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nseenea >
tween Sybil and her husband, think-
ing how differently his ' voice
sounded ‘When addressing her only &
little :j\ le before..
{‘Pray put some apimation into
your face, or Mrs, Grandon wiik think
we have been quarreling.’’ Wilford
whispered, as he Itfted his wife from
{ the carriage, and with a great effort
i haty tried to be gay and natural.

ut all the while she was fighting
back her tears and wishing she were
away. Joven ‘Marian’s roqip, logking
into the ‘dingy court, was_preferable
to that place, and she was glad when
the long .day came - to_an.end, and
with a fearful headache she, was rid-
ing back to the city.

The next wmorning - was dark and

g = i

thoughts of Genevra. always
made Wilford kinder. to his. wife, so
pow he kissed her white cheek, no-
ticing that, as Mark had said, lit
was whiter than last year in June.

Put mountain air would bring back
the roses, he thought, as he handed
ber the note.

“Oh, yes, from Marian Hazelton,"*
Katy said, glancing first at the name
and then hastily ‘reading' it through.

“Who is Marian Hazelton?”’ Wil-
ford asted, and Katy replied by re-
peating all she knew of Marian, and
how she chanced to know her atall.
“Don’t you remember Helen wrote
that she fainted at our wedding, and
1 was so sorry, fearing that I might
have overworked her?” :

Wilford did remember something
gbout it, and them dismissing Mar-
jan from his mind, he told Katy of
his plan for taking her to the Moun-
tain House a few weeks before go-
ing to Saratoga.

“Would you not like it?"’ he asked,
as the continued silent, with her
eyes fixed upon the windew opposite.

“Yes,”” and Katy drew a long
weary breath. I shall like any place
where there are birds and rocks, and
trees, and recal grass, such asgrows
of itself in the country; but Wi~
ford,”” ard Katy crept close to him
pow, ‘‘if I might go to Silverton, I
should get strong so fast! You don't
know how I lonz to see home once
more, I dream abhout it nights and
think about it days, knowing just
dow pleasant it is there, with the
roses in bloom and the meadows so
fresh and green. May 1 go, Wiliord?
May I go home to mother?”’

Hlad Katy asked for half h's for-
tune just as she asked to go home,
Wiiford would have given.it to her,
put Silvertecn had a power to lock
all the softer avenues of his heart,
and so he answered that the Moun-
tain House was preferable, that the
rooms were engaged, and that as he
should enjoy it so much better they
would make no change.

Katy did not cry, nor utter a
word of remonstrance; she was learn-
ing that quiet submission was better
than uscless oppositffon, and so Sil-
verton was again givén  up. Dut
there was one consolation. Sceing
Marian Hgzelton would be almost as
goo’l as going home, for had she not
recently comé  from that neighbor-
hood, bringing swith her the odor
from the hills and freshness from
the woods? Perhaps, too, she had
lately seen Helen or Morris at church
and had heard the music of the or-
gan which Helen played, and
the singing of the children
Just as it sometimes came to Katy
dn her dreams, making her start in
her sleep and  murmur snatches of
the sacred songs which Dr. Morris
chad taught. Yes,-Marian could tell
‘her of all this, and very impatiently
Katy waited for the morning when
she started for No.— Fourth Strect,
with the piles of sewing intended for
Marian.

It was a fault of Marian's not to
remain long contented in any 71lace.

AS

Tiring of the country, s=he hod i
turned to the city, ana (in sig she
might succeed becter w.one, hid bLi
ed a room far up the iw.iow  stair-
“way of a high, 'sombre-icoking build-
ing, and then from her oid acquaint-
ances, of whom she had several in
the city, she had solicited work.
More than once she had passed the
bandsome house on Madison Square
where Katy Tived, wauliing slowly,
aad contrasting it with'her one room
which was not wholly uninviting, for
where Marian went there was always
an air of comfort; and Katy, as sne
crossed the threshold, uttered an ex-
cl_umnti(m of delight at the cheerful,
arry aspect of the apartinent, with
{'#ts bright ingrain caipet, its simple
shades of white, its chint.~covered
lounge, its one rocking-chair, its
; Bmall parlor stove, and its pots of
flowers upon the broad window sill.
“Oh Marian,”” she exclaimed, trip-
ping across the floor, and impulsive-
ly throwing her arms around Miss
Hazelton’s neck,-‘‘I am so glad to
meet some one from home. It seems
almost like Helen 1 am kissing,”
and her lips again met those of Mar-
ian Hazelton, amid her joy at find-
dag Katy unchanged, wondered what
the Camerons would say to sce their
Mrs. Wilford kissing a poor seain-
8stress whom they would have spurn-

But Katy did not care for Camer-
gnu then, or even think of them, as
in her rich basquine and pretty hat,
?m.h emeralds and diamonds sparkl-
ing on her fingers, she sat down by

AMarian.

