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CHAPTER XXV.
"What atoll we do bow t” eald Bee- 

trice, laying wide the looee sheet covered 
with Anthony’» hand-writing, end look
ing anxioqsly at her cousin. To her 
eoprise, Lilias turned njraa here face 
illuminated by the loveliest of smiles.

“What should we do f she wked. 
“Have you in your inmost heart a doubt 
about the matter now 1 Don’t you see 
for yourself, Beatrice, that Bertie has 
not a shadow of guilt upon his cooscr 
ence 7 He says himself that he is giving 
help to the innocent and to the oppress
ed. If Mr. Lockhart were not so fright 
fully prejudiced, he would see it too !”

•‘I do not think that you need blame 
Mr. Lockhart, dear,” said Beatrice. Ap
pearances were decidedly against Bertie: 
and even now—”

“Even now do you doubt f ’ cried Li
lias, indignantly. “How can you, Be» 
trice 7 It is quite plain that even Mr. 
Lockhart was half convinced, though 
evidently against his will See whst he 
says about Bertie’s dignity, and his 
‘winning’ manner, and all that ! Oh, 
can fancy Bertie's looks and tones so 
Mil I”,

“Thanks to Mr. Lockhart's candor, 
laid Beatrice. “He does not spare him 
self at Bertie's expense. He is scrupu
lously anxious to say all he can for 
him.”

“I don’t agree with you,” replied Indy 
Lilias, with some hauteur. “He i 
to me to blacken Bertie's character as 
much as possible. I beiieve he wanted 
Bertie to have done a discreditable 
thing.”

“Hew can you say so, Liliw ?” Bea 
trice was beginning warmly, and then 
cheeked herself. Why *ould she de
fend Anthony Lockhart 1 Why should 
she feel so hurt,—positively hurt, as 
though she herself had been injured— 
When he ww attacked ? It was unrea
sonable. But she knew that she must 
defend him if he were assailed unless she 
kept entire silence ; and at that moment 
discretion seemed to her the better part 
of valor.

Liliw returned to the charge from 
different point. * * What is all this about 
Glenbervie 7” she said. “ How can Mr. 
Lockhart interfere 7"

“ Mr. Lockhart hw in his possession 
will by which Glenbervie ww left to 
him,” said Beatrice. “ He has had 
for some time—hesitating whether to 
put it in force or not. ”

“ I wonder that he hesitated even, 
said Lilias, with sarcastic intent “And 
so he means to turn Bertie out ? How 
can he? how dare be be so wicked I—’’

“ Liliw ! To take what is his own !
“ He hw done without it all his life, 

and he wn do without it now. I hope 
Bertie will fight it eut—eontwt the will 
isn't that the proper phrase 7—but 
don't suppose he will He is too gener- 
ow to care !"

, “ Then you should bf too generous to 
care, too,” said Beatrice, with a faint 
smile.

“ I believe, Beatrice," wid her cousin, 
looking at her indignantly, “that you 
want to defend Mr. Lockhart I”

“I want to be just, at any rate, to 
everyone concerned. I think that Mr. 
Lockhart hw a strong will and rather an 
overbearing temper, and that Bertie ww 
certainly—provoking. ”

“Oh, if you think that," exclaimed 
Ltlma, half scornfully, “there is no more 
to be said !"

There ww a little silence. Liliw had 
moved away from her cousin, and stood 
looking out of the window, Bwtrice 
turned over the pages of Anthony's jour
nal, but ww thinking less of what ww 
written than of the writer. Her mouth 
ww compressed with an expression which 
had within it something of sadeew as 
well w severity. It ww perhaps this 
look which brought Lilias back to her 
old allegiance when she turned round.

“Dear Bert rice, I ww very crow to 
talk in that way," she wid, coming back 
to her cousin and putting one arm round 
Beatrice’s neck. “It is hard for me to 
be just in this ewe."

"Of course it is,” said Bwtrice affec
tionately. “You are retained for the 
defence, naturally. But Liliw, what 
are we to do new ?"

