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PAINF6 celery
COMPOUND.

Beware of Druggists Who Sell 
Imitations Knowing Them 

to be Such.

“The Something Just as good" which U 
poor and worthies» Imitation of life-ssving 

Paine’» Celery Compound 1» foisted eu 
many an uneuepccting buyer by dishonest 
and greedy druggists and dealer» who have 
not the slightest interest in the welfare of 
the »iok and afflicted. Their thought» are 
wholly centered on extra large profile ; it 
is * matter of indifference to them whether 
you or your friends live or die. We have 
recently come into possession of one of* the 
imitations referred to ; we havt had it 
chemically examined, and find it wefit for 
human use.

The large majority of our druggist» are 
honest and sympathetic men, and will never 
condescend to substitution or deception. 
You should howevever, when anyone sug
gests the “Something Just As Good” or 
offars you a vile imitation for the Paines 
Celery Compound which alone can meet 
your case, at once resent his impertinence 
and leave his store. All houses and 
straightforward druggists gladly recommend 
Paine’s Celery Compound to their custom
ers and speak with pleasure about the 
wonderful cures it has effected.

Beware of the "Something Just As 
Good” and all imitations. See that the 
name PAINE’S is on the wrapper and 
bottle!

A fellow who hunted the gnu 
Was asked, “What on earth would you

gdu
If the savages tried 
To cateh you for your hied ?”

And he answered, “I’d kill off a gfu

Great 
Excitement

MAY BK EXPECTED AT

Richards' drug store
ON

Monday, March 3rd, 1902, 
where a box of Ferrozone will be 
given away absolutely free. Let 

everyone come.

A representative of the proprietors of 
this wonderful preparation will be at J. E, 
Richard’s drug store, Aylmer all dey, M 
day Mai oh 3rd, for the purpose of conduct- 
ing a free sample distribution. One thou$ 
and boxes will be given away absolutely 
free, and to avoid the ruah all those desir 
ous of availing themselves of this generous 
offer should come early. Ferrozone is the 
of a careful scientific investigation of all 
diseases arising from impairment of the 
blood or nerve tone. It is sn absolute 
specific for Acæmu, Impaiied appetite, 
Chloiosis, Brain fag, Nervous dieeiaee, 
Fluttering of the heart. Sleeplessness, 
Dyspepsia, Indigent on. Rheumatics, Loss 
of vigor, all femal -, Liver, Kidney and 
Catarrhal troubles.

Every samp e box contains a full week' 
treatment, and you are respectfully inviu 
to call and get one,

Fill out the blank below and bring it *0 
J. B. Riohaid’s drug store, on March 3 
1902

Street..................................................................

P. O. Address................................................

Ailment.............................................................

“Have you got a lock of Jack Halfback' 
hair ?” asked the sweet, young thing, root 
ing for Princeton. “No.” responded 
girl in the Yale sweater; “but he gave me 
piece of scalp and a lock of hair from Mr. 
Rusher, the fullback on the Columbia

BIB
BY MRS. HARRIET LEWIS,

Author of “Lady Kildare," “Beryl’s Husband,” “The 
Old Life's Shadows,*' Etc., Etc.

TTe sipped his sherbet leisurely, not 
even looking again at the horseman, 
who came on swiftly, urging his 
horse to a last burst of speed. That 
the horse was jaded, his jerking, con
vulsive mode of going plainly show
ed. He was wet with sweat, and 
his head hung low, and he frequently 
stumbled. The horseman urged him 
on with spur and whip, now and 
then looking behind him as if he 
feared pursuit.

The major did not look up until 
the horseman drew rein before the 
bungalow . and alighted at a huge 
stone which served as a horse-block. 
The stranger came slowly and faltor- 
ingly toward the veranda, and then 
the Sybaritic major set down his 
empty cup and glanced at him.

The glance became a fixed 
full of wildness and affright.

The stranger slowly entered the 
shade of the veranda and there halt
ed, his features working, his form 
trembling. He looked weary and 
travel-stained. II is haggard eyes 
spoke to the owner of the bungalow

i a wild appeal.
With the peculiar movement of an 

automaton, the major slowly arose 
to his feet, and came forward, his 
face white, his eyes dilating, a trem
ulous quiver on his lips.

’Don’t know me, major?” asked 
the stranger wearily.