“Tell me of Silverton; you don’t
know how I want to go there; but
Wilford does not think it best, at

Present. Next fall T am surely going
M]d I picture to myself just how it
Wwill lgok; Morris’s garden, full of
the autumnal  flowers—the ripe
v_cnch(-s in our orchard, the grapes
TiPening on the wail, and the long
shadows on the grass, just as I used
to watch them, wondering what made
them move so fast, and where they
Could be going. Will it be unchang-
ed, Marian? Do places secm  the
Bame when once we have left them?’’
and Katy’s eager eyes looked wist
fully at Marian, who replied, ‘* Not

your case they may.
ban long away.””
‘Only a year,” Katy said. ‘‘I was
&s long as that in Canandaigua; but
this past year is different. 1 have
8een 8o much, and lived 8o much,
’ﬂmt I feel ten years older than 1 did
ast spring, when you and FHelen
wedding dress. Darling
Helen! "When aid you see her last?’”’

You have not

Dby magic, and Wilford himsell con-

again?’’ Katy asked, and Marian re-
plied, ‘‘They talked of little else,
that is your own family. Dr. Mor-
ris, I think, did not mention your
name. IIe has grown very silent
and reserved,”’ and Marian's eyes
were fixed inguiringly™upon Katy, as
if to asCertain how much she knew
of the cause for Morris’'s reserve.
But Katy had no suspicion, and
only replied, '‘Perhaps he is vexed
that I do not write to him oftener,
but I can’t. I think of him a great
deal, and respect him more than any
living man, except, of course, Wil-

thing comes in between me and what
I wish to say, for I want to con-
vince him that I am rot as frivolous
as he thinks I am. I have not for-
gotten the Sunday school, nor the
church service; but in the city it is
so hard to be good, and the service
and music seem all for show, and I
feel so hateful when I see Juno and
Wilford’s mother putting their heads
down on velvet cushions, knowing as
-I do.that they both are thinking
either of their own bonnets or those
just in front.”’

‘““Are you not . a little uncharit-
able?’’ Marian asked, laughing in
spite of hersell at the picture Katy
-drew of fashion trying to imitate re-
ligion in its humility.

“Perhaps so,”” Katy answered. ‘I
grow bad from looking behind the
scenes, and the worst is that 1
do not care, and then Katy went
back again to the farm-house,
asking numberless questions and
reaching finally the business which
had brought her to Marian’'s room.

There were spots on Marian’s neck,
and her lips were white, as she grasp-
ed the bundles tossed into her lap—
the yards and yards of lace and em-

broidery, linen, and cambric, which
she was expected to make for the

wife of Wilford Cameron; and her
voice was husky as she asked direc-
tions or made suggestions of her own.

“It's because she has no such joy
in expectation. 1 should feel so,
too, if I were thirty and unmarried,’”
Katy thought, ‘as she notice Marian's
agitation, and tried to divert  her

mind by talking of Europe and the
places she had visited.

“By the way, you were born in
England? Were you ever at Aln-
wick?’’ Katy asked, and Marian re-
plied, “‘Once, yes. I've seen the
castle and the church. Did you go

there—to St. Mary's, I mean?”’
“‘Oh, yes, and I was never tired of
that old churchyard. Wilford liked
it, tou, and we wandered by the hour
among the sunken graves, and quaint
headstones.”’
‘Do you remember any of the
names upon the stones! I’erhaps 1
may know them?’’ Marian asked; but
Katy did not remember any, or if
she did, it was not ‘‘Genevra Lam-
pert, aged 22."° And so Marian ask-
ed' her ' né more questions concerning
Alnwick, but talkKed instead of Lon-
don and other places, until three
hours went by, and down in the
street the coachman chafed and fret-
ted at the long delay, wondering
what kept his mistress in that neigh-
borhood so long. Had she f:iends,
or had she come on some errand of
mercy? The latter most likely, he
concluded, and so his face was not
quite 80 cross when Katy at Tast
appeared, looking’ at her wat‘h and
exclaiming at the lateness of the
haour.
Katy was very happy that morn-
ing, for secing Marian had brought
Silverton near to her, and niry asa
bird’ she ran up the steps of her own
dwelling, where the door opcened as

