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“SALADA”

CEYLON NATURAL GREEN TEA IS SUPER-
IOR TO THE FINEST JAPAN TEA GROWN.

Lead Packe®s On!y—25¢c, 30c, 40c, 50c and 60c Per Pound.
AT ALL GROCERS.

HIGHEST AWARD ST. LOUIS, 1904.

jcherish’; he grew neglectful—worse,

Her indeed—brutal, high-born gentleman

1though he was. When he deserted his

2 = wife it must have been a great relief

l en estlny to her, although his desertion left her

alone, save for the child whose birth

= ;she expected, which took place a few

V“IIv)Lh giris were very beautiful; the! ;\'Ee‘.;ls a“‘?’}gi‘j’:};t {;[]i’r'w‘h“fobal’::t }}1123

f;.u]vz' was named Barbara. Why do ?.t ]"?r“ s N &b = mcieﬂ.tlv ax
you Barbara is not so uncom- ".th care until she had su ntly

start?
start?

house where they lived never spoke of
that scene without tears.” -

Barbara’'s head drooped; an icy chill
benumbed her limbs; she shivered un-
der her sealskins.

“They took her scanty clothing off
her—she was wet and chilled to the
bone; then they lifted her into bed, she
but half conscicus the while and
swooning from sheer exhaustion and
fatigue. They gave her every care;
but it was too late. Her strength ¢-as
too much reduced; exposure and want
had done their work but too well; she
was dying, and glad to dle, so far as
she could be glad of anything, poor
girl!”

There was a tone of real feeling in
his volce; the woman of whom he
spoke he had known In her radiant
beauty; it touched even him to think
of her in her agony.

‘““There was no wedding-ring on the
fourth finger of her thin hand,” he|
i continued; ‘and, when the faintness{
which for some hours obscured all her !
‘senses ceased, she was able to tell her§
| sister what little there was to tell. |
| She, too, had been betrayed—she was!
! @ mother—she had never bheen a wife.iv
| She managed to tell so much of her|
| story; there was no need to tell more. |
iHer child had come into

I rose slowly to her feet, then faltered,

the world| will tell you whether I have spoken |
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‘crept into. her dark aomber eyes. She

‘and would have fallen but that he
caught her on his arm. For a moment
she rested there; then it seemed as if
his touch galvanized her back intp full
life and strength, for she stood erect
and faced him as he continued hur-
riedly—

“That is right. Commanad yourself—
let no one see. I myself will say noth- |
ing; I have not kept your secret so0:
long to betray you, unless you force |
me to it.”

“Ah,” she cried, “it 18 not true! You!
have startled me. You act so well, |
you play upon my nerves! But I do:
not believe you; you have been speak- |
ing falsely, perhaps acting a scene out‘|
of an unpublished drama!” !

“It is unpublished so far,” he re-!
joined. ‘“What I have told you is true. |
If you do not believe me, ask Mark
Robson; he—"

“He does not know,” she interrupted,
in a volce full of pain.

“He knows now—I told him before |
I came to Darley. He did not know |
before, of course, for he is a man of!
too high a sense of honor to have con- |
nived at such a deception,” he added,
with a slight sneer. ‘“Go to him; he!

|
{
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Why Does Madame Albani,
Why Does Emil Paur,

Why Does De ReszKe,

Why Does Pol Plancon,

Why Does Miss Adele Verne,

And why do scores of other
famous musicians use

mon a name. ‘Barbara Orde’ does not

Bound amiss. They were beautiful and

talented, and there can bea no doubt

fhat but for very untoward circum-

> both would have achieved con-

ble eminence in the dramatic

» where either beauty or tal-

$ perhaps, but

cases koth are combined. !

wZsu have both, Miss Hatton;you would

undoubtedly achieve eminence on the

Mage. You are angry! There is no

need; you may be glad remember
those words some day!”

y

where
few

to

“Are you not wasting time, sir?”
asked haughtily.

“Are you not sufficiently interested
In my narration to listen to the pre‘:u:n-L
ble?”” he queried with a smile. “I re-|
Bret that I am so uninteresting, but,
anfortunately, these ils must|
be through.”