“Great heaven!” cried the major, 
even his lips growing white. “It is 
not a ghost! I am not dreaming! 
Have the dead come to life? It is— 
it is—Sir Harold Wynde!”

gaze,

If Catarrh is Your Trouble. Y< u
will find instant islief and absolute cure in 
Catarrhozone, which kills the germs that 
cause the disease, cures the cough, prevents 
droppings in the throat relieves congestion 
and quickly heals the iufiatned membranes. 
Catarrhozone ceres perfectly the most 
chronic cases < f Catarrh, lung and throat 
troubles, and is delightful, simple, and 
safe to use. Catarrh»zona is a scientific 
tieitment highly endorsed by doctors and 
druggists, sells everywhere for one dollar, 
small size 25cte. By mail from N. C. Poi
son & Co., Kingston, Oat.

Sold by J. E. Richards.

Ethel—They say Jack Huggins is plung
ing recklessly in Wall street. Penelope— 
Yes! He hopes to make enough to buy 
Christmas gifts or to lose enough to have an 
excuse for not buying any!

LOSS Of Flesh, cough, and pain in the 
chest may not mean consumption, but are 
bad signs. Allen’s Lung Balsam loosens 
the cough and heals inflamed air passages. 
Not a grain of opium in it.

Miss Brush—You don’t consider the 
aniseed bag an improvement on the fox ? 
Jack Hunter—Why, I don’t know that 
anybody does except the fox !

Coughs, colds, hoarseness, and other throat 
ailments are quickly relieved by Vapo-Creso- 
ZsttUsLUis-to: c \atswbh» ^lérugaiats.

CHAPTER XXII.

The stranger who stood upon the ! 
veranda of Major Archer’s bungalow | 
was tall and thin, with a haggard 
face, worn and sharp of feature, and 
full of deeply cut lines, such as a 
long-coptinued anguish never fails to i 
graven on the features. Ilia wçary 
eyes were deeply sunken under his j 
brows, and were outlined with dark 
circles. His hair was streaked with 
gray, and his long ragged beard was . 
gray also. His face was white like 1 
death, and unutterably wan. His 
garments were torn, and hung about 
his lank body in rags, save where 
they were ill-patched with bits of 
rags and vegetable fibres.

Was Major Archer right? Could 
this haggard and pitiable being be 
Sir Harold Wynde of Hawkhurst, 
one of the richest baronets in Eng
land, who was supposed to have per
ished in the clutches of a tiger?

It seemed incredible—impossible.
And yet when the heavy eyelids 

lifted from the thin white checks, 
and looked upon the major, it was 
Sir Harold’s soul that looked 
through them. They were the keen 
blue eyes the major remembered so 
well, so capable of sternness or of 
tenderness, so expressive of the 
grand and noble soul, the pure and 
lofty character, which had distin
guished the baronet.

Yes. the stranger was Sir Harold 
Wynd e—a live an d w ell!

“You know me then, Major?” he 
said. “I am not changed, as I 
thought, beyond all recognition!”

He hold out his hand. The major 
grasped it in a mixture of bewilder
ment and amazement, and not with
out a thrill of superstitious terror.

“I—I thought you were dead, Sir 
Harold.” he stammered. "We all 
thought so, Graham and all. We 
thought you wore killed by a tiger.
I—1 don’t know what to make of 
this!”

Sir Harold let. go the major’s hand 
and staggered to the bamboo couch 
upon which he sank wearily.

“He’s not dead—but dying,” mut
tered the major. “Lord bless my 
soul ! What, am I to do?”

He clapped his hands vigorously. 
A moment later his Hindoo servant 
Karrah glided around upon the front

“Bring brandy—sherbet —any
thing!” gasped the major, pointing 
at his guest. “He’s fainting, Kar-

Sir Harold lifted his weary head 
and gazed upon the Hindoo. The 
sight seemed to endue him with new 
life. He* leaped to his feet, and his 
blue eyes blazed with an awful 
lightning, as he pointed one long 
and bony finger at the native, and

“Traitor! Viper! Arrest him, Ma
jor. I accuse him—”

The Hindoo stood for a second ap
palled, but as the last words struck 
his hearing he Hung at the baronet 
a glance of deadly hatred, and then 
turned in silence and fled from the 
bungalow, making toward the jun-
gu-.