fronted her, asking, with the tone
which always made her heart beat,
where she had been, and he waiting
for her two whole hours. “‘Surely it

was not necessary to stop so long
with a scamstress,” he continued
when she tried to explain. * Ten

minutes would suflice for directions,’’
and he could not imagine what at-
traction there was in Miss Hazelton
to keep her there three hours, and
then the real cause of his vexation
came out. He had come expressly for
the carriage to take her and Sybil
Grandon to a picnic up the river,
whither his mother, Juno and Bell,
had already gone. Mrs. Grandon
must wonder why he staid so long
and perhaps give up going. Could
Katy be ready soon? and Wilford
walked rapidly up and down the par-

lor with a restless motion of his
hands which always betokened im-
patience. Poor KXKaty! how the

brightness of the morning faded, and
how averse she felt to joining * the
pionic, which she knew had bheen in
prospect for some time, and' had fan-
cied she should enjoy! Dut not to-
day, with that look on Wilford’'s face
and the feeling that he wuas vexed.
Still she could think of no reason-
able excuse, and so an hour later
found her driving into the country
with Sybil Grandon, who received
her apologies with as much good-na-
tured grace as if she too had not
worked herself into a passion at the
delay, for Sybil had been very cross
and impatient; but all this vanished
when she met Wilford and saw that
he was disturbed and irritated. Soft,
and sweet and smooth was she both
in word and manner, so that by the
time the grove was reached Wilford’s
ruffled spitits had been soothed, and
he was himse!f again, ready to en-
joy the pleasures of the day as keen-
ly as if no harsh word had been said

1an. replied; °71 saw. them all, and | Xaty found her. way to Marian’s
told them T was coming to New.| room, this time taking the — avenue
York.” cars,” which left her independent as
. ‘Do they_mmiss me, any? Do they | rcgarded< the length of her stay.
talk o0f me? De they wish me back About Marian there was something

ford; but when I try to write, some-,

rainy; but in spite of the weather

more congenial than about her city
friends,. and day after day found her
there, watching while Marian fashion-
ed into shape the beautiful little gar-
ments, the sight of which had a
Strangely guieting influence upon
Katy, sobering her down and matur-
ing her more than all the years of
her life had done. Those were_Happy
hours spent with Marian Hazelton,
and Katy felt it keenly when Wilford
at last  interferred, telling her she
was growing quite too familiar with
that séwing woman, and her calls
must be discontinued,' except, indeed,
such as jvere pecessary to the work
in progress. :

With one great gush of tears, when
there was no ome to see her, Katy
gave Marian up, writing her a note,
in which were sundry directions for
the work, which would go on even
after she had left for;the: Mountain
House, -as she intended doing the last
of June. And Marian guessed at
more than Katy meant she should,
and with a bitter sigh laid it in her
basket, and then resumed the work,
which seemed doubly monotonous
now that there was no more listen-
ing for the little feet tripping up the
stairs, or for the bird-like \oice
which had brought so much of music
and sunshine to her lorely room.

CHAPTER XIX.

For three wecks Katy had heen
at the Mountain Ilouse, growing
stronber every day, until she was
much like the Katy of one year sgo.
But their stay among the Carslills
was ended, and on the morrow they
were going to Saratoga, where Mrs.
Cameron and her daughters were,
and where, too, was Sybil draadon
the reigning belle of the United
States. So Bell had written to her
brother, bidding him 1o hast¢n c¢n
with, Katy, as she wished to see
‘*that chit of a widow in Ler jioper
place.”’ And Katy had Leen weak
enough for a moment to fwel a little
throb of satisfaction in knowinz how
eflectually Svybil's (laims to belle-ship
would be put aside when she was
onceé in the field; even glancing at
herSelf in the mirror as she leaned on
Wilford’s shoulder, and feeling glad
that mountain air and mountain ex-
ercise had brought the roses back to
her white cheeks and the brightness
to her eyes. But Katy wept passion-
ate tears of repentance for that wenk-
ness, when an hour later she read the
letter whi h Dr. Grant had sent in
answer to one she had written from
the Mountain House, confessing her
short-comings, and lamenting that
the evils and excesses which shocked
her once did not startle:her now. To
this letter Morris had replied as a
brother might write to an only sis-
ter, first expressing pleasure at her
happiness, and then reminding her of
that other life to which this is only
a preparation, and beseéching her so
to use the good things of this world,
given her in such profusion, as not
to lose the life eternal.