Be brief, then,” she urged. ‘““We may
interrupted.”

she

dry deta

gone

be |

By whom? By some of our charming |
hostess’ guests?” he questioned. “1
hope not, as that would necessitate an-
other rendezvous. Well, to resume,’”i
he continued, as she made a gesture u(i
Impati i sisters, Barbara|
aend Stella, went on B i
although undoubtedly d of t:
ent, were yet inexperienced,when Stella |
left the boards to marry the Honora-
kle Newell Hatton, who had
act and bad fallen a victim her |
beauty. The marriags, as you know, |
was a sacret Barbara went to|
live with her sister. Are you faint?” he
asked Barbara swayed|
lightly and caught at the back of the|
garden seat near her, ag if for support, |
then stood ere again, drawing h:‘t‘;
breath as if with an effort. “Shall T
80 on? Are you able to hear the rest?”
he asked. ‘‘You are very pale, and a
swoon would be of all things most
inconvenient.”

‘L -shall not
him,
I

ience. “The two si
the

poss

seen her|

to
one.

abruptly, as

+
t
here

swoon,”

a faint tone,

she assured

adc “Go on.|

1 list

Quietly

ol
there ini
her voice an intonation which m!,wlna(lg
him, and which, had he been less de-|
termined to attain his end, might have|
turned him from his purpose. He hes-
itated a moment, then went on rather.
hurriedly.

“Well,
rose in

Honorabl

le

spoke, was

P

for time
the unequal menage. The'!
Newell Hatton was deepiy!
In love with his charming wife for at
least six months. She, I fancy, was
perfectly, blindly happy. Her sister
probably was less so. Vicarious happi-
ness is not always pleasing, and billing
and cooing, however, charming to the
doves themselves, becomes a
monotoncus to the spectators.
bara Orde, herself a woman of un-
usual beauty, mbition, and passion,
found 1t so, and. having endured it as
long as she could, left her sister and
returned to the stage, greatly to the
disgust of her aristocratic beau-frere,

a

a

a
a

who forbade his wife to hold any com-|

munication with her sister. Pray allow
me to lcrave the rest for another day,”
he broke off suddenly, “you look so
Bi.”

“T am not 111,” Barbara said quietly,
but in a tone the acute suffering of
which could not be concealed. “Go on.
Do vou think I could rest until T know
rll? Go on, I tell you—go on,” she add-
ed, with sudden passion, as she pressed
her hands to her heavily beating heart.

He went on, his voice a little less
pssured as he continued:

“Months passed:; the devoted husband
grew less devoted. Marriage is the
death-bed of love, you know. He got
weary of the constant conjugation of
the \"erh.\' ‘to love,” ‘to honor,” and ‘to

covered to be able to work for her-) nameless, without a claim on any ene truth or falsehood.”
self, and, when she was strong enough, save on the mother who bore her, and,| ‘I will ask him.” i
she returned to the stage, playing un-| for the mother’'s sake, on the aunt who| She turned away with her wusual|
der the old nameknowing only too well| sheltered her.” ; | grace and dignity; save for her in-|
that her husband would not trouble| “It is not true! It is not true!” | tense pallor, there was nothing strar.ge |
her again, and fecling that there was} The words broke from Barbara's | in her appearance. A gleam of admir- |
a chance that her sister would find her | ashen lips as she rose to her feet, but | ation came into Bryant's eyes as he

| entirely failed to
| whereabouts.

| enough to

| the listening girl

| every

trifle |
Bar-|

out and join her, although she herself
discover Barbara's
She had heard nothing
of her sister when, a few months af-

terward, her child died, and she  bore |
! that sorrow alone.
| tle son, registering his death as that

She buried her lit-

of the son of Newell Hatton.”
Barbara’'s trembling knees refused to

support her. She sunk down upon the

garden seat, her knees trembling, her!

hands pressed against her heart, as if
she were trying to still its suffocating
pulsations,

“After her child’'s death she returned
to the stage she was not rich
indulge in the luxury of
grief; and a few months later, when
she was playing in a provincial town
where the theater was well patronized,

her sister came back to her, bringing

with her an infant child — a daugh-
ter.”

“Ah!” The exclamation broke from
like a cry of pain;
shade of color had died out of
all light had faded from her
but even now she was not pre-
pared for the blow he was going to in-
flict upon her.

