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GHOST STORIES,

The Shadow of the Reed Pool,

From the French v ( ull’l‘il Mendex,

At the olose of & rainy day in mid-
summer my weary horse reached the

summit of a little lull orowned by & |
Jump of young pines, and through ;

the branches of the trees I caught my
first glimpse of the chatoau of Les
Aulnes lying in the misty embrace of
the valley. .

1 was on my way to take possession,
ag heir, of this vast domain—abandon-
od by my father, for forty years, to the
indufforent care of a steward,

1 urged my tired steed forwerd and
began to descend the slope, The in-
oline of .he bridle path was gteep and
the horse’s hoofs slipped perilously on
the slimy pebbles along the way. Be
neath the heavy sky the green of the
pines looked b{ack, and they seemed
to stand on my right and on my left
like tall, sombre sentinels who warned
me to retreat, not to advance,

Far below in the valley lay the an-
oient chateau of Lies Aulnes—a square,

loomy pile, surrounded by a dense
orest, whose depth of darknoss was
brolin only, here and_there, by a
palss wf heather or a still pool over-
grown by swaying reeds and rushes,
even in cho gray and fading light in-
tengely, terribly green.

1 suddenly remembered my father’s
aversion to Les Aulnes. During his
lifetimo the very name of the place
had sufficed to make him shudder,
and, although our ancestral home, he
had never permitted me or any of our
family even to visit it, i

1 do not know why, but thissingular
aversion, which I had always classed
among my father's many morbid
fancies, now took possession of me,
and I found myself, by some fascina-
tion, sympathizing with it more and
more a8 1 neared my destination.

A fine, cold drizzle sucoeeded the
bLieavy rain of the afternoon, and I was
now drenched. The morning had
promised finely and I had started on
this d;iy’s journey without an ulsﬁ?r.
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heavy gatos just far onough to admit
me. This then must bo the wifo of
the old steward.

* I thank you, Madame Chartior,” I
roplicd with an effors, b I arrive
in bad weather.”

 B3ad weather, in truth, mensieur.”

Sho led the way toward a little
houso at the extreme end of the court-
yard. The wetgrass swept my knoes,

« And my horse, wadame," I asked
a3 wo walked to the house, ** who will
aitend to his needs ?”

1, m{self; mongieur, but later.™

“ You have no servants lere {o >
sist you 2"

“ No, monsieur, of that there is no
need.”

* Who then oares for the chateau
and the land »*

The woman slowly turned hor head
toward me and gave me a long, curi-
ous look,

Theu she said wonderingly,

“Land? Thero is no land here!”

I shuttered.

We now entered a room on the
ground fioor of & miserable little house
~—a room small and ill-smellnig, at
once hot and damp, and badly lighted
by o meagre peat fire, And this was
the room in which I, the owner of the
ohateau of Lies Aulnes, was to be re-
oceived |

Lvidently the household boasted but
the one lamp. By its light I now ob-
served a bent figure crushing near the
firo. This was my steward.

Madame Chartier advanced toward
hor husband and, shaking him by the
shoulder, said roughly :

¢ Chartier! Getup! Here is the
new master.”

The erouching figure reared itself
unoertainly, I saw another gray and
ghastly face—with the same hollow
eyes and gunken cheeks and a vague,
bloodlegs line of lips which parted to
give me greeting,

“Weleome to your home, mon-
siour,”

I sank into a chair offored me by
Madame Obartior, who immediately
{el‘& the room, taking the lamp with
her.

* Draw nearer the fire, monsieur,”
said my gleward, ** and warm yourself,
lest you be ill.”

I obeyed mechanically, although I
Ead uever beer: ill in my life and

Naturally I was most
and at the expense of my horse I push-
ed on ag rapidly as possible toward
the shelter of Les Aulnes.

I waa now iu the village, a wretched
hamlet of some one hundred and_fift;
souls. The noise of my horse’s hoofs

idently at .;“d. tion, for &
few peasants, clothed in vags, came
'fr:mpthe doors of their huts io regard
me ouriously and without salutation.

I attributed to my long contem.
plation of the young pines on the hill-
gide and the reed-clothed marshes of
the valley, the singularly green ap.
pearance which all objects here pre-
gented to my eyes. The faces, the
bared arms, the nands of these wretch-
od villagers, who stared at me with a
bratish persistence and a sort of
brutish fear, all seemed to me of a
peculiar, Pallid green. Here and there
a woman's face appeared in the midst
of a group of men, sometimes the face
of & child, and all these heads and
hands oscillated incessantly before my
morbid gaze like the restless reeds on
the surface of the marshes, and like
them, I could have sworn, were of
the same ghastly and vivid green.