“You said that you would help me, 
did yoa not 7”

“Yea—and if I can I will.”
“Don’t wy ‘if you can' : it is a matter 

of will, simply," said Lady Liliw, her 
eyes lighting up with a look of animation 
which Bwtrice ww glad to see. “If 
you will do all 1 wk you—will you 7-r- 
for that Is the tost way of helping

settling the matter. When once we have 
aeon Bertie and hwrd what he hw to 
wy, even you wilinot be able to dcwM 
him,"

“You forget your promiswto Moryen, 
You know he spoke of sending you to 

in Devon
shire—away from ■» -unlew you prom
ised not to communicate with Bertie 
at present—or if you broke your prom-

“If you don’t wk anything unreason- 
able,” ssid Bwtrice.

•‘Well, is this unreasonable 7--Bw- 
let us go back to the Towers to-tnee,

■sorrow.”
"Tomorrow, my dwr child 1 Imposs-

wid Liliwfbleî"
“Not at all impossible 

0gpr\j. “And far the best way of

Liliw' eyw drooped and filled with 
tears. Plainly she had for a moment 
forgotten the compact

“What shall we do then 7" she wked 
more faintly.

“Have patience," wid Beatrice, with 
a smile that ww w bright w it ww ten
der. “If you can trust Bertie so entire
ly, you need not mind a little waiting.”

But when she had tranqul'ised Liliw 
and wnt her away comforted, Beatrice 
did exactly what she could not advise 
another person to do. She wrote a let 
ter to Bertie, and then she also wrote to 
Morven, telling him what she had done.

The answers to her letters arrived with
in a few hours of each other—Bertie’s 
first. She read it within her own room, 
with flushing cheek and kindling eye. 
And when she had read it she wt down 
and wept—but not exactly for sorrow. 
Not at any rate because she distrusted 
Bertie's vidioation of himself. But she 
did not show Liliw the letter.

Then came Morven'» epistle. Her fin
gers trembled w she opened the en
velope. She ww a little more afraid of 
him than she had ever owned. She won
dered whether he would be angry.

Yea, there ww no doubt of it : he ww 
very angry indeed. “Dear Beatrice,’ 
the letter began—the first time that he 
had ever addressed her w anything but 
his “dearest." Morven could be tender 
when he chow. But this ww the letter 
of an angry man ; and before she had 
finished it, Beatrice ww angry too. He 
reproached her for not keeping her word 
—though she had never given him her 
word that she would not write to Bertie. 
He said that he could treat her no lon
ger—he who had always confided every
thing to her ! He repeated that he 
should never give his consent to Lady 
Liliw' marriage with Bertie Douglw.snd 
this ww the culminating point—he laid 
his commends on LflaS to accept Mr. 
Wiggins' offer of 
w it ww made, 
ence,” he wrote, in his cold, stately way. 
“I consider it a suitable one, and will 
be of advantage to the whole family when 
accomplished." Beatrice'! heart stood 
still. “Of advantage to the whole faml 
ly !" Then ww it true—the thing that 
Mr. Wiggins had said 1 Had Morven 
sold his sister in order to pay his debts 7

Bhg read the rest of the letter, full w 
it ww of harsh reproaches and com 
plaints, with inattention. She had other 
things to think of besides Morven’» opln 
ion of her conduct. And w she thought 
her face lost its softer lines, and took on 
an expression of relentless determination, 
She ww grave and silent for the rest of 
the day, but very gentle with Liliw. She 
kept Morven'• letter also to herself. She 
meant to answer it before she slept.

It ww s difficult letter to write, sud 
she wt over it far into the small hours 
of the morning. She ww in » stern and 
watchful mood. Of Morven she new 
felt no tear. He had lost his influence 
over her when he lost her respect.

I am sorry that you should be angry, 
she wrote to him, “for I am certain that 
in your heart of hearts you know that I 
am right. Liliw most not be sacrificed 
to a man like Mr. Wiggins. Yon are too 
late with year commands : she hw al
ready refused him. She will never mar 
ry anyone bnt Bertie Douglw—of that I 
am absolutely sure.