Something of the truth flashed 
upon the major’s mind. He routed 
up his household in a moment, and 
dispatched tjicm in pursuit of the

Aroused by the tumult, Mrs. Archer

PAIN OVER 
THE EYES.

Headache and Catarrh
Relieved in 10 Minutes.

That dull, wretched pain in the head just 
over the eyes is one of the surest signs that 
the seeds of Catarrh have been sown, and 
it’s your warning to administer the quickest 
and surest treatment to prevent the seating 
of this dreaded malady. Dr. Agnew’s 
Catarrhal Powder will stop all pain in ten 
minutes, and cure. 50 cents. 25

*OLd> tik J, ti. RICHARDS,

came forth from hot* chamber. She 
was a portly woman, and was dress
ed in a light print, and wore a cap. 
Her husband met her in the hall and 
told her what had occurred. Re
straining her curiosity, she hastened 
to prepare food and drink for the re
turned baronet.

Meanwhile Sir Harold had sank 
down again upon the couch. The ma
jor approached him, and said:

“You look worn out, Sir Harold. 
Let me show you to a room, where I 
will attend upon you. My men will 
capture that scoundrel—never fear. 
Come with me.”

The baronet arose and took the 
major’s arm and was led into the 
central hall of the house, and into 
one of the four rooms the house con
tained. It was the room in which 
his son had died. The windows were 
closely shuttered, but admitted the 
air at the top. The floor was of 
wood and bare. A bedstead, couch, 
and chairs of bamboo comprised the 
furniture.

At one side of the room were two 
spacious closets. One of these con
tained a portable bath-tub, a rack of 
fresh white towels, and plenty of 
water. The other contained clothes 
depending from hooks.

“You'll find your own suit of 
clothes there, Sir Harold,” said the 
major. “I intended to send them to 
England, but I am as fond of pro
crastination as ever. It’s just as well 
though, now. You can take them 
home yourself.”

Sir Harold sat down in the nearest

“Home!” he whispered. “How are 
they—Octavia? Neva?”

“All well—or they were when I 
heard last.”

“Tell me what you know of them?” 
And Sir Harold's great hungry eyes 
searched the major’s face. “They be
lieve me dead?”

“Certainly, Sir Harold. Everybody 
believes you dead. And I am dying 
to know how it is that you are 
alive. Where have you been these 
fifteen months? How did you escape 
the tiger?”

The desired explanation was de
layed by the appearance at the door 
of Mrs. Archer, who brou-,ht a jug 
of warm spiced drink and a plate of 
food. The major took the tray, and

shut hts wife out, returning to his 
guest.

Sir Harold was nearly famished, 
and ate and drank like one starving. 
When his hunger was appeased, and 
a faint color began to dawn in his 
face, he pushed the tray from him, 
and spoke in a firmer voice than he 
had before employed.

“I have imagined terrible things 
about my wife and Neva,” he said. 
“My poor wife ! I have thought of 
her a thousand times as dead of 
grief. Do you know, major, how she 
took the report of my death?”

“1 have heard,” said the major, 
“she nearly died of grief. For a long 
time she shut herself up, and was in
consolable, and when she did venture 
out at last, it was in a funeral 
coach, and dressed in the deepest 
mourning. There are few wives who 

j mourn as she did.”
I Sir Harold's lips quivered.

“My poor darling!” he muttered 
! inaiiriibly. “My precious wife! I 

shall come back to you as from the

“Lady Wynde is heart-broken, they 
say,” said the major. “One of the 
men in our mess, a lieutenant, 
from Canterbury and hears all the 

t Kentish gossip, and he says peopl 
were afraid that Lady Wynde would 
go into a decline.”

j “My poor wife!” said Sir Harold,
: with a sobbing breath. T knew* how 
! she loved me. We were all the world 
I to each other, Major. I must hi 
i careful how she hears the news that 

I am living. The sudden shock may 
kill her. Have you any news of my 
daughter also?”

“She was still at school when ] 
last heard of her,” answered the ma 
jor. “There is no more news of your 
home, Sir Harold. Your family are 
mourning for you and you will bring 
back their lost happiness. You ought 
to have seen your obituaries in the 
London papers. Some of them were 
a yard long, and I’d be willing to 
die to-day if I could only read such 
notices about myself. That» sounds 
a little Hibernian, but it's true. And 
your tenantry put on mourning, and 
they had funeral sermons and so on 
By all the rules, you ought to have 
been dead, and, by the Lord Harry 
I can’t understand why you are not 
I can’t understand why you ai 
not.”