““‘Shall T tell you how she came back,
this proud, beautiful Barbara?’ he
continued, dwelling upon his words
with strange appreciation the
terrible story he was telling.
Orde returned home one night

her lips,
eves:

a of

from

the theater to the humble lodging she|

occupied. The night was cold and wet,
and she had come from
a cab—even then her chest
cate, and she was obliged to
precaution.
and put her key into the door, a wo-

deli-

was

+
&

| man came up to her and muttered a
fainted
and fell at her feet, making a desper- |
ate effort to save the child she carried|
Hastly

Orde |

few Inarticulate words,  then

her fall.
door, Stella

from being hurt in
pushing open the
knelt down

the hall
fare. She had found her sister!”
There was a short breathless sllence;
the girl's miserable eyes kept
rapt fixed gaze upon him;

trees touched it. In those few
which told the story with such
matic effect was stilled,
Barbara Hatton that her
within her.

“How did you know all this?”
asked suddenly, in a strained voice.

“How did I know all this?
he rejoined carelessly.
the company

Barbara died.”
“Died!”

“Yes. They carried her into
house that cold wet night, and
the child from her arms.
and dry,
shawl around it,
and rosy in its sleep.

and it was

she saw it in her sister's arms,

seemed satisfied.

Agonizing  Eczema

Body Covered From Head
to_ Feet

5 Months in Bed—Burning, Itching
—Blind at Times.

Another Creat Cure by

Hood's Sarsaparilla

A medicine that will cure the worst cases
‘ef scrofula, eczema, psoriasis and other
blood diseases, is sure to be successful
'with all similar troubles. =
g Mrs. Wynne's wonderful cure shoul
convince you that Hood’s Sarsaparilla is
the medicine for you to take,

‘"« ] had a very bad attack of eczema, that
terrible skin disease. No one can imagine
the agony I endured. =~ S.aimwa~ e
¢ “ For five long months I lay in bed, tos-
ging this way and that for bodily comfort.
k I had two doctors and was on a bread
and jmilk ‘dlet for more than flve months.
No meat, potatoes, cereal or fish. I was
‘white as a ghost from bread and milk, ~
‘p « T did not have the eczema in one place

‘only, but from the top of my head to the

‘soles of my feet. My hair all fell out, and

was blind at times.

¢ I had 32 boils and 4 carbuncles at one

$ime, was 4 Hass of scabs and pus.

Oh, the Burning and ltching

the treatment with all kinds of salves

and oils! I did not have water on my face

of me for over flve montks,

t.:zl, g was washed from head to foot in
oll, with a little carbolic acid. My

specialist, who said that in all his experi-
ence he Never Saw Such a Sightas1
was. He wanted to take me to a clinic in
New York, but I said no.

* About that time a friend s gested that
I try Hood’s Sarsaparilla. I\Ey husband
got me a bottle, and from the first I began
to improve, but it took a number of bottles
to relieve me of that terrible affliction.

“Now I am quite well, and feel | Owe
My Life to Hood’s Sarsaparilla. {

My testimony can be fully verified by the
leading doctors of this city.” Mans. %‘m
WrnNE, 817 So. 2nd St., Plainfield, N, J,

~=~ Keeps All In Health.

“ For years we have used Hood’s Sarsa-
parilla as a valuable spring medicine. We
would not be without it in the house. It
has worked wonders in our family, keeping
us all in perfect health.” LyLg SCHNEUKES

4

) was like a drug store. Then I had a | 93 Perry St., Woodstock, Ont,
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“Stella |

the theater in|

ake every
As she dismissed the cab!

and lifted - the.  woman’s | =
| head upon her knee, and a great and}
11 was couleur de! terrible cry escaped her, a c¢ry half of |
joy, half of anguish, as the light from |
lamp fell on the pale worn

3o t;:?;: the shoulders and an expressive look.
was bloodless, deathlike, as the chm‘
wintry sunlight flltering through the!
mo- |
ments, when the cuiet melodious voice
dra-
it seemed to
heart died

she

Well,”
“T belonged to
which followed the one
to which Stella Orde belonged, and I
was her successor in the lodging where

the
took !
It was warm
fcr she had wrapped her!|
flushed |
When they gen-
sciousness made her try to retain it.
When she recovered from her swoon,| :
her first words were of it; but, when | Miss Hatton!”
she |
The woman of the

| they were almost unintellligible; a ter-
| rible despair had seized her, yet she
| would not believe.

| “It is but too true,” he sald calmly.
| “Barbara Orde died, leaving her child,
| a daughter, to the care of her sister,
whose tender heart, bereaved of the
boy it loved, turned to the little girl.