“And now, Morven, tell me one thing. 
Hw this man slandered you or not ? Is 
it possible that you consented to his pro
posal for Liliw in consideration of a sum 
of money offered to you ? In one word, 
did you mean to sell Liliw to him ?

I must have an answer. Mr, Wig 
gins hw placed in my hands a letter from 
you to him, which he tells me will prove 
his statement. I have not reed it. But 

mean to read it unlew you wtisfy me 
on this point. Don't misunderstand me 
when 1 wy I must be satisfied. If you 
were led by the pressure of money trou
bles to give your consent to this proposal 
and regret it—as I am sure you regret it 
—now, I will never think of it again. If 
you will only make amende ! You know 
what I mean, dear Morven ? Give your 
consent to the marriage ef Liliw and Ber
tie, and we will target all that hw gone 
before. If not, how can you expect me 
to become your wife ? How can I many 
anyone whom I no longer respect—or 
love ? I am almost tempted io make it a 
condition—to say I will not marry you 
unless you withdraw your opposition to 
Liliw' engagement. Morven don't drive 
me Into wytng that ! And yet what elw 
can I say 7 If you insist on making her 
unhappy, how can I have any faith in 
your sympathy—your love for me ? Make 
me feel that you are your old self again 
— kind, just, and true—then I will try 
to be all and do all that you would have 
me !"

She sent off this letter by the earliest 
post, and awaited the reply with feverish 
anxiety. She ww half ashamed of the 
passionate eegemeee with which she had 
tried to drive Morven into a corner She

hardly knew what to make of her own- 
feelings, That he would refuse her re

now that it ww put in this form- 
new that he knew of Mr. Wiggins' dis
missal too—scarcely entered her thoughts 
w being within the limits of possibility. 
She knew that be lored her. Certainly 
she had never before tried to oeeroe him 
by his love for her ; and she blushed with 
shame at the Mens which she ww adopt
ing ; but she aid to hereelf, “it is for 
Liliw' yaks. I would never de it for my 
own. But I mid I would help her, end 
I will." She added, with more convict
ion. “He will thank ms for it by and 
bye. He is really good : he will be glad 
that I have helped him to overcome a 
temptation. Dear Morven !”

She tried thus to Iwh herself op into 
something like tenderness ; but all the 
time she was conscious that she did not 
love him w much at she wished she did. 
This deficiency mode her wishful to have 
the matter settled without delay. “They 
wy love comes to women after mar
riage,” the reflected, walking restlessly 
up and down her room on the day when 
the might reasonably expect an answer 
to her letter, “If this is so, I may learn 
to oare for him by and bye more—even 
more, I mean—than I do now. It hw 
been my fault that we were not married 
earlier. How he pressed it lwt winter ! 
I wish I had ! Oh, I wish I had ! 
don't know what held me back : soma 
instinct, I suppose. I wish he weald 
come and ask me to settle the date at 
once. I would make it very soon. And 
then I should be at rest. I would never 
look. I would think of him and him 
only, and be a faithful, loving wife. If 
it were but over and done with 1”

She threw herself into an easy chair 
with a deep sigh. It ww a relief to her 
that her maid then entered with a letter 
which had just arrived. Beatrice looked 
for a moment at the envelope without 
opening it, in spite of her eager desire to 
know its contents. A sudden sharp 
dread filled her hesit and stayed her 
hand. Her fate lay there before her. 
Ww Morven worthy or unworthy of her 
trait ?

She broke the seal and read.
“My dear Beatrice,—
“Pardon me for spying that your let

ter la thoroughly absurd. I thought you 
were so far superior to your sex w to 

marriage w soon ]jn#>r that matters cannot always be da- 
T wish for alli- cided by one’s feelings. Year question 

w to whether I had ‘sold’ my sister is 
couched in almost revolting terms. It 
she had married Mr. Wiggins, that gen 
tleman would certainly have been of ser
vice to me in many ways ; bnt such an 
arrangement need not be called a sale cr 
a bargain. The words are almost inde
cent, in such a eonnection. I am enr- 
prised at your failure in good twte on 
such a subject,

“Pray let me hear no more about Mr. 
Douglw, I shall never consent to his 
marriage with Lilias. Am I a child that 
you think you can coerce me with a 
foolish threat t--Yours, Mokvbn,

“Mine, indeed !” said Beatrice pas
sionately, w the threw the letter away 
from her, and stood glowing with shame 
and anger, in her lonely little room.

