLER.

DUNNINGVILLE, Nov. 8, 1891. 
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

Well, auntie, the first tiling I am going 
to tell you about is how I spent the Fourth. 
We drove to a town about three miles away 
and saw a sham battle fought between the 
Grand Army soldiers and the Indiana. 
They got excited and one man shot over 
another's shoulder and singed his hair, so 
the Indians got the best of it. I liked, to 
hear the band play. There was a balloon 
went up, too, but we didn’t stop to see it, 
for we had to come home too soon. I went 
to the Sunday school picnic, too. We had 
a nice time. I had to help pick berries and 
go for the mail. Our postoffice is over & 
mile away and I go pretty often, for pa 
says I go the quickest. I had to take 
water to the field for the men to drink. 
Robie and the dog went with me once, and 
between the dog and me we broke the

me the whole day driving and lunching at 
noon on the banks. Oh! I can’t tell you 
how delighted I was with these trips. 1 
am a little girl 9 years old. I hope my 
letter will please you. I remain, dear 
Aunt Prudence, your little girl,

LIZZIE PATERSON.

KINLOSS, Nov. 12, 1891.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

I have been reading your letters in the 
ADVERTISER for quite a while, and 1 saw 
some very interesting letters that were 
sent to you, and I thought I would write 
one too. Having noticed in one of the 
papers a prize given for the best letter on 
the summer vacation, I thought I would 
write one too. Well, I am 13 years old 
and live in the country. We live four 
miles from Lucknow. 1 have three sisters 
and two brothers. We live on a farm, and 
there is always plenty to do, if people are 
willing to do it. Well, I spent the most of 
my vacation at home, helping my brothers 
and sisters to pick berries. We picked and 
sold $5 worth of berries to help to get 
books for school. I am in the entrance 
class, and I intend to try next July. I 
have a little sister to mind and that keeps 
me pretty busy. Ma said it was better for 
me to be working at home than running 
around visiting. I thought I would try my 
luck for the carriage. I guess you will be 
thinking this letter is long enough. I will 
close now. From your loving neice,

KATIE BARE

BIER, Nov. 11, 1891.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

I am going to write a letter to you and 
tell you how I spent my summer holidays. 
I was to the River Thames and to a birth­
day party. When I was at home I went 
picking berries, attended to the baby, fed 
chickens end did lots of other small chores. 
I have told all that I can remember now, so 
I will close. From your loving niece,

LILLIE WILKIN, 
$ $ $

FENELLA, Nov. 12, 1891.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

As this is Thanksgiving Day and I am 
home from school I thought I would write 
to you and tell you how I spent my holi­
days. I was at home the first three weeks. 
As we have two farms I had to help with 
the work considerably. Two of my broth­
ers stay at one of the farms, and I often 
went with one of my sisters to get the boys 
their dinner and tidy up their house, for 
someone had to go down there every day 
while they were there. One of my sisters 
lives about twenty miles from here, near 
Lake Ontario, and she came out to our 
place, and me and my sister Phyllis went 
home with her and stayed for two weeks. 
We had lots of fun for she has two dear 
little children, and I went on a visit to my 
brother’s, near Cobourg, and then I went to 
my eldest sister's, about eight miles from 
here, and stayed for about a week, and she 
has three nice little children. One day last 
week her eldest girl had her leg broken, 
and the doctor that set it said she was a 
brick, for she stood the pain so well. One 
of my sisters is out there now helping to 
take care of her, and ma says that I can go 
and stay with her a week after she gets a 
little better. I am a girl 12 years old, and 
my pa has taken the ADVERTISER for a good 
many years, and I often thought I would 
like to write to you and be one of your 
nieces, but I was almost afraid to, as I am 
not used to writing to grown-up people. 
Now I must close, for fear that I am get­
ting my letter too long, so good-bye. I re-

sobbed poor Ann, shruddering against the 
wall, “but I’m punished now. That s 
Joe’s ghost if ever a ghost walked the 
earth."

After o time of horror, however, the old 
strong will arose and asserted itself and 
Ann tried to gather strength for another 
trip to the well. “It’s sonie poor drunken 
yellow that’s stumbled in," she said to 
herself. "I must let down the rope and 
help him out. My Joe’s safe in heaven this 
many a day.”