One promise the dying woman exacted
| from her sister—mever to tell the child
of her mother’s shame, but to let her
grow up In the belief that her aunt
| was her mother. I saw the child in
{ her childhood, a beautiful winning
| little creature who was the joy and

comfort of the bereaved mother; I
| saw her again In her girlhood, and
again in her early womanhood. when,
to my astonishment and bewilderment,
the girl, who had her parentage in
shame and disgrace, was the recog-
nized heiress of an old and noble fam-
{ly, the future wife of one of Eng-
land's proudest peers.”

“It 1s not true! It 13 not true!”

The words were spoken hardly above
a whisper, yet there was a terrible
despair in the hoarse tones; a con-
*vulsive trembling shook Barbara from
head to foot. Before any great physi-
cal danger her courage would not have
failed her—she would have faced it
bravely, gallantly, unflinchingly; but
before this she was powerless.

“It is not true!” she went on, wildly,
flinging out her hands as if to keep off
something terrible that was coming
toward her. “It is not true! You are
‘nn]y saying it in jest!
| you always hated

me—and you have

me!”’

vivid

imagination,” he said, quietly.

LTEN

| becausy T was forced to tell it.”

| “Forced! -It would have been less
cruel to take a dagger and plunge it
p to the hilt into my heart!”

He looked at her and smiied,

“You sald that
marked—*as well as yo mother would
| have sald it; and she would have been
i a great actress but for—"

He stopped, with as light shrug of

!

Barbara had sunk down upon the seat

her hands hanging helplessly at her
woman in its ghastliness and pallor.

The sun rose higher. In the stately

| life were increasing; blinds were being
|

rdrawn up, windows opened. Lord
| Cheveley came down the broad stone

stables. Bryant glanced
the house; he was afraid that
| was in no fit condition for prying eyes
just then. She seemed
 nothing as she sat
. garden seat with the awful
| angulsh upon her face. He

look of
drew a

g0 helplessly at her side.

CHAPTER XVIII.

!

shivered and raised” her eyes to his
with a dazed unseeing look in their
glassy depths. He had paused be-
tween the words, and¥he first time it
seemed as if they had fallen upon dea
| ears; the second time he spoke in a
| slightly raised tone, and she heard
| him—heard him dimly, vaguely, with
a confused sound as of rushing waters
mingling with his voice, a darkness be-
fore her eyes which made his face and
the leaflegs trees and the wintery sun-
beams all confused and dulil

“Can  you hear me?” he asked,
startled atthe girl’s agony, for which
he was scarcely prepared; until a few
minutes since he had never thought
that she knew mnothing of the truth
of her parentage.

She looked at him only vacantly; all
life seemed crushed out of her. In her
agony of shame she hardly realized ali
that his words had meantj she only
felt the horror of the darkness over
her, the chill which shook her from
head to foot.

“Rouse yourself,” he urged sharply.
“Do you want to betray yvour secret to
Lady Rose Darley’s guests? Do you
want them to know who and what you
are? Do you want them to find you
here like this, and know the truth,
when they never need know it, 1f you
will?”’

‘“Never know 1t,”” she repeated,
vaguely, with pallid, parched, quiver-
ing lips—‘“never know it!”

‘“No one need know it unless you
! choose,” he continued, speaking with
slow, distinct utterances. “I will not
betray you unless—unless you force
{ me to do so.”

She raised her head slowly and
looked at him; the darkness was grow-
ing less dense now, she saw him more
clearly, his words reached her with
some meaning in their sound,

“No oné need ever know of this,” he
said, hurriedly, ‘“‘unless you insist up-
on betraying yourself. I had not
thought you were so weak.”

A faint shade of color stale back to

ithough he was, respected courage.

You hate me— |
intended this just to hurt me, to wound |
i “You give me credit for a great and!

vo, T have spoken the truth—unwill- |
ingly enough, Heaven knows, and only |

very well,” he r(ﬂ»,j

again, her head drooping on her breast, |

sides, her face like the face of a dead |

mansion near, the signs of awakenlng;

| steps and sauntered away toward the!
uneasily at
some |
one might surprise them: and Barbara |

conscious of |
bowed upon the!

step nearer to her and touched gently |
one of the passive hands which hung |

““Miss Hatton,” Bryant said, gent]y——‘
As he uttered for the second time!

the name by which she had been called |
for three happy joyous years, the girl |

{ followed: she was brave, and he, base

| “When you have had time to con-
| sider,” he sald, quietly, “we will have!
| another chat. There is much to be de- |
i cided, you know.”
,{ “I must see him,” she muttered. “I|
| will hear no more until I have seen |
i him.” ‘
| “As you will. He is at Leeds now. |
ilf you telegraph to him you can seei
{ him tomorrow. You will not care to !
| write, I suppose?” |
| They passed out of the shrubbery

| Into the avenue. The great hall door |
'was open, and they entered the house
| side by side. Walter Bryant watched

| her as she went slowly  vet steadily

| up the shallow oaken stairs, her head
{ held haughtily erect, her eyes proud

When in Canada?
Because it is the BEST.

ThinK it over--and to
satisfy yourself wvisit

eintzman ® Co.

Warercoms, 217 Dundas Street, London.

{ and calm, her lips colorless, but still |
and firm. |

1u-14,27

It ghe s brave,” he muttered: “but!
! she is not brave enough for that!” ‘
| He did not see her, though, as, once'!
i freed from his close gaze, she S{;'._r.:<‘¥
| gered down “my lady’s corridor” with
| tottering step and failing eyes, crush-!
| ed, bowed, despairing, ,
i ‘When she reached her apartments
;thoy were empty—her maid was wait-
{ Ing for heér summons. Mechanically
| Barbara locked the door, threw off her |
furs, and sunk upon the sofa in her |
| dressing room. She was faint and |
‘ chill and stupefied, but the blessing of |
| unconsciousness was denled her; a|
i fearful horror infolded her with fits|
‘ heavy overshadowing wings, her breath
came slowly and with difficulty, her!
eyes were full or terror and shame. |
{ No other thought was present with her
just then save that of her own shame,
{ her own disgrace—that was all she
realized. That she, who had held her-
self so proudly in the world's sight, |
who had been a queen in the society |
(in which she moved, was— Even the|
{ thought was too horrible; she tried to |
drive it from her. |

It was not true—Iit could not be true!
Before taking her to his heart and
home, before acknowledging her to the|
world as his niece and heire Lord !
| Elsdale would certainly have assured |

himself that she was so In very truth; |
| he would never have left so grave a
matter to chance, or te the assertion |
of an actor of whom he knew
| little, and whom he regarded with the{

haughty indifference with which he |
| looked upon those beneath him in rank, |
| He must have had the matter fully in-
quired into; and he was satisfied.
Bryant was false, base, treacherous; !
his words had been false as himself. |
It was not true! J

She repeated the words more than
once; she told herself that he had lied,
that he had some wish to get her into
his power; he was angered agalinst her
for her coldness to him, he had some
spite against Mark Robson and tried
to injure him through her. He had
perhxps seen her unacknowledged
dread that he would make her visit
to Mark public; he had thought her a
coward, and wished to trade upon her
| cowardice.

All these things she told herself.
again and again when the power of
thought had in some measure returned
to her, for at first she could not think,
| could not reason—she could only suf-
fer; then, as the faintness passed, she
rallied all her pride and all her
strength to meet her foe. But, though
‘g again and yvet again she muttered that
| plteous denial, she knew in her inmost
| heart that what Bryant had said must
ihave some fnundation—'the story he
| had told had the appearance of truth.
| She herself had often wondered that
| she was not like either her father or

mother—at least, llke the only

|

Ss,

| her
{ mother she had known.
| *“She could not have loved me so
{ much wunless I had been her own

child,” she said to herself, as she re-
| membered all the love and tenderness
| and care which had surrounder her
| during her childhood; and at the re-
{ membrance blinding tears fllled her

[ eyes.

WITHIN THE
REACH OF ALL

' No One Need Suffer Another Hour
From the Agonies of Dyspepsia for
It Is Curable and the Remedy—
Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets — Is
Within the Reach of All.

[To be Continued.]

Mr. Frances F. Barry, P. M., of
South River, Gloucester County, N. B.,
comes forward to bear witness to the
curative powers of Dodd’s Dyspepsia
Tablets. He says:

“I (was a great sufferer from iIn-
digestion and soreness of the stomach.
My food did not seem to agree with
me and after a meal I felt hot and
drowsy, my head ached and I felt as
if I was suffocating. After trying dif-
ferent remedies 1 at last began on
Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets and in a
little while the pains disappeared and
now I am cured and can eat and en-
Joy my food, thanks to Dodd's Dys-
pepsia Tablets.”