Sir Harold smiled wanly.
“Let me explain why I am r.ot, 

he said, “You remember that 1 wa 
taking my last ride in India, and 
was about to start for Calcutta, to 
embark for England, when 1 disap
peared? Some three days before that 
I had a quarrel, if I might call it 
so, with the Hindoo Karrah—

“I know it. He told me about it 
for the first time this morning.”

“You understand then that l had 
incurred his enmity by kicking Jvm 
out of this house? I found him 
stealing the effects of my dead 
son. lie had also stolen from me, 
The letters he was stealing he was 
acute enough to know were precious 
to me, and there was George’s 
diary, for which I would not have 
taken any amount of money. The 
scoundrel meant to get away with 
these, and then sell them to me at 
his own terms. I took back my pro
perty, anti piinished him as he de
served. I have now reason to be
lieve he went away that, night to

tte* Is, BWrSMIA.
_Wk*HU.
I TTSit hrofi.nln mi—------------
L 1»st fiU el despondency,
I Whet leers of Isutfnsry trill, confies 
With the dlatrees titer eetlnf, the seamen 
et the steaech, the bed taste In the sseetb,

, end so forth, to me he the life of the eal- 
1 tirer scarcely worth ttrtec I 
' Dyspepsie resulted from torpid Itrer In 
I the esse of Mrs. Jeon,' 8320 N. 12th fit,
! Philadelphia, Pa., who was s great snBerar.

Her statement made In her 77lh year Is 
that she was completely cored of It and an 
Its attendant aches and peine, as others 
have been, by a faithful nee of

Hood’s Sarsaparilla
That acts on all the digestive organ?, 
cures dyspepsia, and give permanent vigor 
and tone to the whole system.

lie (lid. lie Told me he (lid. Bv.t 
what did he go for?” cried tho ma
jor excitedly.

“You can soon guess. The next 
morning Karrah came back, profes
sing repentance,” said Sir Harold.

reproached myself for having been 
too harsh upon the poor untaught 
heathen, and took him hack. Ho 
accompanied me upon that last ride, 
and was so humble, so deprecating, 
so gentle, that I even felt kindly to
ward him. We rode out into the 
jungle. I was in advance, riding 
slowly, and thinking of home, when 
suddenly a monstrous tiger leaped 
out of a thicket and fastened his 
claws in the neck of my horse. I 
fought the monster desperately, for 
he had pinned my leg to the side of 
my horse, and I could not escape 
from him. We had a frightful strug
gle, and I must have succumbed but 
for Karrah, who shot at the tiger, 
wounding him, I think, in the shoul
der, and frightening him into re-

“And so you escaped, when we nil 
thought you killed?” cried the ma
jor.

My horse was dying,” said the 
baronet, “and I was wounded and 
bleeding. I thought I was dying. I 
fell from my sadlle to the ground, 
groaning with pain. Karrah came 
up, and bent over me, with a devil
ish smile and moistened my lips 
with brandy from a flask lie carried. 
Then, muttering words in his own 
language which I could not under
stand, he carried me to his own 
horse, mounted, with me in his 
arms, and rode off in the direction 

which we had been going, and 
away from your bungalow.”

“The scoundrel 1 Vvhat was that 
for?”

After a half-hour's ride, we came 
to a hollow, where three natives 
were camped. Karrah halted, and 
addressed them. They gathered 
around us, and then Karrah said to 
me, in English, that he hated me, 
that he would not kill me, but meant 
mo to suffer, and that these men 
were his brothers, who lived a score 
of miles away up among the moun
tains. I was to be their slave. He 
transferred me to their care, disre
garding my pleas and offered bribes, 
and rode away on his return to you.
I was carried on horseback, secure
ly bound, a score of miles to the 
north and westward. How I suffer
ed on that horrible journey, wound
ed as I was, I can never tell you. A 
dozen times I thought myself dy
ing.”