And so she lighted a lantern, wrapped 
her shawl again about her poor pule face, 
and went bravely out. ...

Thanksgiving dawned brightly, with a 
crisp, cool wind, that rustled the few leaves 
still clinging to the maples under which 
Amos Edwards stood after breakfast, talk- 
ing with a young man who had just ridden 
up the lane. The farmer looked puzzled. 
Presently he called, "Mother ! mother! 
come here a minute, and as his wife came 
from the kitchen door, pulling down her 
sleeves and wrapping her apron about her 
head he went on, "Here great news, 
mother I Sam Tucker’s just out from 
town, after the party last night, and he 
says sister Ann wants us to hitch right up 
and come in there to dinter. What do you 
think’s happened? • Wonder if Ann’s had a 
stroke ?"

"Oh, no, sir !” interrupted the young man 
“She came ‘round to Auut Dezian’s herself 
to tell me, and I never seen her look better. 
She said he knew ‘twas a late word, but 
she didn't make up her mind to keep 
Thankivin' till after 10 o’clock last 
night. Aunt's folks thought ‘twas queer, 
but Mra. Edwards she wouldn’t say no 
more, and the house looks • Il right, for I 
rode,' round to see. Maybe she’s .found 
some o’ Captain Kidd’s money. Say, Me. 
Edwards, my Polly ain't a bit tired, and 
year folks can’t go in one wagon. I'll 
take Sally down on the pillion, if you say

The Thanksgiving Well Elections 
representati

An Ohio 1 
by Alcantar

(From Housekeepers Weekly.)
Many, many Thanksgiving Eves have 

come and gone since the red November sun- 
met shone in the face of Amos Edwards, as 
he urged Peggy, his old gray mare, up the 
last steep hili on their homeward road. Four 
miles behind him, away toward the Dela­
ware River, lay what is now the city of 
Wilmington, (then it was the town of 
Willington), and the hilly road had never 
seemed longer to Amos than that afternoon 
for he carried a heavy heart under the 
gay worsted “comforter,” folded across his 
breast.

“Why, father, where’s the nutmegs? 
cried Sally, after a hurried inspection of the 
bundles on the kitchen table, when Peggy 
was made snug in her stall, and Amos was 
getting out of his cow-hide boots with some
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‘ 1 wherever Sunlight Soup is found •her and answered cheerily, "He remem- 
bered everything else I Every single thing! 
Father's memory gets bettershe gets older, 
seems to me."

But that night, shut away in the chilly 
seclusion of their north bed-room, she 
asked him gently, "hat'd Ann say, 
father?"

"Poor Ann 1" answered the farmer, with 
a heavy sigh. "Seems like she can't rise 
above her troubles. So soon as 1 spoke 
the work thanksgivin' she ‘peered to 
bristle up. Says she, ‘A cup o’ tea an' a 
bite o' bread ’ll be my dinner that day, an’ 
would be if I had a thousan’ dollars. No, 
no, Amos; I wish ye all well, but I can’t 
some to none o’ your Thanksgivin dinners. 
You’ve got a good home an’ a fine farm, fat 
turkeys and punkins a plenty, and I don’t 
grudge 'em to you. But tell me why, if 
there’s justice done us above, you've got 
your wife and your sons and daughters and 
their children around you, and I’ve get 
nothin’ an’ nobody. Talk about Divine 
Providence to me ! My Joe, my baby boy 
—with all his wild ways he was good to his 
old mother, and when the rest was taken 
from me, one by one, he was all the com­
fort I had in life. When he was off a 
cruisin’ I could stand livin’ alone thinkin’ 
of him cornin’ back to me with his presents 
and his jokes and his lovin’ ways."

“Ann was gettin’dreadful excited by that 
time; just a walkin’ up an‘ down the room. 
‘Tell me,’ says she, stoppin’ short again, 
‘tell me why other boys sails the river an’ 
bay and goes in and out the capes, sum­
mer and winter, sun an’ storm, safe an’ 
well? My boys gone; no on knows how 
nor where, only the schooner’s never been 
beard from."