Mine—when be refuses me the only 
thing I ask—the only thing I ever really 
wanted from hlm 1 A thing that he 
ought to do from a mere sense of right 
and justice ! Failure In good taste ! Is 
good twte theonly thing worth living for? 
I cannot bear it. Am I to spend my life 
with a man whom I despise ?" The word 
escaped her involuntarily, and startled 
her as soon w it ww uttered. Her face 
paled ; her head dropped a little. “Is 
is possible that I do despise him ?” she 
thought. “Hw it really oome to this 7 
And, if so, should I be doing right to 
marry him ? What ww I thinking ef 
when I promised to be his wife ? Oh, 
Ralph, Ralph, I did believe I loved you 
then !”

She hid her face In her hands and 
burst into tears. But the paroxysm of 
weeping ww short She seated herself 
in a chair by the table, wiped her eyes 
and again took op Morven'e letter. This 
time she read it through carefully and 
deliberately ; she weighed every word, 
every epithet ; she pondered every sen
tence. It ww fortunate for her that 
Liliw ww spending the day with some 
English friends ! else she would never 
have had time to spend in this way with
out interruption. Bnt Liliw ww ont, 
safe and happy. Beatrice's mind ww at 
rest about her, and she could attend to 
her own concerns.

After reading the letter she sat for a 
long time with her hands clasped before 
her on the table, her eye* seeming to ex
plore the whole mysteries of an unseen 
world. She went oyer, in her mind, all 
the incidents of her life at the Towers ; 
the kindness shown her first by the 
elder, and then by the present, Lord 
Morven, whose admiration, as well as 
liking, seemed to be first kindled when 
Beatrice was just twenty, on his return 
from a long absence in the East ; then 
the details of his courtship, the words in 
which he had proposed to her, the plea
sure with which ehe had listened—in 
spite of an instinctive shrinking which 
made her postpone all mention of mar
riage and stipulate for concealment of 
the engagement for a time—the delight 
that she had felt in making hereelf use
ful and necessary in hie house and in 
completely superseding old Mrs. Elton,

the girls' chaperon and nominal head of 
the household ; then her gradual awak
ening to the fact that ehe had needs for 
which Morven’» nature Was insufficient, 
and claims which he weald always refuse 
to acknowledge—all thaw event* and 
phases of feeling passed across her mind 
in ever changeful phantasmagoria, ren
dering her naoaaaeiow of the lapse of 
time. Liliw’* maid knocked at tit* door 
to announce that Lusch wra ready ; tot 
Beatrice replied that ah* wanted noth
ing. It seemed to her that she mutt 
argue the matter ont with herself—that 
she must deride, once and for all, opes 
the line ef duty to be pursued, that, 
above all, it ww necessary for her to 
know whether she could cnoecier.tiuuely 
take upon hereelf the duties and reapon. 
sibilitiee that would be here as Morven’e 
wife.

It ww with a look of singular resolu
tion that at the and of her reflections, 
■ha draw from her left hand the magni
ficent diamond ring which hed one* 
attracted Anthony Leek hart’s attention, 
and placed it before her on the table. 
“I can wear it no longer,” ehe said to 
hereelf. “That is impossible.” And 
then she drew her writing materials to
ward* her, and prepared to write her 
reply to Morven's letter.