X reached the gates of the chatean
to find them closed and locked.
Through the massive iron bars I
oould see s lordly courtyard, over-
grown with rank glass and ranker
weeds, and beyond, the antique cha-
toau of my forefather: with the brand
of an awful desolation on its orum-
bling and moss-covered walls,

1 dismounted and slipped my horse’s
rein through an jron ring attached to
the atone wall, and, as I did this, I
disovered at one aide of the gate the
button of & bell, scarcely distinguish-
able amidst tho intricate fretwork of

3 I}

thing beyond the temporary
of my b T dvenahs

I sat at_one side of thiz dismal
hearth and stared at the ghoulish
figure orouching at the other. The
g:lo firelight threw strange shadows

neath the haggard eyes and lent o
atrangs color to the colorless cheeks.

The silence became intolerable.

¢ Well, Monsieur Chartier,” I said
at last, with elaborate cheerfulness,
‘*are you contented here in this old
place of mine? May I hope that my
fhns will no: change yours and that

may see you here filling your duties
fos some time to come 2"

The man raised hig lifeless eyes,

“You will not see me here for
long,” he replied shortly.

«How 80 ?" I asked with affocted
rogret. * You do not think of leaving
Les Aulnes 2*

1, monsieur ? I shall never leave
this place. Yor will soon go fiom
here I

* You will soon go from here 1"
said a hollow voice, like an echo, in
my ear,

I turned my head swiftly, Madame
Chartier stond behind me. Her strange
oyes seemed to menace me,

* My faith !" I ejaculated, mentally,
‘* what an uneivil pair | Perhaps, my
good people, the conditions may be
reversed—you may go and I may
stay I" for I had come to Les Aulnes
with the determination of restoring
the chateauand taking up my residence
for a part of the year in the long-de-
serted halls of my fathers.

Madame Chartier drew an oblong
table out from the side of the chimney
and began laying it with dishes in
silence, She ‘made one or two mys
terious pilgri into dark oorners

iron about the lock.
I pulled the button many times and
violently. .
But, n a _place of a cheery ting-a-
ling-ling to herald warmth and shelter
and willing service, there came two so-
lemn, brazen notes from a deep alarm

bell,

1t was already night. I stood alone
in darknees and rain, weary and chill-
ed, before the frowning gates which
seemed to deny me shelter, and the
mournful sound smote on my spirit
liko & knell tolled for the dead.

I tried to find courage to ring agsin,
but ere I could make up my mind to
endure once more the lugubrious sound
1 saw a light moving slowly toward
me from the further end of the court-

’ It was borne by a woman's hand.
The candle rays now fell full upon
Ler face and figure, and I saw that
she was tall and thin, enveloped rather
than olothed in a garment ot sad, gre
akuf whioh looked like & soiled shrood,
eh: glidodt torwn:' mtl’ll: H;:‘ slow,
1§ step of & 8 . Her faco was
:.Bh wi& the P;:llor of death, her
cheeks sunken, her eyos haggard, her
mouth set and ocoloriess, and a mas of
Y, lifeless hair lay low on her fore.

She stared smilolessly atme through
the iron grating.

+ I am Madame Chartier,” ahe said
in a voios at onoe hallow aud harsh
like the notes of the alarm bell ; « wel.
oeome to your home, monsieur.”

She thrust an immense key into the
rusty lock, which turned, after a
ghrisking profect, and opened the

and then snnounced in her hollow
voiee : ' Dinner is served.”

We seated ourselves at the table in
silence. I observed that covers wore
1aid for four persons.

« You expect some «:lne 2" I asked.

loar.” sai s

I
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Mudame Ohartler withdrew to pre-
pave my sloeping apartment; not in
the chatean, which long yeara of ne-
glect had rendored almost uninhabit-
abie, but on the first floor of this
house in which they lived.

Again I soated myself by the miser-
able five and the old steward slipped
back into the chair opposite mine.
Aftor his wifo's departure lie leancd
forward and said with a sors of pathe-
tio humility .