"‘But, Ann,’ says I, tryin’ to put in a 
comfortin’ word, ‘you’ve got your brothers 
an’ sisters. You and me always was 
chums, and you used to seem to care for 
me. Now you won’t come to us even fer 
Thanksgivin’.’ And then I tried to go on 
an’ tell her bow we couldn’t understand the 
pintin’s o’ Providence, but jest had to give 
up our wills, an’ try to keep a thankful 
sperrit. ‘An’,’ says I, ‘seems to me this is 
the time o’ year for us to remember our 
marcies, and there ain’t none of us but 
what’s got some.’” He paused.

“Well, what then?” asked his wife. 
"What’d Ann say to that?”
P “She give a kind o’ snort, and says she 
•Marcies I marcies, indeed I Jest you show 
me, Amos, what I’ve got to be thankful 
fer, an then come talk to me about Thanks- 
giving’!”

“Well, I was beat ont to know what 
to say next. I studied a good while and 
then, ‘Well, Ann,’ says I, ‘one thing you 
not—the best well o’ water in the town. 
Everybody says so.”

“She seemed to get real cross at that 
and says she, very scornful, ‘Oh, yes, I 
hev! Yes, indeed ! Well, when that well 
o’ water brings my Joe back to me, 1’11 be 
thankful for it. Now go home, Amos, and 
enjoy your Thankgiving dinner with your 
family. You mean well, but you don’t 
know what trouble is.’"

The whole story had been so characteristic 
of her easy-going, affectionate husband and 
his sharp, stern sister that Mrs. Edwards 
had smiled once or twice as she lay listen­
ing in the darkness. But the last words 
rouse a feeling that lies dormant in us all. 
and she hastened to say:

“Don’t know what trouble is! Well, 
I guess Ann don’t know what poor health 
I enjoy—to say nothing o’ Sally’s de­
clarin’ she won’t marry Sam Tucker, and 
Ed’s wife being so sickly and his boy lame. 
I guess we have our share, too ! But there, 
don’t you fret too much over Ann, father. 
Folks can’t co ou livin’ shut up with sor­
row like she’s been doin’ the past year. 
There’ll come an end to that. The Lord 
don’t mean none of us to creep away in a 
corner and nurse our sore hearts that way, 
I guess."

And then, after a little while, silence 
reigned in the chilly north bedroom where 
the moonlight struggled in through the 
boughs of the old walnut trees outside.

The same autumnal moonlight lay white 
and clear on the roofs and wall of the sleep­
ing town when Ann Edwards laid down her 
knitting and began to make ready for bed. 
She was in the way of silting up lateover 
her work, for it was by the sale of coarse 
mittens and socks that she earned the money 
for daily needs, and ho liked the quite of 
the evening hours, when there was no danger 
of any one’s dropping in. Street lamps were 
unknown at this time, and the town-folk 
made their social calls by daylight.

Ann Edwards prided herself upon her 
courage, and a timid neighbor often related 
how, on that awful day when Du Pont’s 
powder wagons exploded, and the streets 
were filled with a frightened, surging crowd, 
“Ann, she jest set a knittin’, and never 
dropped a stitch."

But to-night she started nevously when 
a stick of wood snapped in two, and again 
when the yellow cat rubbed against her 
chair. Perhaps it was the talk with her 
brother, perhaps she was not quite well- 
at any rate, the ghosts of past Thanksgiv- 
ings walked before her, and the light of lier 
little fire seemed to shine on faces long since 
hidden from her view.

Just before the nine-o’clock bell rang, as 
she was closing the shutters of a back 
window she was almost sure she saw the 
shadowy figure of a man glide across the 
yard toward the well, and—was that a 
scream ? , .

"Nonsense, Ann Edwards ! You 11 take 
a good dose of hot ginger tea and go 
straight to bed. Such foolishness aint 
for lone women like you," she sternly said 
to herself. Having stirred up the fire, she 
was about to hang the kettle over it when 
she suddenly remembered that there was 
no water in the house, and, angry with her- 
se f for the shudder that came over her as 
she opened the door, she wrapped her head 
in her shawl, took a tin dipper, and went 
out to the well.