It were needless to give her letter at 
full length. She could not make it a 
short one. She told him that she hal 
long been doubtful of her own love for 
him, and recent events had only convinc
ed her that ahe did not possess that af
fection for him which would make her 
happy w his wife. “Neither would it 
make you happy,” aha wrote. “You 
would require more than I could pomibly 
give. Let us spare ourselves the pain, 
the disappointment that weald ensue. It 
is in oar favor that so few people know 
of our engagement. It is the leas 
difficult to dissolve it And I 
not help thinking, Morven, that al
though you love me w a cousin, yon 
will some day love another woman better 
as a wife than ever you would have loved 
me. You will accuse me of breaking a 
promise. I acknowledge it with shame. 
But is it not better for both of 
Would it be right for me to promise to 
love you when I know that I eould not 
do so ? I care for you as • friend, 
cousin, a sister, dear Ralph, if you will, 
but not as aRrif

t his cousin, and by his expressed 
niaatien to supplant Bertie ae laird

ife. I send back the ring 
you gave me. You will still find 
woman who loves you, and whom you 
love ; give it to her." She concluded the 
letter by signing herself his “sincere 
friend and affectionate cousin, Beatrice.” 
Then she made a packet of the ring and 
letter, and sent it to the post—all with 
ont trembling of hands or quivering of 
lipa ; her mind was so absolutely made 
up that the details of the separation gave 
her no cause for yearning. She was sorry 
for the pain to Lilias,and for th* mortifi
cation to Lord Morven ; but aha did not 
believe that Morven'e lor* for her was 
actually very great, and ehe knew that 
Lilias would be consoled when shi 
learned that the change was for Beat
rice’s happiness. And it wae for her 
happiness indeed ! When the letter was 
actually despatched, ahe threw out her 
arms with a grand, free gesture of relief. 
She was a bond slave no longer, she was 
her own mistress, she was free ! If she 
had doubted the wisdom of her decision 
before she could do it no longer. By 
the sudden rash of joy through all her 
veins, she knew that aha was glad to have 
her liberty. She could never go back. 
The Rubicon was passed. She wae a 
free woman ones again. “If I had not 
been so young—if I had known what life 
meant—I never should have consented,” 
•he said to hereelf when a slight misgiv
ing stole over her respecting the way 
in which Morven would receive the 
news But she did not feel herself guil
ty at all Her nature wae thoroughly 
well poised ; end, having once made np 
her mind that what ehe was going to do 
was right, she didn’t waste her strength 
in useless remorse or repine after it was 
done. There was a directness, an un
wavering energy of purpose, in her char
acter which might be calculated on to 
bear her strongly and safely to the end 
of what she had undertaken. And this 
did not mean that aha wae incapable of 
sell-criticism. In after days she would 
often say, "Here I was in error,” “Here 
I made a mistake,” but the mistake and 
the error were then need as foundations 
for a truer knowledge—not needlessly 
lamented, but turned into “stepping- 
stones to higher things."

When she had despatched her letter, 
therefore, she waited gravely, but with
out any sensation of remorse for Mor
ven's answer. She did not tell Lilias what 
she had done. As soon as Morven'» reply 
cams she thought it would be time to tell 
Lilias.

But the days went by and Morven re
turned no answer. At first ahe thought 
that her own letter must have miscarried 
or that he was ill; but when more than 
a week had elapsed he wrote to Lilias 
and mentioned carelessly and casually,as 
it seemed, ‘ 'that he had received Beat
rice's letter, and agreed to what she 
said. There was no need for her to 
write again. ” Was that all ? Beatrice 
asked herself jvith a strangely startled 
sensation. She had expected remon
strance, at least. After the first moment 
of surprise she decided that Morven’s 
pride had not allowed him to make any 
further comment upon her letter and

that he wished to accept her decision in 
offended silence. Perhaps it was 1 etttr 

Yet she wished that he had written 
to her.

Into the midst of her uncertainties, • 
new element ef perplexity was introduc
ed. Dr. Airlle wrote again, Making 

inch of the local gusrip ebook Bertie 
Dooglaa and Mia. Drmemoei. The 
marriage day was certainly fixed. Mr. 
Douglas had not denied it And Mr. 
Lockhart Was giving great scandal to the 
neighborhood by hie evident ransom 
against 
determi 
of Glenbervie.