This was the substance of Morris's
letter, which Katy read with stieam-
ing eyes, forgetting Saratoga as Mor-
ris's rolemn words of warning and
admonition rang in her ears, and
shucdering as she thought of losing
the life eternal, of going where Mor-
ris would never come, nor any of
those she loved the best, unless it
were Wilford, who might reproach
her with having dragged him there
when she could have saved him.

““‘Keep yourself unspotted from the
world.”” Morris had said, and she re-
peated it to hersell, asking ‘‘how

shall T do that? how can onede good
and fashionable too?"

Then laying her bead upon the rock
where she wus sittiug, katy tried to
pray as she had not prayed in months

ashing that God would tewch her
what she ought to know ani keep
her unspotted froin the world. But

at the Mountain Hoase it is casier to
pray that one¢ be K=pt from tempta-
tion than it is at Saratoga, which
this summer was  srowded to over-
flowing, its streets presenting a fit-
ting picture of Vauity Fair, so full
were they of show and gala dress.
At the United States, where Mrs.
Cameron stopped, two rooms, for
which . an c¢normous price was paid,
had been reserved for Mr. and Airs.
Wilford Cumneron, and this of itself
would have given them a  certain
eclat, even if there had not been pres-
ent. many who rememnbeied. the proud,
fastidious bichelor, and were propor-
tionately’ anxious to see his wife.
She came, she suw, she conquoced ;
and within three: days after her ar-
rival Kuty “Canieron was the ac-
knowledged Delle of Saratoga, from
the United States to the Clarendon.
And Katy, alas, was not quite the
same as she who on the mountain
ridge had sat with Morris’s letter in
her hand, praying that its teachings
might not be forgotten. Saratoga
seemed different from New York, and
she plugged into its gaieties, never
pausing, never tiring, and seldom
giving herselfl time to think, much
less to pray, as Morris had bidden
her do. And Wilford, though hard-
ly able to recognize the usually timid
Katy in the brilliant woman who led
rather than followed, was sure of her
faith to him, and so was only proud
and gratificd to see her bear off the
palm from every competitor, while
Juno, though she quarreled with the
shadow into’ which she was so com-
pletely thrown, enjoyed the eclat

good is worth'
Trying. '

When every one says a good
word for a thing it is because
it is a good thing. Try
« Abbey’s’’. then say what
you think ‘about it.—A tea
spoonful on retiring will
cleanse the system'of impur-
ities—stimulate the liver—
i quicken the citculation—quiet
the nerves—tone up the 'sto-'
mach and digestive organs—
prevent indigestion and dys-
pepsia—put and keep the body
in good health—the tonic pro-
perties of *-Abbey’s” work
wonders.

Of "Mrs. WTIIUEN, WNo nNat passea pe-
yond, her 'cviticism. Sybil Grandon,
toq, stood pack ip wopder that a
simple countty: girl snouit win ana
wear the laurels she : had so - long
claimed as her own; but as there was
no help for it she contented herself
as best she could with the admira-
tion she did receive, and whenever
opportunity occurred, said bitter
things of Mrs. Wilford, whose parent-
age and low estate were through:
her pretty generally known. But it
did-not matter there what Katy had
been; the people took her for what
she was now, and Sybil's glory fad-
ed like the early dawn in the coming
of the full day.

As it had been at Saratoga, so it
was at Newport. Urged on by Mrs.
Cameron and DBell, who enjoyed her
notoriety, Katy plunged into the mad
excitement of dancing and driving
and coqueting, until Wilford himself
became uneasy, locking her ence in
her room, where she was sleeping af-
ter dinner, and conveniently forget-
ting to release her until after the
departure at evening of some young
men from Cambridge, whose atten-
tions to the Ocean House belle had
been more strongly marked than was
altogether agueeable to ‘him. of
course it was a mistake—the locking
of the door—and a great oversight in
him not to have remembered it soon-
er, he said to Katy, by way of apol-
ogy; and Katy, with no suspicion of
the truth, laughed merrily at the joke
repeating it down stairs to the old
dowagers, who shrugged their shoul-
ders meaningly and whispered to
cach other that it might be well {f
more young wives were locked into
their rooms and thus kept out of
mischief.