For weak and overworked stomachs
Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets provide im-

her lips, a flickering gleam of light

mediate relief and a permanent cure,

'Hyomei Has Been Known for Years

' the

I most remote air
| possibly

i and great benefit is scen after a few
i that can be carried in the pocket
| medicine
{of Hyomei can

but | 4

| mail,
| price.

Remarkabie Test THE REASON WHY

OTHER KINDS OF

and Is Guaranteed to Cure Catarrth

We have given Hyomel
thorough and remarkable test.
The remedy has made so0 many !
cures that we hayve urged its use in
the most chronic cases of catarrh, |
Breathed for a few minutes .four |
times a day, through an inhaler that
comes with every outfit, it soothes;
the irritated mucous membrane of
the mnose, throat and lungs, ' Kills
catarrhal germs, and restores
complete health. Its healing, anti-|
septic fragrance penetrates to the;
passages, as no med- |
icine taken iInto the stomach can
do. Immediate relief almost
follows the use of Hyomei,

a most DO NOT GIVE SATISFAC-

TION BECAUSE i
EDDY’S is the BEST |
If you don't believe it, ask any
up-to-date grocer in Canada, and

he will tell you so.

TUBS AND PAILS ALL KINDS MADE BY

The E. B. EDDY CO,, Limited,Hull, Canada

DONALD McLEAN, Acgent, 426 Richmond St., London.

I8

always

days’ treatment.
The complete
only and

Hyvomel outfit costs
consists of an inhaler
or
and will last lifetime, a
dropper, and a bottle of
Hyomel. If this Is not sufficient for
a complete cure, additional bottles
be obtained for &0

$1,

purse, a

cents.

Compare this small expense
he f{ees charged by specialists.
If cannot obtain Hyomel of
vour dcaler, it wiil be forwarded by
postage paid, on receipt of
TWrite today for consultation
blank that will entitle you to ser-
vices of our medical department
without charge. The R. T. Booth
Company, Hyomeil Bullding, Ithaca,
N. Y.
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Our new spring stock is now on our floors ready
for your inspection. We have all the very newest and
up-to-the-minute styles, and at the lowcst possible
prices.

e
N g,

The Ontario Furniiure Co.

28-230 DUNDAS STREET.

A Wilson’
& Invalids
4. Port

(A l1a Quina cu Peren) &

@ T

¥ Isthe produce of f‘

the richest grapes
grown in the vine-
‘yards of the Douro ¢
District of Portu- ¥
gal. v §
- The extract from 3
the Peruvian Cin- ¥
chona Bark used in .3
this preparation is &
specially prepared -
by expert chemists-
and according to
theworld’s greatest

Pharmacop®ias.

This excellent Tonto
will be found very bens-
ficial a3 a rebuilder and .

o slrengthener.

All

HAMILTON_ '
SARATOGA.
CHIP co.

Wholesale Distributors.

M. SMITH & €O, g =¥

LOCNDON, ONT. Hariifon, Can.
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Bank of Nova Scotia }

Incorporated 1832.

Capital Paid Up, $2,500,000 Reserve Fund, $4,200,000
Total Resources Dec. 31, 1905, $33,438,776

HEAD OFFICE, HALIFAX. GENERAL MANAGER’S OFFICE, TORONTO.

BRANCHES.—This bank has 54 branches in Canada, two in New-
foundland, two in the United States, one in Cuba and two in Jamaica,
and has correspondents in all parts of the world, thus affording all
needed facilities for the transaction of a general banking business.

DEPOSITS.—In the Savings Department deposits of one dollar and
upwards are received, repayable on demand, and irrterest 1is com-
pounded twice a year.

London Branch, Corner of Richmond and Carling Streets.
R. B. ROSSBOROUGH, Manager.

R R R AR NN A AR AN AR R AR AR EL A XL AL AL RRAE AR RRANRANN

£,

City Bindery

Removed to
355 Richmond St.
H.P. BOCK,

LEE HING LAUNDRY.

Shirt collars {ironed so wlll not hurt
neck. Standup collars ironed so wing will
not be broken. Ladies’ dressed fluted.
Vests ironed. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Goods called for and delivered. Don't

ay if work not satisfactory. K. F.
EOHNSING. PROP., 467 Richmond street,

It is well to be able to recognize a

good place to quit when you =ee it.
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