“This is too much,” said Beatrice as 
she read the letter. “We ehall never 
know the truth so long as we stay here.” 
Then ahe mused for a few minutes. 
“Lilias,” she said »t last, “would you 
mind my leaving you with the Clare
mont* for a few days ? They will be 
delighted to have you. I will take 
Saunders and go to Glenbervie myself.’

"You, Beatrice ! You Cannot,” ejacu
lated Lad} Lilian

I can and I will,” she answered. Her 
face had grown pale and determined 
she spoke.

We are getting to be entangled in 
net-woik of rumors and falsi ties—and 
lies. I must go myseif and see what 
the truth is. You will be safe here, and 
I will make things right if I can.

But, Bertie—Morven will be angry." 
'Let Morven be angry !—Lilias, I am 

not engaged to Morven now,
“Beatrice !’’
“I could not,Lilias—I could not marry 

him,” laid Beatrice with a reproachful 
gaze. “It would have been as wrong for 
me to marry him as for you to marry— 
Mr. Wiggins."

“Oh no, Beatrice ! Because yon like 
Morven, and I never liked Mr. Wiggins 
and, besides, there ie no Bertie in the 
case. You don't care for anyone alee— 
Beatrice, what is the matter 7 Beatrice, 
do you mean—is it possible—oh, it can 
really be—”

She stopped short.,The rath of crimson 
to Beatrice’* cheek aud brow which 
attracted Liliaa’a attention faded now 
and left her white as snow. But her eye 
did not flinch.

‘ Have you broken off your eagsge- 
raent with my brother, because you are 
in love with some one else 7'
Lady Lilias, with » touch of indignation 
which even her gentleness could not 
hide.

Beatrice answered steadily, "It was for 
no reason of that kind that I broke oil 
my engagement ”

“Yon do not love [anyone else?" said 
Lilias eagerly. “Oh.then it may all come 
right again." Bot she was arrested by 
another change in Beatrice’s face. The 
eoler had returned and concentrated it
self in two burning spots upon her cheeks 
as ehe interrupted her cousin’s fond anti 
oipationa,

“You are wrong. It will never 'come 
all right’ in that tense. And I 
wrong too. . . . Was I trying to de
ceive you ? I once thought that I never 
should stoop to deception while I lived.

I did not say what was not 
true, but I implied it I did not breek 
off my engagement to Morven because ae 
to as I know—because I loved another 
man ; there were other reasons; and yet, 
Lilias—there is some one else.
And I only knew it this moment—only 
since you have spoken—but I know it 
now,' And then Beatrice—proud and 
haoghty as eke was by nature—turned 
•way from her cousin, hid her burning 
fa» in her handi, and burst into tears 

Lilias's arma were immediately thrown 
round Beatrice's neck ; her vol» mur
muring comforting sentences in Beat
rice's ear, But when tranquility wae re
stored—not a long business, because 
Beatrice wai used to self-control—Lil
ias ventured to show a little girlish curi 
oaity.

Who ie it,Beatrice ? Tall me,darling. 
We have always told each other every, 
thing. I understand exactly whst you 
feeL"

“Oh, no, Lilias ! Nobody can un
derstand !” said Beatrice, with a deep 
sigh.

“But I can,” said Lilias, with a rapid 
delicate blush, “because of Bertie, you 
know. Do tell me, Beatrice, dear."

"I eould not, Lilias. Don’t ask me.” 
“You won't tell me, Beatrice?" in 

the most assessing of silken whispers.
“Dearest, I would if I could. But I 

cannot tell anybody. Indeed, I have 
hardly told myself yet. 1 must have 
time to know whst I feel."

“You will tell me some day will you 
not ?"

“Some day ! 1 don’t know-----
Yes, I do. I shall uever tell you, Lil- 

never—as long as I live. I am 
ashamed of what I said already. If you 
love me never mention it to me again.
It was only that I wanted to see—to un
derstand—that I could never marry 
Morven.”