Would any one of her neighbors have 
known that white-faced woman who, a 
moment later, rushed across the yard into 
the house, bolted the door, and cowered 
behind it? Would any one have believed 
what she had seen as ship bent over the 
well?—a dark figure, rising from its 
depths, that stretched shadowy arms to­
ward her and cried, “Mother! mother ! 
help I help t"′
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pitcher. Well, 1 will close, so good night.
FLORENCE M. BRODIE.From

FINE FINISHED FURNITURE
FOE TIE FALL TRADE 

--------AT--------

FERGUSON & SONS.
See our Oak Bedroom Sets in Antique or XVI Century Finish 

at $28 and up to $225. _.
See our Ash Chamber Sets in XVL Century or Antique Finish

at $20. Gems. ___________ _________ ______

Duxnikovi ELI, Nov. &, 1801.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE;

Well, auntie, I got a nice doll. Ma got 
it for me for stopping home the day of the 
picnic. I would like to see it in the doll 
carriage. I hope you won’t forget us because 
we live away off here in Michigan; but I 
know you will use us fair. I had to stop 
home all holidays; but one day I went with 
ma to pick cherries. We picked a big 
basket full. I had to watch the cows off Ilie 
turnips and rock the baby that you wanted 
to buy. I helped in the garden all I could, 
and did little chores for my ma. I go to 
Sunday school on Sundays, and now I go to 
school every day. This is all I can think of 
now. From your living niece,

LILLY E. BRODIE.

Duhningville, Mich., Nov. 8, 1891.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

It seems to me so long since the holidays 
I can hardly remember all that happened 
but I will try to tell you what I can. I went 
two day’s picking berries, I got about a 
quart one day, but it was so hot I could 
not stand it. Pa and ma went to town 
one day and left me to take care of the 
baby, I managed him all right for I fed him 
all the bread and milk he could eat; he was 
as good as ever he could be, and I did quite 
a big washing of things for the baby. Ma 
said I did very good for a 10-year-old girl; 
I went to our Sunday school picnic and had 
a nice time; I was visiting two dnya and 
had a good time; I got quite a lot done on 
my quilt, I have 28 blocks pieced but ma 
didn’t get me anything to set it together 
with; I went with pa to Allegan and saw 
lots of nice things; Allegan is a lovely city 
—there are 10 churches in it. If you want 
me to I will tell you all about it in my next 
letter. Dear auntie, I hope my letter will 
be good enough to get the prize. This is all 
can think of now, so good-bye. From your 
loving niece, JULIA A. BRODIE.

so.”

The dinner table was set, the turkey 
done to a turn, and Ann Edwards and her 
sailor son sat side by side in the “Lore- 
room,’’ when brother Amos, with an anxious 
face, peered in at the door. Joe was sun- 
browned and changed, but his blue eyes had 
not lost their sparkle, and the hearty hand- 
shakes and kisses and the merry jokes 
he proceeded to dist bute among his 
astonished relations soon convinced them 
that it was Joe himself, flesh and blood and 
no spirit.

The story of his home coming was told 
•gain and again, and wondered over until 
he cried out against it. "Why, no, ‘tain’t 
wonderful,” he said. "Most natural thing 
in the world. I didn’t want to rush in on 
mother too sudden, and I got thirsty soon’s 
I saw the old well. I tell you a man that’s 
been a year or more in the southern seas 
likes the looks of an old well like that. 
And how did I know the curb was taken 
away ? Course I fell in! And then I 
hollered. Wasn’t nothin’ else to do. But 
didn’t mother put down the bucket quick 
when she was sure it was me? And didn’t 
she pull on the rope? I tell you---- ”

Over in the corner Ann Edwards, her 
sharp gray eyes dimmed with happy tears 
was saying to her brother, "I was took at 
my words, Amos, and that will always be 
the Thanksgivin’ well—to me.”
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FACTORY AND WAREHOUSE:

48 and 50 COLBOENE STREET, - TORONTO, ONT.
Swiss, French and German Embroiderers.\

Flannels, Buggy Dusters, Piano, Organ and Table Covers, etc., etc
Braiding, Cording and Embroidering for the Trade Only.

MANUFACTURERS OF LADIES’ AND MISSES' CLOAKS, 
JACKETS, SUITS, SKIRTS, ETC.