“It is a wonder you did not die!” 
“It is,” said Sir Harold. “We 

went through savage jungles, and 
forded mountain torrents. We went 
up hill and down, and more than 
once leaped precipices. I was in a 
dead faint when we reached the 
home of the three Hindoos, but nfter- 
ward I found how wild and seclud
ed the spot was, and that there were 
no neighbors for miles around. Their 
cabin was niched in a cleft in a 
mountain, and hidden from the eye 
of any but the closest searcher. Had

you searched for me, you would nev
er have found me. It was in a rear 
hut, small and dark, with a mud 
floor, and window less walls, that I 
have been a prisoner for fifteen 
months, major. My enemies, for the 
most part, left me to myself, and I 
have dragged out my weary captiv
ity with futile plans of escape. Ah,
I have known more than the bit
terness of death ! ’ ’

“If xve had only known it, we’d 
have scoured all India for you, Sir 
Harold,” said the major hotly. 
“We’d have strung up every na
tive until we got the right ones. 
But that episode of the tiger — for 
it seems that the tiger was only an 
episode, coining into the affair by 
accident, but greatly assisting Kar
rah’s foul treachery—threw us off 
the scent, and made us think 
dead. Why did we not suspect the 
truth?”

“How could you ? Don’t reproach 
yourself, major. My chiefest suffer
ings during these horrible fifteen 
months have been on account of my 
wife and my daughter. To feel my
self helpless, a slave to those Hin
doo pariahs, bound continually and 
in chains, while Octavia and N 
were weeping for me and crying out 
in their anguish, and perhaps need
ing me—ah, that was almost too 
hard to bear! Now and then Kar
rah came to taunt me in my prison 
and to tell me how he hated me, and 
how sweet was his revenge. He told 
me that you had heard through 
friend that my poor wife was dying 
of her grief. After that I tried, with 
increased ingenuity, to find some 
way of escape. Last night the three 
Hindoos went away—upon a mar
auding expedition, I think. After 
they had gone, one of the women 
brought me my usual evening meal 
of boiled rice. I pleaded to her to 
release me, but she laughed at me. 
She went out, leaving the door open,

to return soon for tne 
The sight of the sky and ot 

earth without nerved roe 
to desperation. I was confined by a 
belt around my waist, to which an 
iron chain was attached, tho other 
end of the chain being secured to a 
ring in the wall. I had wrenched 
my belt and the chain a thousand 
times, but last night when I pulled 
at it with the strength of a madman 
it gave way. I fell to the floor un
fettered !”

"You bounded up like an India 
rubber ball, I dare swear?” cried the 
major, wiping his eyes sympathetic- 
ally.

' T leaped up, and darted out of 
the door. There was a horse tether
ed near the hut. I bounded on his 

i back and sped away, as the woman 
came hurrying out in wild pursuit.

! I knew the general direction in which 
: your bungalow lay. I rode all 
j night, going out of my road, but 

being set straight again by some 
kindly Hindoos; and here I am, 

j weary, worn, but Oh, how thank- 
j ful and blest!”
I Tho baronet bowed his head on his 

hands, and his tears of joy fell 
thickly.

"You’re safe now, Sir Harold, 
cried the major. “I hear a hubbub 
outside. My fellows have got back, 
with Karrah, no doubt. I want to 
superintend the skinning him, and 
while I am gone, you can refresh 
yourself with a bath, and put on a 
suit of Christian garments. My 
wife is dying to see you. I hear her 
pacing tho hall like a caged 
leopardess. Get ready, and I'll 
come back to you as soon as you 
have had a little sleep. You’re am
ong friends, my dear Sir Harold; 
and, by Jove, I’m glad to see yoif* 
again!”

He pressed Sir Harold s hand, 
catching his breath with a p*uliar 
sobbing, and .hurried out. _ _

[TO BE CONTINUED. I

Known as the McCredie Farm
Comprising 3 4 acres more or lew, being LeA 

13 and ess* half of Lot 14, in the O b c^ncestiom 
of South Dorchester, excepting 31 acres on thé 
south-east corner. This wilt be sold, in three

PARCEL No. 1—Containing 135 acres, less the 
21 acres referred to, fronting on Centre road M 
chains an l 30 links, leaving a frontage on Centre 
roid of 10 chains and 78 links, thence west-41 
chains 14 links, thencs loath 27 chains and! 
links, thence east to the ••arol reserve*, * 
chains and 34 links, o-iroi rising 104 tores.

PARCEL No. 2—Cunmencing at a point8f 
chains and 8 links north from the south-east 
co ner of said lot, theuce 21 t h rim and 96 liait* 
along tho west limit of Con re road,

PARCEL No. 3—Commencing at the northern* 
limit of parcel No. 2; 21 chain.-) and 90 links I* 
the cinceasion line, containing 1.0 «créa.