* Mougieur, you must forgive ug
this meagre welcomen. uJne is sad in
thig piace!  Tha fover takes our iittle
ones while thoy are yot in the oradle
and looses its hold on the men who
have spent their wretelied lives strug
gling against it only in the graveyard.
It i tho deadly fover of the awamps
which poisons the air wa breathe and
the food we eat. Weo are born here
and five here only to die of it. That
is enough to make the heart ad — is
it not, monsieur ? And we—we are
sadder than the others because we
have lost Madeleine.” i

« Your daughter is dead, Monsieur
Chartier 2" I asked with unfeigned
sympaihy. i i

* God alone knows, mensieur,” sgui
the ol¢ man, wringing his hands wild-
ly. “For ourselves, wo know hot
what has become of her! Look you,

awift glance. I was alone, undoubt-
edly; o ono lind spoken 1y name or
disturbed my stumber.

1 waa alone—with the portrait,

From my bed, whero | reahzed I
should sleep no more that night, I
gazed long at thio portrait. It waa
that of a young girl, fu)iomoly formed,
smgular]‘{ pale, and roved entirely in
white.  The posu of tho slight body
vxpressed groat languor. but the eyes
seerr 1 to burn with an ardent hght
and, unlike thae eyes of most portaits,
which meet thoss of the Eeimldur.
were {-cied from mine and gazed
intently, oven eagerly, in tho direction
of the window,

Boforo going to bed I had not
observed thus peculiarly live expression
in the syes of this inanimate face,

moon and resied on the paler face. 1
recognized it—the face of the portrait
—the face of Madelcing!

Phero was time but for that ono
brief glance when the figure turned
and hurried on toward tho pool.

The wind must have changed, for
the rushes., which nad awayed over
toward my casement, now bont their
restiess heada to meot her with swift
fect, and toward her the awful name-
less shadow stretched its writhing
Arms.

Medeleine paused again, hesitated, -
trembled a8 f seized by violent emo- 1

tion,

Now she swayed foreward as if to
clagp the hideous speotre which beck-
oned her on.

Now she shrank back g if torror-

As one will, in ily, follow
the interested glance of somo porson
near, I turned my eyes in the direc-
tion taken by those of tho portrait.
The cagoment was curtainless and my
bed was so near the window that
without moving or turning my head
I could see through the glass the
formlesa shadows of the forest and a
single star which burned in the dark.
ness of the night,

When I looked agsin at the picture
of Madeleine I noticed the oyes scemed
moare eeger and alive than before,

monsieur! Our litile Madeleine was
sad—very sad and 1ll. £he wasas we
are, But the birds sing even when
they suffer, and Madeleine sang here.
I hoped she would resist the plague,
and I eaid often to myself: * A little
while, God willing, and the child shall
be taken to live in a town,) For to
have seen the roses bloom in her
cheeks we would have given our lives
—my poor wife and I.

“ But she grew pale and yet paler,
and she went too often to sit by the
water. She loved it, this water—I
know not why — this water which is
the curse of us all! Oftea, when the
dinner hour caiae, we would find her
sitting there, in the wet grass—on
the very brink of the pool. = And she
told me once that the wind among the
rushes sang of strange things to her!

+ Fancy, monsieur, an idea like
that!

* We scolded her, but of what use
to scold? For, after all, she had no
distraction, the dear, little one! In
other, happier countries where the
warm sun shines and the sweet winds
blow, the children of the poor may
gather flowers and hunt for birds'
nesta ; they oan, sometimes, catch the
swift squirrels or the pretty wood.
doves and tesch them to understand
what one says to them and to love like
human things, Have I not seen pio-
tures of all thig in the market places ?

« But here, we have no flowers but
the pale water-lillies of the pools.
The Ei.rds would fear to nest in these
low, black, slime-covered trees, and
we have no doves, only: sometimes a
raven comes. The hearts of children
ory out for somethinﬁ and my poor
ohild loved the black water of the
Reed Pool, monsieur, because there
was  nothing else. Bometimes at
night we heard the windows of her
bed-chamber suftly opened—it is the
room over this, where you will sleep
tonight,

¢ @o thou to sleep, Madeleine,’ I
would ory, ‘dost thou not fear the
night air from the swawmp ?*

“+No, I have no fear,” she would
answer.

* Or again—* Madeleine, what dost
thou see in the darkness of the night ?*

‘¢ One star in the sky,’ she would
say, ‘and one on the breast of the
Reea Pool 1*

« Now faucy, monsieur, an idea like

I
* But there came s morning, vhen
Madeleine could not be found by the
Reed Pool nor in her little bed-cham.
ber. The bed was smooth and the
pillows were untouched by her pretty
head. The mother went through the
village hike one distracted, but no one
ad seen Madeleine, We waited
through that day, and through the
next and the next—and, monsieur, I
—1I wait still, but the mother has no
longer hope.
“Since then a whole month has
passed, and you may pardon us, mon-
sia‘u'r. thst we ave sad.”