We make all the goods we sell on our own premises, under our own super- 
vision, and give the retail merchants the advantage of buying direct from 
the factory without paying the middleman's profit
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FOR BOYS AND GIRLS.
LETTER BOX.

[Under this heading we will insert letters on 
any subject from boys and girls. The letters 
must be brief and written on one side of the 
paper. The name and address must be given, 
to appear with the letter. Address: "AUNT 
PRUDENCE, ADVERTISER Office, London, 
Ont."J

DEANVILLE, Mich., Nov. 9, 1891. 
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE: •

This is my first letter to you, and I hope 
you wil accept me as your niece. I am a 
little girl 11 years old. I go to school every 
day, and 1 am in the first part Fourth 
Reader. I live on a farm of 460 acres. We 
take the ADVERTISER and have taken it for

Confederation Lite
HEAD OFFICE, - - - TORONTO.

main your loving niece,
GRACIE BAPTIST.

***
789 QUEEN’S AVENUE, CITY, Nov. 10. 

DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:
I have never written to you before, 

though I often started a letter but neglected 
to finish it. 1 spent my summer holidays 
at my grandfather’s place, a short distance 
from Peterboro. I enjoyed myself very 
much, as I was staying in the country. I 
used to feed the chickens and look for eggs 
every day, an amusement which cannot be 
indulged in in a city home. After being 
there a month we packed our luggage and 
started off for Stoney Lake, where a large 
camping party had gathered and where we 
nearly all could sing, "I paddle my own 
canoe.” We had such a lovely time that 
we looked forward with regret to the day 
when we all should take the tiresome 
journey back to the Forest City. But 
after ail, I was glad to settle down to 
school again, but 1 shall look forward with 
pleasure to my next summer’s holidays. 
Now, I must close. Hoping you will accept 
me as your niece, 1 remain,

ALICE H. ROGER.

FOREST, Nov. 13, 1891.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

I am going to describe to you the way in 
which I spent my holidays. Well, I cannot 
boast of having seen a great deal, but as 
you said that did not matter, I take cour­
age and write. I spent the greater part of 
my holidays at home. There was an old 
lady visiting at our place nearly all summer 
and she was not well at all. She liked to 
have somebody sit beside her and talk and 
read to her. I stayed beside her a good 
deal and fanned her, for those hot days 
were very hard on her, as her breath is 
very short. Then, of course, my friends 
came to see me and I returned their visits, 
and altogether had a very happy time. 
Then my little sister—she is just 3 years 
old and as cute as can be—and I had great 
fun in the hammock. The hammock is in 
the orchard under a tree, and it was nice 
and shady. Oh, I think anybody can have 
as much fun at home as when traveling, as 
traveling is very tiring. One day we all 
went to the pinery to pick berries. I did 
not pick many berries, but as there was 
quite a number of us we got quite a few. 
This is all I can think of now. So good-

Minard’s Liniment relieves Neuralgia.
A tomato vine at Santa Monica, Cal., 

climbs to the top of a cottage, and its blos­
soms and fruit occur twenty-five feet above 
ground.

Among the pains and aches cured with 
marvelous rapidity with Dr, Thomas’ 
Eclectic Oil, is ear-ache. The young are 
especially subject to it, and the desira­
bility of this Oil as a family remedy is en­
hanced by the fact that it is admirably 
adapted not only to the above ailment, but 
also to the hurts, disorders of the bowels, 
and affections of the throat, to which the 
young are specially subject.

Green boughs of the eucalyptus tree are 
said to be among the best disinfectants 
known for a room where scarlet fever ex­
ists.

Piles Piles ! Itching Piles
SYMPTOMS —Moisture; intense itching 

and stinging; most at night; worse by 
scratching. If allowed to continue tumors 
form, which often bleed and ulcerate, be­
coming very sore. SWAYNE’S OINTMENT 
stops the itching and bleeding, heals 
ulceration, and in most cases removes the 
tumors. At druggists, or by mail, for 50 
cents. Dr. Swayne & Son, Philadelphia. 
Lyman, Sons & Co., Montreal, wholesale 
agents. ywt

A rye head maketh a wryer thinker.
Wine may lead itself aright, but it 

leadeth a man awrong.
Mr. Job Scales, of Toronto, writes: “A 

short time ago I was Entering from Kidney 
Complaint and Dyspepsia,sour stomach and 
lame back; in fact, 1 was completely pros­
trated and sutering intense pain. While in 
this state a friend recommended me to try 
abottle of Northrop & Lyman’s Vegetable 
Discovery. I used one bottle, and the per­
manent manner in whicli it has cured and 
made a new man of me is such that 1 cannot 
withhold from the proprietors this ex­
pression of my gratitude."

Two of Mr. Howells’ children have taken 
to writing for juvenile magazines.

As the head swelleth, yea, even so the 
purse shrinketh.

BUSINESS IN FORCE, $20,000,000.
ASSETS AND CAPITAL 

FOUR AND A QUARTER MILLION DOLLARS.
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NCREASES MADE LAST YEARfour years, and papa says he could not do
I spentwithout it, for it has all the news.

my holidays part at home and part at my 
aunt’s in St. Thomas. I had a good time. 
I have two sisters and have often wished 
for a brother. This is all this time. From 
your loving niece. MAUDIE J. HOWELL.

***
DEANVILLE, Nov. 9. 1891.

DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:
1 am a little girl 6 years old. I hope 

you will accept me as your niece. I go to 
school. I read in the first part First 
Reader. I spent my holidays at home with 
mamma. She was sick My sister is 
writing for me, but I tell t what to say. 
Papa has gone to town today. This is all 
this time. From your niece.

ETHEL Howell.
***

LONDON, Nov. 12, 1891.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

For some time I have been reading the 
interesting little letters of your nieces in the 
ADVERTISER, and I thought I, too, would 
like to become a niece. I am 12 years old; 
I go to a convent school. You asked us to 
tell you how we spent our vacation. I 
spent a week down at Port Stanley berry- 
picking, Lathing, boating, riding, picnick­
ing and gathering stones and shells on the 
beach. I went to Toronto and did not stay 
very long, but I had a delightful time. I 
passed some days there boating and look­
ing at the beautiful buildings. I went to 
evening garden parties and picnics in Lon­
don. I had to spend some time to study 
my lessons for the opening of school on the 
following Monday, after having spent a 
pleasant vacation. As my letter is getting 
rather long, 1 will close. From your loving 
niece, LIZZIE HURSON.

***
BIRR, Ont., Nov. 10, 1891.

DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:
Although 1 wrote to you before, I am 

going to write to you again. It is a dull, 
rainy day, so I thought I would employ 
myself in some way. I had a very pleasant 
summer, especially in holidays, when I was 
feeding chickens, picking fruit, skipping or 
swinging, and also I was in London a couple 
of times. T had a small flower bed this 
summer, with some very pretty flowers in 
it. I will close now. Aunt Prudence. 
From your loving niece, MINNIE NEAL.

1**
TIVERTON, Nov. 12, 1891.

DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:
You are very kind and good to make 

such * nice offer of a doll’s carriage to the 
girl who writes yon the best description of 
hew her summer holidays were spent. I 
must try and give you an account of how I 
spent the most part of my time. 1 will 
tell you first that I have to help my ma to 
do the homework. She has no little girl 
but myself, and I do like to help her, sho 
is so good and kind to me. We have a 
nice garden, and I like to care for the 
flowers and plants by watering them when 
they require it, and keeping the beds clean 
from weeds. 1 had also two grand trips to 
Ihr lake. We are within a few miles of the 
shores of Lake Huron. My ma, my aunt, 
my brother and myself spent one whole day 
at the lake shore. What a fine time I had
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In New Business.
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IT, GIBBENS. Agent for London, 169 Dundas Street 
W. C. MACDONALD, Actuary J. K. MACDONALD, Managing Director.

BRENER BROS.’ NEW LEADER 
The National Melodrama Brand, PATROL, 

Is Sure to Be a Winner.