Though flattered, caressed, and ad-
mired, Katy was not doing herself
much credit at Newport; but save
Wijlford, there was no one to raise a
warning voice, until Mark Ray came
down for a few days’ respite from
the heated city, where he had spent
the entire summer, taking charge of
the business which belonged as much
to Willord as to himself. DBut Wil-
ford had a wife; it was more neces-
sary that he should leave, Mark had
argued; his time would come by and
by. And so he had remained at
home until the last of August, when
he appeared sudden!y at the Ocean
House one night when Katy, in her
airy robes and child-like simplicity,
was breaking hearts by the score.
Like others, Mark was charmed,; and
not a little proud for Katy's sake,
to see her thus appreciated: but when
one day's experience had shown him
more, and given him a look behind
the scencs, he trembled for her, know-
ing how hard it would be for h to
come out of that sea of disxina’ion
as pure and spotliss as vhe weni in

“If T were her Dbiother 1 would
warn her that her present career is
not one upon whijh she will leok
back with pleasure when the exci‘e-
ment is over,” he said to hims ;
“but if Wiliord is satisfied it is not
for me to interfere. It is surcly no-
thing to me what Katy Cameron
doces,”” he kept repeating to himse f:
but as often as he said it there cane
up before him a pale, anxious face.
shaded with Jlelen Lennox’s bands of
hair, and Helen Lennox’s voice whis-
pered to him: “Save Katy, for my
sake,”” and so next day, when Mark
_found himself alone with Katy,while
most of the guests were at the beach,
he questioned her of her life at Sara-
toga and Newport, and gradually, as
he talked, there ecrept into Katy's
heart w suspicion that he was not
pleased with her account, or with
what he had seen of her sinte his
arrival.

For a moment Katy was indignant
but  when he said to her kindly :
“Would Helen be pleased?’’ her tears
started at once, and she attempted
an excuse for her weak folly, accus-
ing Sybil Grandon as the first cause
of the ambition for which she hated
herself.

‘‘She had been held up as my pat-
tern,”” she said, half bitterly, and
forgetting to whom she was talking
—*'she, the one whom 1 was to imit-
ate; and when I found that 1 could
go beyond her, 1 yiclded to the
temptation, and exulted to see how
far she was left behind, Besides
that,” she continued, *'is it no gra-

cast upon;their party by the presence

!X was there five. weeks ago,”’ Mar-

to Katy, who, sifent and unhappy,

tification, think you, to let Wilford’s
proud mother and sister sec the poor
country girl, whom ordiparily they

| the city.

D)
- b

uid despise, stand wnere tncy enu
:;t co’me,pund even dictate to ﬁl!‘;!,'l'
if_she_chooses wo to do? 1 know

wrong—I1 know it is wicked—but I
lke tho excitement, and so long a8
I am with these people I shall never
be any better. Mark Ray, you don't
know what it is to be surrounded by
& set who care for nothing but fa-
shion and display, and how they may
outdo each other. I hate New York
society. There is nothing there but
husks.”’

Katy's tears had ceased, and on
ber white face there was a new look
of womanhood, as if in that out-
burst she had changed, and would
pever again be just what she was

3 ,'* she continued, ‘“do you like
New York society?”’

““Not always—not wholly,” Mark
answercd; “‘and still you misjudge it
greatly, for all are mnot like the peo-
ple ‘you ‘describe. Your husband’s
family represent one extreme, while
there are others equally high dn ithe
social scale who do mnot make fa-
shion the :ul? of their lives—sensible,
cultivated, intellectual people, of
whose acquaintance one migbt be

lad—people whom I fancy your sis-
ér Helen would enjoy. I have only
met her twice, but my impression is
that: she would not find New York
distastetul.'’ }

Mark did not know why he had
dragged Helen into :that conversa~
tion, unlesa it were that she secmed
very near to him as he talked with
Katy, who replied:

‘“Yes, Helen finds good in all. She
sees differently from what I do, and
I wish 80 much that she was here.”’
“**Why not send for her?’' Mark
asked, casting about in his mind
whether in case Helen came, he, too,
could tarry for a week and leave
that business in Southbridge, which
he must attend to ere returning to

. It would be a study to watch Hel-
en Lennox thére at Newport, and in
imagination Murk was already her
sworn knight, shielding her from
eriticism, and commanding for her
réspect from those who respected him
when Katy tore his castle down by
answering impulsively:

I doubt if Wilford would let me
send for her, nor does it matter, as
I shall not remain much longer. I
do not need her now, since you have
shown me how foolish I have been, I
was angry at first, but now I thank
you for it, and so will Helen. I
shall tell her when I ‘am in Silver-
ton. I am going there from here,
and oh, I so wish it was to-day.”’

The Poet Turned.
Office Boy—I told dat poet wot called
dat you wuz out of town.
Editor—Good! What did he say?
Office Boy—He said he thought he
noticed an improvement in de paper. |

Gonsumption

. Salt pork is a famous old-
fashioned remedy for con-
sumption. “Eat plenty 'of
pork,” was the advice to the
consumptive 50 and 100
years ago.

Salt pork is good if a man
can stomach it. The idea
behind it is that fat is the
food the consumptive needs
most.

Scott’sEmulsionisthemod-
ern method of feeding fat to
the consumptive. Potk istoo
rough for sensitive stomachs.
‘Scott’s Emulsion is the most|
refined of fats, especially
prepared for easy digestion.

Feeding him fat in this
way, which is often the only
way, is half the battle, but
Scott’s Emulsion does more '
than that. There is some-
thing about the combination
of cod liver oil and hypophos-
phites in Scott’s Emulsion
that puts new life into the
weak parts and has a speciall
action on the diseased lungs.
A sample will be

sent free upon request.

.

Be sure that this picture in
the form of a label is on the
wrapper of every bottle of
Ewmulsion you buy.

SCOTT &
BOWNE,
CHEMISTS,
Toronto, Ontario.
- s0¢. and $1; all druggists,

“Let sleeping dogs lic”

gain” shoe!

Why is it sold at a
“reduced price” if it is
worth full price?

Leave lottery shoes
carefully alone, and look
for the Makers price,
stamped on the sole of {
the sure value shoe—

“The Slater Shoe”

! . “Goodyear Welted* s _
Christle & Oaron, wie local sgents. /|

mer,

l
Beware of the “bar- l
i
!

We have a Commercial Course
specially adapted to

The Needs of the Farmer’s Son

‘Why feel embarrassed when you have
to transact business in the gnkotd-
fices when a THREE ONTHS’
COURSE in our college will put you in
a position to know what to do and how
todoit? P

‘Write for particulars or call and talk
it over.

—— R+ W. NICKER3ON, President.
= H. L. WEBBER, Principal.

Deering i Machinery

Full line of Farming? Imple-
ments, Alsoagent for Buggies,
Cutters, Wagons, Sleighs, etc.
Repairs of all kinds in stock.

W. R. HARE,

Talbot st. west.

UR SALE—100 Burrel Roller Grist Mill
three story hrick in good
33,000 buehel iron clad in el 3 y
ncw. about 100 acres of Jaad, which is most
used tor lowage for water power, which is suf-
ficient to run che mill mere then half the time,
t:e bulance of time is yun by steam, The mili
is doing a good paying b« siness, is lomi?ﬁt
outeide the corporation of the town of Aylmer,
Iﬂuo‘t:oeh:q: “lfi on !IAI_V ;ﬂmlcot Y ment,
rewson for selling. to C. O.
fRec) Kotate Broker, Brows House Blosk e

—OFFICE OF—

A A Teslie

Treasurer of the Township of
Malahide.

Notary Public, Conveyancer,
Assignee, Elc.

ISSUER OF

MARRIAGE LICENSES

General Fire Insurance Agent.
PRIVATE FUNDS TO LOAN.

We Are

After Business

So don’t lose your eyesight
looking for anything better than
you can get from us in fige
tailoring. - Our stock is large
and .strictly up to-date.  'We
bave the very latest fashions,
and can satisfy the most fasti-
dious dresser in

Style, Fit and Price

Our cutter is an honor graduate
of the John J. Mitchell School,
of New York City, and we em-
ploy npone but experienced
hands. If you are not one of
our regulsr customers, give us
& trial order and be convinced.

8. T. LOGAN,

Merchant Tailor.
PT. BURWELL, ONT.

THIRTY-FIVE HORy_

THE LARGESY A¥D B UiPPsD 1,
w ::;-1-1.‘7'”'1"‘":' ey

First-class Turn 0t

07 a3x wau» punismnd ox Tuz swenzme
NOTION, AND AT TME 7

Loweﬁ_ Prices
Stable +—Oppesite Town Hall

L W. Plerce & Son,
Preuriven

—

At ﬁis S-ééson

SoevRIGHT Temag T TR <

vYou need a little Brandy
You can’t keep Christmas without it.

We offer a good sound win
e at 25
quart bottle and brandy from 75c. i

SMITH'S LIQUOR STORE
ST. THOMAS.

and Wine.

BTV RSP g TR CRRE SR