“*Yeos, the
without raising his eyes, ‘' we expest
our daughter.”

“Ah! You have a daughter?” I
oried somewhat gayly. If they had
& daughter she must at least be young,
and the young are not often silent aud
aad ; her face atjleast might brighten
this dull plase, But the harsh voice
of Madame Ohartier interrupted and
dispelled this pleasantirain ofthought.

“We have no daughter.”

I shivered from head to foot. What
singular people!

The dinner was not plentifal, but
it was sufficient for me, since my
host and his wife ate absolutely noth.
ing; Amlt the fourth cover remained

Char-
tier if ho was ill.

« Every one is ill here,” he answer-
od wearily, “ It is because of the
swawps.”

The pallid, greonish faces of the
village! before me like the mem-
e waght toe poosls of the il

“ ought lo e village

um} ';:mo ?- I said, * And
20 syaryons ”

“ Yes, monsieur, they have the fover
—all of them, But they suffer lons
than we, here in the chatesu, beonuse
they are not 90 near {lis swamp.”

A, indeed!” I replied shivering

sgain. I havealways had a partioular
horror of fevers. v

Chartier covered his face
with his handa.

This then was the explanation of
theit seeming churlishness. I re.
proached myself for my hasty conelu.
sions, and with sinoerest sympathy
pressed the hands of my poor steward
and bade him good-night.

The room in which I was %o slee)
was3 & box of a place, the walls cov
with a mouldy paper, a little iron bed
in one corner, and two chairs, stifly
placed, one st each eide of a walnut
armoire. The portrait of a young
girl, Madeleine, without doubt, hung
opposite the single window, and that

sl
I retired immediately but I slept
not,
The stoward's story hai iudelibl!

This, ) . was explained by the
fact that, having gazed into the dark-
ness for uw moment, all objeots in the
lighted 1com would seem more vivid
by comparison.

But what I could not explain so
ensily was an absurd impulse to rise,
open the window in obedieice to the
desiro of the portrait and then turn
toward it in expectation of ita thanks.
And this impulse was so strong that I
almost involuntarily obeyed it.

In truth, I expected to find no
chauge in the nppearance of the paint-
ed Madeleino—as I certainly had not
ontirely taken leave of my senses.
But the ourrent of air which awept
into the room through the open cage-
ment immediately extinguished my
lamp, and the portrait, with its
strange, eager eyes, wag swallowed in
the complete darkuess of the little
room,

. Something light aul swift and pass-
ing outward, fanned my cheok, Some
winged thing of the night, I thought
——and I leaned far out of the window.

The shadows were profound. The
sky was low and black. 'The immense
trees seemed to detach themselves
from the surrounding darkness and
stand out black even against blackness,
In a rit of the clouds above them
gloamed s single star, and here and
thete beneath their shadows I saw a
restless, steely light,

The Reed Pool! I remembered
that Madeleine had gazed from this
little window to faze on this water as
I gazed now. Yes! There was the
star on its breast—a single point of
warmer light.

I know not why, but I trembled and
grow cold s I looked from her little
window on the sky with its one star,
the trees, and the pool,

Strange, still, death-giving water!

It slept yot it lived. I divined the
ceaseleas agitation locked in its bosom
a8 betrayed by the incessant oseilla-
tion of itg roeded surface, What dark
dreams possessed, what visions tor.
mented it beneath the green manile
time had thrown half across its face ?
Hark to the moaning of the wind
smong the rushes on its banks!
What strange things had they whis-
pered to Madeleine to turn her heart
from those to whom she was dear?
The moon luoked coldly out from
bleck mass of clouds ard I saw the
closed hlies trembling far out on the
black pool.

What evil fascination lay in its
marshy depths ?

My soul found its darkest shadow
reflected in this black mirror into
which I gazed as though bound by
some spell, indefinable as irresistibie,

And now by the bank nearest me,
where the rushes grew rank with
tufted heads bending to every breath
of the night wind, something seemed
to gather shape and form beneath my
straining eyes.

1

But auddenly she started rapidly
forwatd and pursued her course with-
out further bLesmtation nntil she was
but a fine, fleoting streak of white
beneath the black shadows of the dls-
torted trees, and I knew ghe must stand
where the earth slipped loosely into
the water,

On the very brink she stood white
and still,

God! What woald she do ?

The moon draw the clouds across
her face. A single star burned in the
oky and a gingle star Iay pallid on the
surface of the pool.

The rushes swayed in the night
winds,

And T did not dream! What 1
speak, I saw.

Tho girl’s figure stood immobile,
white against the night. Oneco only
she turned with outstretched hands
toward her home and o great hope
filled her heart that she would return.
But & dark wave swepted over the
tufted rughes, the shadow rolled its
huge hoead and raised its arms in men-
ace, and then—

Then she put out her young arms to
meet it, and all in her white garments,
like the garments of a bride or one
dead, sho slipped into i.s hideous
embrace,

I saw the water rise to her slender
hips and then to her white bosom, and
then to her white, white face,

I saw the rushes quiver and the pale
atar tremble.

I saw the thing shudder convulsive-
ly and its frightful head roll from mide
to side and its huge body lash the
shores of the pool. 'Then its writhing
armg uplifted and enfelded her, and
the pale star died on the black breast
of the pool and night unfurled her
shadowless mystories,

1 fell, oold and shaking, to the
chamber floor. )

Oh horrible death! To drown in
that dark and noisome water! To
feel the dank [rushes sweep one's
choek and lio against the thacat! To
feel the treacherous mass fasten about
one's feet and the bending reeds slip
from one’s hopeless hands.

God! was that a ory?

No, no! Who could ery out when
the black water filled the mouth and
stole away the breath |

Tlo drown—to die—without a single
ery

O, horrible | horrible !
. At last I found strength to rise and
light my lamp, I turned a fearful
glance toward the portrait of Made-
leine, Then I fell, senseless, on the

I had geen thatin 'flua of the eager,
acdent living-beyond gaze directed
toward the window, the eyes in t'.e
portrait were now cast down,

Morning came, I avoided the win.
dow and the portrait. I went to the
table silent and distressed. Not s
word was spoken until the end of the
sombre meal, Then Monsieur Chartier
asked me at what Lour I would like to
80 over the estate,

« Immedistely,” 1 responded, * as
Iintend leaving Les Aulnes as early
a8 possible to-day,”

'he manner in which my steward
and his !lvife regaived this abrupt

yed no y, As

wo passed out of the court, I observed

s huge ruin at the other side of the
Reed Pool,

« What in that 2’ T asked Ohartier,

« All that remains of the old chapel,

i It is both daugerous and

he moon showed her face fitfully
h ds’ thiok ins, but

there, there by those gnarled and
twisted trees whose shadow lay heavily
over the rushes, I could distinguish
something which waa not shadow.
But what it was I could not tell,

Was it the speotre of the pool ?

Haad the tormented spirit freed itself
from its marshy fastness to lie oradled
among the swaying reeds ?

‘What was this huge body and enor-
mous head, these terrible, twisting
arms that reached out a8 if to tear
me from the window and drag me
down from the unknown horror of
their embrace ?

I tried to escape. I was nailed to
my place at the window, benumbed
and powerleas.

I tried to close my eyes and shut
out the terrible vision! It held my

impressod mo with a certain

oy to b " ua“am‘
my min eavy thoughts.
fe{t sll my absurd dresd of fevers
atealing over me, I rose and closed
the window. Finally I slept, how
long I do not know, but I awakened
with & start,

“ Who

“What is it!1” I orled.
oalls "

1 was oppressed by a sense, not of
absolute danger, but of some threat
ened misfortune, and I oould have
aworn that I was not alone, The
lamp still bumed on the table. I
ocovered the tiny apartment with one

gaze through some my power
i d | at than my will,
Then I| And yet over all my fear I was oon.

scious of a sense of expectancy. LH
very attitude, s I leaned forward wi
my fasoinsted gase fixed upon the
shadow oradled upon the pool, was
one of breathless attention.

And now something rapid, furtive,
white, and seemingly wind.blown,
moved between me and the spell of

unsightly, but your father would not
have it forn down because of a fine
old window which still stands in the
wall nearest the Chateau. One oan
200 1t easily from here, because of the
light behiud it from $he holes in the
roof. It isone of the holy Apostles
with the arins raised in svpplication
to God."

I followed the direction of Monsieur
Olartier's finger and the remainder of
his words came to me as though I had
neard them in a dream—

+ At night when the moon rises be-
hind the ruiz, the reflection of the
ssint's figure is thrown aoross the
Reed Pool. God forgive us, mon.
sieur, but it is indeed an awful, a
terrible thing to see !”