Messrs. Brener Bros., the successful manufacturers of Nos. 182-190 Horton, strcet, 
London, are in the field with a new leader, wh ch has been happily named T - . 
P A TROL 33 They intend to make this cigar popular wherever the 
Jack and Stars and Stripes float. It is a Cuban hand-made cigar, of which the Hier 
all Havana, mild and fragrant. The label, which is the design of the Patro 0.119 
strikingly original. The words in whicli the names of the manufacturers occur a P 
propriate intervals. Nothing in the way of at label that is so simple, and at the sa 
time so rich and attractive, has been originated, and it would be impossible to pi 
to the trade a more elegant package. “The Patrol,” cigar is certain to win ins * 
recognition, and to increase largely the annual output of its manufacturers. wood

For sale at 182-190 Horton street, London; 63 College street, Montreal; 92 1200 
ward avenue, Detroit, Mich.; 206 Lasalle street, Chicago. Josh Bill 
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No. 222. VERY FINE POINT.- 
For Smooth Surface Paper and 
Fine Writing.

No. 333. MEDIUM POINT.-For 
Coarse Surface Paper. Gen­
eral Use.

No. 444. FINE POINT.--For 
IN SIX NUMBERS. General Use. A Popular Pen. 

. Cowriting and millet No. 555. MEDIUM POINT.-An 
any holder. Excellent Commercial Pen.

Are manufactured from No. 666. BROAD SQUARE

THE FINEST DAMASCUS STEEL, W or General
Are highly finished, and specially adapted for No. 777. TURNED UP POINT. 

Legal and Commercial Writing. -For Rapid Writing.
FOR SAIT BY AID STATIONERS.

WARWICK & SONS, Toronto, Sole Canadian Agents.

TURKISH STEEL PEN CO., 

DAMASCUS, 
SYRIA.

HA SERIESL. McPherson. 
$$$

Hawkesville, Nov. 10, 1891.

bye,

DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:
As I have been reading the letters in the 

ADVERTISER for a long time I thought I 
would try and write, too. We have taken 
the ADVERTISER for a long time and we like 
it very well. 1 am 13 years old on the 15th 
of thia month. I spent my summer holi­
days in picking berries, and 1 went to the 
berry patch nearly every day except Sun­
days. I will close now. From your loving 
niece, DOLLY CUNNINGHAM.

HAWKESVILLE, Nov. 10, 1891. 
DEAR AUNT Prudence:

1 am 8 years old. I go to school and I am 
in the Second Reader, and I like my teacher. 
I spe nt my holidays by helping mamma and 
taking care of my little brother Thad while 
my older sisters were picking red rasp­
berries. I love to sing when my sister 
plays. I have a good time in the country. 
With kind regards, your niece,

MARY CUNNINGHAM.
$1$

DELAWARE, Nov. 12, 1891.
DEAR AUNT PRUDENCE:

I thought I would toll how I spent my 
summer holidays. We do not have as long 
holidays in the country as the boys and

Alfred A. Taylor of Margaree Harbor 
says:—"One bottle MINARD'S LINI­
MENT cured a swelling of the gamble joint 
and saved a horse worth $140.

Thos. W. Payne, of Bathurst, saved the 
life of a valuable horse that the "Vet."had 
given up, with a few bottles of MINARD'S 
LINIMENT.
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Latest New York Styles
Just Received.

---- SOLD BY ALL —-
STATIONEDO THRICNAUTTNEWORLPI 

These world-fam ous Pens are of the highest 
possible quality; for 65 years universal.) 61 
the best in the w orld __ ______ -

BOOKBINDER 
Blank Account Books, Ledgers and Journals.

Cash and Day Books.
W. J. M OFFAT, 

181 Dundas Street, ywt

- Al

S. Advertiserwelleleu orr-casaient)
TOPANTS COLLEGE 

department. OF MiISIC (LTD.)
Send for calendar. F. H. TORRINGTON, xt Musical Director.

girls have in the city, and I think we have 
more work to do, as there is always some-bathing in the lake, gathering shells on the 

shore, and picking flowers along the banks I 
I can scarcely find words to tell you what 
an enjoyable time I had. The other visit__ __ __
to the lake was with my uncle, who gave mamma with the housework. I washed

thing for a little girl to do on a farm. I 
helped to pick a great many raspberries JOB PRINTING DEPARTMENT, 

LONDON. • • - ONTARIOand currants, and then I always helped
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