I reserve all the timber on sai l lan-.l. Liberal 
Terms of payment. Anplic t on* mu t be in bf 
March 1 t, either for purchasers or renters.

For further particulars ap| 1> to

J. H. STILL*
St Tliomta

-OFFICE OF-

A. A. Leslie
Treasurer of the Township of 

Mai abide.

Stop the 
Blight

It is a sad thing to see fine 
fruit trees spoiled by the blight. 
You can always tell them from 
the rest. They never do well 
afterwards but stay small and 
sickly. •* -•

It is worse to see a blight 
strike children. Good health 
is the natural right of children. 
But some of them don’t get 
their rights. While the rest 
grow big and strong one stays 
small and weak.

Scott’s Emulsion can stop 
that blight. There is no 
reason why such a child should 
stay small. Scott’s Emulsion 
is a medicine with lots of 
strength in it—the kind of 
strength that makes things 
grow.

Scott’s Emulsion makes 
children grow, makes them eat, 
makes them sleep, makes them 
play. Give the weak child a 
chance. Scott's Emulsion will 

make it catch 
with the rest.

Notary Public, Conveyancer, 
Assignee, Etc.

ISSUER OF

MARRIAGE LICENSES
General Fire Insurance Agent

PRIVATE FUNDS TO LOAN.

Tj'OR Stl.E Olt EXCHANGE — SO .area at 
P good sandy lot-m, beint» a port of los 3E 

in the that, coLc-ssiem cf the .Township of 
Yarmouth, with*a three miles of Sparts, good 
school on f'e fa m, is offered ch up or will 
ttike a small property in the Town of Aylmer 
a* part payment. Apply to C. O. LB Alik, 
Real Es’nfce Broker fiiowu House Bloclu
Ayimer, Cut.

FOB RALE—Mr. W. Onb has decided* 
hie beautiful hemes n Sydenham Strr 

lise the new medere college en the uesth i 
of South Street. He has Placed the two pi 
ties In 0.0 Lease's bauds Is sell. Auy f 
wanting n nice heme with every conveuk 
hr A better see the Beal Ku- ti Broker wilt 
dt lsy, as there is a bargalu lor someone.

We Are 
After Business

This picture represents 
the Trade Mark of Scott’s 
Emulsion and is on the 
wrapper of every bottle.
Send for free sample.

SCOTT & BOW NE,
CANADA 

all druggists.
TORONTO
50c and £1

(Trade Murk.)

up

So don’t lost*, your < yc^ight 
looking for avyIbing bettor tbk:« 
you can get from us in fine 
tailoring. Our stock is large 
and strictly up to-da to. We 
have tho very latest fashions, 
«lid cm 11 satisfy the most fasti
dious dresser in z

Style, Fit and Price
Our cuïter is an honor graduate 
of th** John J. Mitchell School, 
of New York City, and we e.m- 
ploy none hut < xperiencoff 
l ands If you are not one of 
our regular cits*ornera, give us 
a tiial order and he convinced.

S. T. LOGAN,
Merchant Tailor-

T URW ELL, ON I’.

77on SALE or FXCBAr OK- £0' acres 
, being pnrts of loin 1, 2 ut < 3 in the first 

oon. of Ma'ahidf*, f.')1! ucri p <-l« aj»-d, 25 iicreROt 
tirnl er. Tho bull i*- gs consist of fi lurgw bank 
Rai an. » earlv new ; 1 medium p-ain barn 
1-uT.od'ivo burn. Ih-coi rimrr.v rn sure wall 
80x5'1 good VA Htor« .v f eu o I - H--I' v ith cellar, 
full sizo. A la.'go poriiou of tl<e fimn is first 
•'ll)1' f r grazing pm pi,te»; «he mil is randy 
m il c'm loam, nil in h g iod htu te ol cultivation; 
w. md t-kfi ft huuhI! fa m in 0 got - ]o<-a ity aj 
part ppymi lit Apnly to C. O. Lmuh, Reef 
l-.f-tnto Lvukei, Lttuwti Mouse block, Aylmer 
Out.

F OU S AL F.— \ fruit farm of )C Fcrpo with 
good hi ick cottaue nemlv peer. good cellar 

! un nil bank bam si noted three quai fers of u 
mil»» f-onth of On» < II, there in nhi.ut two acres 
of pnin.ll fruit n< w in full beating. urd a new 

I Htch put our IhfI vfii-r, fhie n opoi tv in offered 
ht-Hp. Apply Ht once to O O. L^arn. Beal 

Fnt. ite, Inokir, Brown Ko v-e Block Avltn

pOB SALE--Eighty acres of good lend, in the
County of Sanilac. Mich., 1 1-4 in ilea trooL 

tbs thriving Town of Deckeville, on (ho F. and 
P. M. R. H. 65 acres cleared. Foil, clay loanb 
well fenced end well watered, fair building* 
Very cheap for cash. For further i-e> tictiari 
npplf to a O. iÆAItN, Beni Mutate hr ' 
Brown House Block. Aylmer, Ont.

1 CIVE YOU AN APPETITE I 
TONE YOUR NERVES !

I MAKE YOU STRONG! 
MAKE YOU WELL!

Dr. Burges*. Mnd. Snot.of tho Prot. Hotmail 
lor Immne, Mom real, prescribes it cuiistuatly 
u«.-IVi;?l|i",Vermiesi(in to us<* his mum-.Alii-fi L.nrk, Supt. Griico Hoapitiil T-u 
wniusthey have also used it with the h.-btruau.tà, 

50c. and §1.00 Bottles.
DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., Limited.

Of Cod Liver Oil! Q
five mil
fl*»t fS. —- nv«. — ■ wuv ...i.inun bbuna ini in „
Bsbles Robinson, formerly known as the John 
titieilrm1 BalsJr*--~a--r»ef^ barKal.n offered ie

_ BALE
800 acres of choice land In the Township ef 

Jthwold, about 190 acres cleared, situated 
five miles wee of St. Thom as on Tulbot street
first farm west of the famaus stock farm ot

a a LEARN,
. terms of 
Real Esti

1 y ment. Apply to
1 Broker, Aylmer

F OK SALE OK EXt FI A NOE-100 scroe, being, 
the south halt of lot 28, con. 8, Township!

a

Piles To prove to yon thab Dr. 
Chase’s Ointment Is a certain 
and absolute euro for each 
and every form of itching, 
blooding and protruding piles, 

the manufacturers have guaranteed it. See tes
timonials in the daily press and ask your neigh
bors what they think of it. You can use it and 
get your money back if not cured. 00c a box, at 
all dealers or Edmanson,Baths & Co.,Toronto,

“If wishes were horses 
beggars would ride.”

Good intentions won't 
make good shoes.

Good materials and 
reliable work cost money.

“As good” shoes can’t 
possibly be retailed for 
less than the Makers' 
price, stamped on the 
soles of—

“The Slater Shoe”

XI "ùooéyw Wdted"

ttjisrtioi

I I of Baybam, 75 acres cleared and free fsoi 
1 stumps. All the necessary farm bnildinge '
. fair repair, orchard “----- - *'

Vienna Station 
i down ; balance___

. musf ortahie houee, ami SMM email ooi-h 
» *Ush"mtth shppt where a pn 

I business can he dene. fÊe C * — *
I email sum si ~ tioed 1 
I Apply te CL O. LlAHE, He*

Brawn House Bloek. Aylmer. I___
I 15 OR SALE—53 acres of good sandy • nd, with 

1 uom'ortablo farm biiildinçs, near e Village 
I °f Cononhttcen. being pm t ot I -ot 9. the 2nd 
I Concussion of Mn abide. For further rl 
, ”pply to C. O. LEARN, Boi*l Estât4 

Brown House Block Avlmer Ont

For pale oh exchange.-on» of the
bes> farms in South Dorchester, b, iugthe 

south half or lot 18, in the Mh concessi jd. with 
good fair farm bui.dings. Will sell reasonable 
or will take a small farm as part payment» 
Apply to C. O. Learn, Real Estate Broker; 
Biown House Block, Aylmer, Ont.

[T'Oit BALE.—110 acres of good land. 
J ' farm buildings, about ;>o ao*

Dr, Gïàéàse’s x ix-m, »ic !«?», ^er-.ti.

farm buildings, about 
mostly p'ne, located m 
villige- Is offered vryœb'cwL' ILÛj- J

Pair
j air ‘8 of timber, 

or an incorporated 
cheap and on easy 
teal Estate Broker

y Lu or Ont.