I drew a deep broath of relief, and
yob the weight was not litted from my

it

A large piece of linen flutterad over
the , and brushed againet one of
e The ) th forget

* The r mother ws forget.
ful," lﬁdpoghnﬁer. “We llmur%ou
our linen.”

Aud the white figure—light and:
awifs!l Why not a pisce of linen
blown by the wind #

the shadow, and I knew my expeota- | When one nervous—-
tion would be realized. But the face? i

An instant, and the woman-—or hee | Ah the face! I knew it was the
speotre—paused, turned and facod my | face of the portrait—ihe face of the
window, A pale ray shot from the ' mysierious Madelsine,

That night I left for Paris.
* * * * 4 .

Threo years passed. I sold Les
Aulnes to an Industrial Hooiety which

purp ing the g
oub the wholo unhealthy distriot
of —.

I spent sorue monthis in travel, and
gradually the haunting memory of
that night of horrnrs apont on the old
es'“te ceased to pnrsue me through
glecpless hours, Une morning at
Pang I picked up a daily paper and
charred upun a paragraph relating to
the wurk of drainage at Les Aulnes,
The country was graphically deserib-
ed, and hofore my eyes rose thosa pal-
lid faces against the background of
hideous p--en, the sombre shadows of
the twisted troes, the mystery of the
Reed Pool. I read on: Among
the many pools on the estate proper
ig one which has long been famous in
the superstition of the country, It is
sald that esch night a horric{ spectre
of huge proportiona hes cradled among
the reeds on its surface. Persons of
intelligence accounted for the appari-
tion ag the shadow of a saint’s figure
from a window in the old chapel on
the estato, but, although during the
recent improvement at Les Aulnes the
chapel was demolished, and the win-
dow with the saint's figure carried
where the moon can no longer play
tricks behind it, the hideous shadow
still lay by night on the surface on
the pool. The mysterious marsh has
now been made to yield its spectre to
the society which has undertaken the
drainage of the country, but the dis-
covery of a skeleton deeply imbedded
in the black mud where the rushes
grew thiokest along the margin of the
pool, hag not lessened the popular
superatition. Examination proved the
skeleton to bo that of a young woman,
and agpeamnoes indicated that it had
lain about three years in this strange
grave,”

The paper fell from my hands.

Madeleine §

Great God |

It was sho—the poor little one!
And I had been powerless to streteh
out & hand to save her—I, whe had
:nwhed her go down fo her awfn]

eath,

Wait! What was this?

These broken words—this pathetio
voice—thia sad 0ld face ¢ The father
of Madeleine—M, OChartier—and I
seemed to hear him saying,  That
was & month ago, monsieur, and you
may forgive us that we are sad.”

1 closed my eyes, shuddering,

I had then seen not one spectre,
but two, on that memorable night in
the ohateaut

The fm was doad when- I reached
Les Aulnes !

(z0 BE CONTINUXD.)
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AMrs, May Johnson.

yer's Pills

“1 hiave tahen Ayer's Pills for many
yeais, and always derived the best re-
3ults from thelr use.

For Stomach and Liver

troubles, and for the enrs of headache

caused by thiese derangements, Ayer's

Pilis cannot be equaled. They are easy
tdke, and

Are the Best
:l\-rqnn,\} lmnllx medicine T have ever
nown.’=Alrs, Mav Joinsox, 368 Rider
Ave,, New York City.
AYER'S PILLS

Highest Awards at V/orld's Falr.

Ayer’sSarsan~r ** 3w *he blood,

'ORONTO POSTAL GUIVE—During
T the month of July, , mails
close and are due as follows:

45 g

w&%l&wgmw

30 418 10.10 8.10

Biiseeeess?.00 430 10.65 8-50

Midlsad .........7.20 3.35 12.50pm 9.30

C. V. Rusivvensenss?.00 300 12.35pm 8.5

am, pm. am p.m,

12,10 9.00 3.00

2,00 7.60

6.30 4.00 10.45 8.30
9.3

am. pm. am. p.m,

r.ao 12.10079.00 5.48

G WIR eaiee

U.8. N, Yoroons 400 1236pm10.80
63 1910 9.00
830

U.8.West'nStates
.30

Eagtish malls closs on Mondays sad Thursdays st
Wednesdays at noon, aad
w“l.ﬂ! e gt ﬂ

it oo 1
of sach d"u"h

ranoh 3
ngs Bank a

b
Basiden

T, 0. Parrason, P.M.

The o Almanas fer Onta-
rio is now to be had from the Ofos
, mailed on