Lilias said no more She was very 
tender and sympathetic in her manner 
during the two or three days that elapsed 
before Beatrice left fer Scotland, but 
there was a consciousceas, a knowledge, 
in her eyes which Beatrice could not 
bear to see. She was glad when the 
hour came which bore her far from Liliae 
and the Swiss pennon on her way to the 
Towers of Glenbervie.

TO BB CONTINUED.

SCROFULA

Humors,

Erysipelas,

Canker, and

Catarrh,

Can be 
cured by 
purifying 
the blood 
with

this terrible 
W. Ï. Fowler,. 
Greenville, Tenn.

■lacis» I has» tried 
■U sorts of
sautiCMr,
commenced using 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.

am eompMaÿ cured. 
Bocapon,

I have suffered, ter 
years, from Catarrh, 
which was so severe$tii.2S3&5K ETSS tSSB:

getting no relief. I 
begMitotake Ayer’s 
Sarsaparilla, and, In a 
few months,was eared. 
—Satan L. Cook, MO 
Albany st., Boston 
Highlands, Mass.

Ayer's Sarsaparilla 
Is superior to any blood 
purifier that I have 
ever tried. I have 
taken H for Serofhls, 
Canker, and Sak- 
Kheum, and received 
much benefit from W. 

. It Is good, ajee, to »
weak stomach.—Millie 
Jane Fstree, Booth 

1 Bradford, Mas*.

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla,
Prepsred by Dr. J. C. Ayer Co* l4VfiO, Ham* 

Frio» 011 BU brnmi, •*.

il » v \ "“‘.'■•w!

■y-u

PRESERVE YOÜR

SIGHT
By wearing the only

FRANK LAZARUS
(Late ef the Irm at Laearaa A Mosvtal

Renowned Spectate and lye Glasses
These Spectacle# sad Eye 6 lessee have been 

need for the past 36 y earn, and given in every 
instance unbounded Satisfaction. They ore 
THE BEST IN THE WOULD. They never lbe, 
end last many years wit heat change.

—roll sale ax—

Yates & Acheson,
BiaawABE atariAm,
GODERICH.

FRANK UZARÜSTÜARUFACÏURER
38 Maryland Road, Harrow Bead,

LONDON, ENGLAND. 
(Late Lasarns A Morris. Hartford. Oonn.l 

ra.No connectlea with any other fine la the 
Dominion of Csnoda

Jan. 38th. 1886. 0*3-iy

BEWARE i
OP WORTHLESS IMITATION»

As thorn an many lafatiot 
goods corded with jura 
nsmp, etc-, offered and sold 
aa Ceraline by some un-

wo warn the lodAs* sfriaak 
each Imposition by draw
ing their orient!» to the 
noeradty of seeing that the

CROMPTON CORSET 60.’
is stumped on tauwrdd# of all Coralinagoad* 

Witiumt wkidh mel# in ,

THE KEY TO HEALTH.

SUKDOCK E

TTnlecks all the ologged avsanaa cl «fed 
Bowels. Kidney» and Liver, carry
ing off gradually without weakening the 
ayriutu, all the impurities and fool 
human of the neorwtionst wA the same 

Correcting Acidity of the

• - S&Sg
of the 
Vision,
ST
oral Debility t
OthW similar Ca

happy influence " of
blood bitters.
I BIMI» * ce.. Trip, him

16 A NASAL INJECTOR free with 
each bottle of Shiloh’s Catarrh Remedy. 
Price 60 cents. For sale by J. Wilson, 
druggist.

c. L. McIntosh,
Next door to Rhynes' Drug Store, keeps 

constantly adding to bln well- 
selected stock, choice

Fresh Groceries,
which will be found to compare favorably, 

both as regarde quality and price, with 
any other stock in this vicinity.

TEAS AND SUGARS
A SPECIALTY,

In returning thank, to my customers for 
patronage, I would also Invite any etb- 
no will, to call and inspect my stock,

o. l. McIntosh.
South-West side of the Square, 

Goderich, Feb. 18tb, 1386.

their
ersw:


