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The Lady Gwendolyn stamped her 
foot and declared, “Dwtndolyn will!”

Then she poked her white bonnet out 
of the door and listened. They were 
still talking. She could hear Mrs. Rea
gan’s voice, high and shrill.

“Shore, ye can lave it here,” she whs 
saying, "and if tkey's any more come 
while ye're out I'll taken 'em- for ye. 
My, but it’s fine: And all of ’em from 
Miss Van Tassel. Well, well!”

It could be borne no longer. Aunt 
Julia might stay and talk with Mrs. 
Reagan as long as she liked and a’ out 
all the stupid things they liked.

"Dwendolyn will'.” she announced 
again, and Gwendolyn did.

Along the hall, past Mrs. Reagans 
half open door, down the stairs, step by 
step, and so on to the sidewalk.

The Lady Gwendolyn was an impul
sive person, and. being of a mind to 
view the trees of the park, clothed, as 
she had been told, in the snow blankets 
woven by the fairies the night before, 
she had determined to wait no longer, 
but to start out by herself, which was 
of course contrary to any precedent ever 
established. Clad in her white coat- 
marked down and snatched up by Ellen 
at a bargain—her white bonnet—Aunt 
Julia had found it in a Third avenue 
shop, and 3011 couldn’t have told it 
from a Sixth avenue—her white mit
tens and leggings—bought a trille large 
last year with a view to shrinking— 
Lady Gwendolyn started on her way.

Both of her ladies in waiting and the 
head groom of the chambers were igno
rant of her desperate venture. Now, 
the first lady in waiting was nearly al
ways in attendance on the Lady Gwen
dolyn and usually planned so that 1»& 
duties as housekeeper fitted in nicely 
with the demands of her other position.

The second lady In waiting, having 
been promoted from the menial rank 
of cash girl in Rush & Hurry's big 
Fourteenth street shop to serve in that 
firm’s lunchroom, found her hours a 
bit easier and her weekly envelope a 
trille heavier, two things that made 
possible even more devotion on her part 
to the service of Lady Gwendolyn.

It would take too long to recount the 
Incident, or accident, through which 
the head groom of the chambers had 
arisen to the dignity of a wooden faced 
footman, tight booted and befurred of 
collar, who flung hvpiscif with most 
satisfactory recklessness on and from 
the seat of Miss Van Tassel’s brough
am.

“He’s a star, that kid!” Miss Van 
Tassel was wont to exclaim when, in 
company with other blond ladies, she 
would leave the stage door after re
hearsal. And Miss Van Tassel, her
self a star of no mean magnitude, 
would enter her-carriage amid a chorus 
of more or less envious assents from 
the lesser lights of her constellation. 
The coachman would touch the bad 
tempered cob and leave the star groom 
to alight beside him after a flying leap 
over the wheel.

Although the head groom of the 
chambers had become the footman of 
Miss Violet Van Tassel, who had the 
reputation of being the most graceful 
dancer as well as the biggest hearted 
woman that a music hall audience 
ever split its gloves for. still he was 
faithful to the house of Ryan, and the 
Lady Gwendolyn could never complain ( 
of disloyalty.

Christmas was at hand, and Miss | 
Van Tassel had made known to her 
footman a few ideas of her own on the j 
subject of Christmas trees in general | 
and of one in particular that was In- 1 
tended for the special benefit of the j 
Lady Gwendolyn.

Nearly all lier spare time for two 
days hud been spent in driving from 
shop to shop and the address given 
for the sending of the parcels .had not 
been Central Park West, but Second 
avenue. On issuing from one of the 
shops, more noticeably the toyshops, 
Miss Van Tassel would hold consulta
tion with her footman. Advice, sug
gestion. description, seemed to pass be
tween them, together with many nods 
oral smiles on the part of Miss Van 
Tassel nml many touchings of the liât 
0:1 the part of Tom.

All unknown to Misa Van Tassel she 
became an angel with a very yellow 
halo and brilliant garments. All un
known to Tom lie became to Miss tail 
Tassel the image of the young brother 
who had died a small pauper before 
wer the tw n! Sing toes had brought 
fame and w;al:h to Ida adoring sister.

By dint of judicious tagging of vari 
ous people who seemed to he going in 
the right d m’.iou the Lady Gwendo
lyn reached the p -rl; under the chaper- 

.c ui" tee t.ttvotir.cioits nursemaids, 
whose charges were engaged in making 
fares at e;'"h other from their re
spective chariots. Arrived at lier des
tination, she managed lo clamber on to 
one of the benches and surveyed the 
scene before 1er with delighted eyes.

The afternoon sun was warm, and 
yet It hud not quite melted the snow 
mantle on the shoulders of the big 
statue opposite. The trees wore their 
snow blankets, and the grass was al 
most viiîirti!y covered with the white 
carpet «he had been so anxious to see.

Now. it is one thing to fare boldly 
forth upheld by a sense of injury and 
the novelty of adventure, and it is 
quite another thing to weml one’s way 
homeward when one's sense of injury 
lias utterly vanished and novelty has 
become monotony.

The afternoon sun was not quite so 
warm on the bench when the Lmly 
Gwendolyn made the discovery that 
sho had seen enough of carpeted grass
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with a growing sense of insecurity 
waik.-! toward the a wane. The park 
sw:»: 'd a v; ay large plaw. and >i;v was 
gkiù t-» g I < at u: it. y, : a - i;i* s.v-od 
on. the sidewalk two hi : î .ai s forced 
their way from behind winking lashes.

Through which of those streets lay 
the way home? Which wAy should she 
turn? Everything looked strange and 
unfriendly.

When Ellen Ryan cut her hand on 
the broken goblet she was picking up 
in response to the, floorwalker’s order, 
the doctor of Rush A- Hurry's big store 
dressed the wound.neatly and, patting
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Sam Augustus was of the Ah onquin 
tribe, a typical Indian of these days of 
reservations, lazy, shiftless and ad
dicted to strong drink. As an Indian he 
was more or less despised by the white ! 
men with whom he came in contact, 
but was much too easy going to be dis
turbed by that. The possessor of a j 
small farm on Georgina island, he was J 
so far true to the traditions of liis an- | 
çesters as to allow Mrs. Sam Augustus 

her on the shoulder, said: “There, you'd j to earn his living for him, which she j 
better run home for the rest of the day. j cheerfully did, reaping harvest in the j 
Youfl be all right tomorrow.” 1 summer time by weaving baskets of

sweet grass and reed ■ for the holiday 
seekers who annually visited Beaver
ton.

Beaverton was the most picturesque 
spot on the shores of Lake Simeoe. but 
Sam Augustus, on the occasions of liis 
periodical visits to the mainland, never

SopElIcn, with her hand in a banda 
and a stiff feeling in the palm of it. 
hurried homeward, thinking that if 
Auut Julia had been too busy there was 
yet time to take the little sister for a 
walk.

Running up the stairs, she was
bumped into by Mamie Reagan, who j stopped to contemplate its various 
was running down at breakneck speed, j points of interest. There was but one 

‘They ain t found her yet,” was her j attraction in the place for him, and 
excited salutation. “I’m goin’ out i that, it must be confessed with shame, 
again. 1er aunt s carryin’on awful.” j 'was the barroom of the Alexandra 

Ellen’s heart seemed to stop beating. ; jjouse.
She grasped at Mamie Reagan s dress j Sam’s visits to Beaverton, or, to be 
and opened her mouth, but Mamie had | more exact, to the Alexandra House, 
resumed her headlong flight. ; usually terminated in his crawling into

Ellen tottered up the rest of the the loft of the hotel stable, there to 
stairs, her ears assailed as she neared sieep off the effects of the potent firc-
the door of tlicir rooms by moans with
in .and the sound of Mrs. Reagan’s 
voice.

“There, now,” she was saying, “don’t 
take On so. Mamie Reagan ’ll find her. 
She’s a reg'lar detective, I tell yer. 
There, she’ll be back in a minute. All 
the cops on the beat knows Gwendo
len.” Then, as she caught sight of El
len, “Lord, wliat ’ll I do with her?”

“Now it’s all right,” she began, shak
ing a bottle of household ammonia at 
Ellen.

Ellen crossed the room to her aunt.
“When did you miss her?” she asked.
“I just went in Mis’ Reagan’s room,” 

explained Aunt Julia. “I wanted her 
to keep the baby carriage Miss Van 
Tassel had sent till Christmas. I had 
my bonnet all on”—

“When did you miss her?” broke in 
the stern young voice.

Aunt Julia sat up and put her hand 
to her head.

“It was 3 o’clock or maybe half past

water he had imbibed. But on a Satur
day night in June he enjoyed a novel 
experience.

Paul Wilson had come to the mill 
that day with a load of grain and had 
converted the gram not into flour, but 
into greasy bits of paper which he 
deemed far more useful. Then, as he 
was consumed with a great thirst and. 
moreover, had the wherewithal to slake 
it, he naturally turned his team toward 
the Alexandra House. Matters follow
ing in logical sequence, Paul Wilson 
developed ere night into a drunken 
bully, with Sam Augustus the especial 
object of his hectoring. Sain, indeed, 
was in a fair way to get the beating of 
his life when Ed Daleton interfered.

Daleton interfered to such an extent 
that Paul was escorted to the village 
hospital, while Sam Augustus, ready 
by that time to consent to any proposal, 
acceded to Palcton’s request to go 
home with him and in the morning 
join the haymakers on the Daleton es-

I remember because our clock had j tate. 
struck 7, and it always ’ , An hour later found Sam tucked Into

“Had you promised to take her to . most comfortable bed he had ever 
anj' place? ’ I known. Ere morning came, however,

“Me was goin’ to the park shed j bed was empty. The Indian had 
been tell In* me that foolishness ye d already repented liis rash promise to 
told her about the snow fairies and”— j go to ^-0rk. Still, he took away noth- 

Aunt Julia’s voice rose to a sobbing J jng himself and his dirty clothes.
wail as Ellen turned and left the room 
without explanation or comment 

She dashed down the stairs at a 
speed that rivaled Mamie Reagan’s 
and started on a mad run west 

“She may have found her way there.” 
she muttered to herself.

A messenger hoy, two newsboys, a 
nursemaid with her charge, a man 
with a suit case and a pretty young 
woman with her hands in 
formed an unconsciously

wherefore, Daleton argued, he must 
have felt at least half way grateful.

The summer days passed away, and 
the autumn shadows lengthened into 
the blackness of winter, but Sam Au
gustus had not once appeared at tlio 
Alexandra House since that night in 
June. Whatever conjectures the ha
bitues of the place might have hazard
ed concerning his absence were driven

big muff , out of mind, however, by a series of 
interesting occurrences which gave the villagers

group about a small solitary figure, j ample reason for not only much gossip, 
Blue defiant eyes looked out of a white 1 ^ut aigo mUch alarm, 
face from under a wide bonnet frill Thieves made their presence felt in 
and two little white mittens were dou- j that Sleepy Hollow of Canada. One 
bled up by tense baby fists. Ellen burglary followed another in rapid 
bore down on this group. Intuition, 1 succession. First It was the residence 
Instinct, sister heart, all told her that ! of the rccve that was visited; then it
here was the Lady Gwendolyn. She 
pushed aside the newsboys, stepped on 
the messenger’s toes and knocked 
against the suit case.

“Gwendoleen!”
“Nellen, my Nellen!” came from the 

depths of the white bonnet The Lady | 
Gwendolyn was caught up Into a fierce 
embrace and the cut hand, heedless of 
wound and bandage, pressed the little 
head close to “Nellen’s” heart.

“She ought to be discharged,” said 
the pretty young woman.

“Gee!” said the messenger boy. 
“You’ll be In luck if you don’t get de 
bounce fer dis.”

Ellen looked wonderlngly from one 
to another. Then It rushed over hei^- 
she was Gwendolyn’s nurse. The baby 
sister had been taken for a lady—a real 
lady.

“Yes. ma’am,” she said meekly to 
the young woman. “I’ll be more care
ful another time.”

Taking a firm hold on the little hand, 
she addressed the small figure in clear 
and distinctly humble tones.

“Come, Miss Gwendoleen,” she said. 
“Yer aunt will be worry in* about yer.” 
The Lady Gwendolyn obedieutly trot
ted off by her nurse’s side.

Half a block away a smart brough
am was dashing toward them. There 
was a glimpse of a sable collar, an 
ugl)*, kind face, and it had stopped.

The footman jumped over the wheel, 
the carriage door was opened and the 
big voice of Miss Van Tassel called:

“Well, If here Isn’t the little sister 
and the big one too! The whole Ryan 
family in a bunch! Bundle ’em in, 
Thomas, and we'll drive 'em home.”

Tom “bundled ’em in,” closed the 
door and sprang to the box. Just at 
that proud moment the man with the 
suit case and the young woman with 
the big muff came into sight.

The Lady Gwendolyn, confidence re
stored. smiled at them through the 
open window, and Ellen, rigid and 
erect on the very edge of the cushions, 
reflected the smile respectfully.

was the doctor's house and next the 
real estate office. In every case the 
cracksmen went about their work In a 
way that proved they were no novices.

Of all this Sam Augustus was In pro
found ignorance. He and Mrs. Sam 
were now the only inhabitants of Geor
gina island, the half dozen other Indi
ans who comprised the normal popula
tion being away with some wild west 
show. For many moons Sam had re
mained at home with his wife, fighting 
manfully against his lust for drink, 
but at last a day came when Sam de
cided that he must yield or die. So 
with the setting of the sun he strapped 
on his skates and started over the ice 
to Beaverton.

He had gone but a few rods In the di
rection of the long pier, some six miles 
distant, when the brisk, snappy winter 
air gave him an insensate desire to 
make a circuit of Georgina Island be-* 
fore striking out for the mainland. 
Now, it was not such a difficult task 
that he had set himself, as Georgina is 
but three miles long by two wide.

Two of Them.
“You don't seem to like Cliumpley.” 

said Tawkcr. “What sort of a fellow 
is lie?”

“lie’s toe sort of ‘fellow,’” replied 
K rank ley promptly, “who invariably 
rails a 'wan' a ‘fellow.' ’’—Philadelphia 
l'rcse.

This Boy’s Head 
a Mass of Sores

for Three Years a great saflTerer from 
Kcaema—Weald scream with ageay.

Mr. James Scott, 136 Wright Avenue, 
Toronto, states:—“My boy Tom, aged ten, 
was for nearly three years afflicted with a bad 
form of eczema of the scalp, which was very 
unsightly, and resisted all kinds of remedies 
and doctor’s treatment. His head was in a 
terrible state. We had to keep him from 

school, and at times 
his head would bleed, 
and the child would 
scream with agony. 
For two and a half 
years we battled with 

ST it in vain, but at last 
% found a cure in Dr. 

«Chase’s Ointment. 
About five boxes were 

r used. The original 
sorer.dried up, leaving 
the :,Vn in its normal 

Tom Scott condition. To say it 
is a pleasure to testify to the wonderful merits 
of Dr. Chase’s Ointment, is putting it very 
mildly. ”

Dr. Chase’s Ointment is a positive cure for 
eczema, salt rheum, scald head and chafing. 
60 cents a box at all dealers, or Edmonson, 
Bates and Co.t Toronto.

%

He was passing a little cove on that 
side of the Island farthest from his 
Ik me when lie no^ced xvliat looked un
commonly like a boat’s sail Capping in 
the wind. This impressed Sam as being 
a bit out o£ the ordinary for midwinter, 
but what gave him a distinct shock 
was seeing a light in a log cabin that 
to his knowledge had been unoccupied 
for years.

There was enough of his ancestors* 
blood in liis veins to make him wary, 
and he conjectured, not without reason, 
that whoever was in the oid cabin had 
no right to be there. So he sToob^d 
down, unfastened his skates, slung 
them around his neck and. swift as a 
deer, ran to the shore of the cove. Cau
tiously he crept over the snow until he 
stood behind the cabin and looked in 
through a window.

Seated at a little table were two men. 
both keen visaged, both well dressed 
and both youthful. Overhead hung a 
dirty lantern. On the table between 
them was spread out a sheet of white 
paper, which they were examining with 

! great interest
“This,” Sam heard one say, pointing 

! td a mark on the paper, “is the veran- 
| da entrance I was telling you about. It 
I leads straight into the old man’s room, 
i and they say lie generally has a ft iffy 
j sum around. Farther along here pS it 
j window to one of the guest chambers^' 
1 and we may pick up a sparkle cr two 
! in that room, for a big house party is 
j on at Simeoe Lodge just nov*. aiuf the 
I wealthy Mrs. Vineland is o:ie of the 
j guests. The young fellow sleeps in that 
j wing over there, so we need have no 
! fear of arousing him. Then we'll back 
: to our iceboat and be under cover again 
I before they know we’ve paid ’em a vis-.
! *•”

Sam opened those little eyes of his 
wider. He was not overgifted with an 
active brain, but the reference to Sim
eoe Lodge had sharpened his intellect. 
For Simeoe Lodge was the home of 
Ed Daleton, and had not Ed Daleton— 
Well, Sam Augustus drew closer to 
the cabin window.

The speaker’s companion made no re
ply for some minutes. When he did 
speak, there was a tinge of bitterness 
to bis words:

“I’m with ye. Rats. I agree with 
ye. But when’s the bloomin’ biz to 
end? They’ll spot our lay soon, never 
fear, an’ to my mind we'd better 
scoot down to Jackson’s Point right 
away an’ get back to Toronto from 
there.”

“Bah!” rejoined the other. “We sim
ply have got to turn this trick, Spud. 
Then I’m for home. Come, it’ll be a 
good, dark night, and we can bag the 
game before midnight, for they danced 
until 7 this morning and are sure to be 
abed early.”

Sam waited to hear no more. The 
men were thieves, and they intended 
robbing the home of the only white 
man who had ever befriended him. 
Oh, lazy, shiftless Sam Augustus, why 
do you hurry so?

For he was skating across the lake 
as lie had never skated before. Twenty 
miles stretched between him and that 
part of the mainland where Simeoe 
Lodge stood, and he must be fleet in
deed to arrive before the boat. He 
knew he was getting a good start, but 
lie knew, too, what an iceboat could 
do. Ah, lucky Sam Augustus, to find 
the ice smooth as glass instead of be
ing caked and crusted with snow !

On, on through the night he raced. 
In his face blew the first gusts of a 
storm, but he plunged through the 
crystal flakes, his sinewy legs fairly 
flying over the level surface. Now he 
could see lights twinkling in the dis
tance, and his Indian instinct told him 
they were from a farmhouse not far 
from the Daleton estate. Not a light 
could be seen from Simeoe Lodge 
itself, for a huge row of fir trees, wind 
breakers, screened the house from the 
lake blasts.

Sam swung along buoyantly. The 
next moment a hissing, whistling 
sound came to his ears, and he saw a 
flash of white glide past him, to be 
swallowed up In the darkness.

It war the boat. They would beat 
him yet He dug his skates into the 
lee despairingly and hurled himself 
forward. But In a minute or two he 
became hopeful again. It was yet too 
early for the burglars to begin work. 
He could easily arrive In time to warn 
the household.

On, on through the night he raced. 
Now he was floundering in snow banks 
that had drifted against the lake cliffs, 
now he was climbing up these nigged 
heights, now he had unstrapped his 
skates, and now, still tireless, he was 
bounding across the fields to give the 
alarm.

Not pausing to seek the gate Into the 
Daleton grounds, he leaped the high 
fence that paralleled the fir trees only 
to alight upon a human body. Next 
moment he was grasped by no tender 
hands.

“Here, what’s this?” he heard a voice 
exclaim. “Turn yer glim on, Rats. 
Here’s a nice kind o’ a party that 
comes tumblin’ on to a man without so 
much as beg pardln.”

Sam Augustus writhed desperately, 
but another pair of brawny bands 
seized him, and he was helpless, yet 
he kept up the struggle and ns he 
fought shouted with all the strength of 
his red man’s lungs:

“Thieves!”
“Blast it, stop that!” commanded the 

voice. “Ye won’t, eh? Then”—
There was a click and a report. Sam 

gave a groan and staggered back. Spud 
let him slip to the ground.

“I thought I'd stop ye,” he muttered. 
“Say, Rats, I”—

Something bright flashed through the 
night. The Indian had risen to his 
knees. Spud fell, with the toe of a 
skate in his brain.

“Thieves!” shouted Sam. ♦
***«•*•
In a yard of the old Free kirk at Bea

verton is a plain white shaft with this
hiiitrlptieu:

F AM AUGUSTUS. 
..dicn Who Remembered.

Rob-on's Joke on Ills Friend.
Of Stuart Robson it is said that in 

his youtli Le was an incorri-iblv prac
tical joker. !!•* was traveling In Eng
land with a f:i tn!. a sir.;:II n an called 
Bill, one suiaau r. ;.nd on the Liverpool 
train Bill f. !l as‘.. p. While he slept 
Robson stole his t. kvt fréta Ms 1 • ket. 
In a Kt;le while the condnejor was to 
be see a appro..el.in.:.

“Tickets. Bill! Get out your ticket!” \ 
Robson said.

Bill, after a frantic search, said. I 
with an oath, that his ticket was lost 
Robson then advised him to escape 
paying by hiding under the seat. This 
Bill decided to do, and when the con
ductor appeared he lay on his back on 
the dusty floor quite invisible.

Robson surrendered both tickets, 
whereupon the conductor said:

“Here are two tickets. Where is 
your friend, sir?”

“Under the seat there,” the actor an
swered. “I don’t know why he wanted 
to avoid vou.”

The sônductor, surprised, looked un
der the seat, and Bill smiled at him 
sheepishly and then crawled awkward 
dy forth.—New York Tribune.

Steer a Safe Goxirse 
The safest course for 

delicate skins is to usef|
BABY'S OWN 

SOAP.
No Other Soap la as Good.

ALBERT TOILET SOAP CO., lifts. Hontr.il.

Am. and the Ladder.
“I camp into possession of n Hebrew 

library the other day," said a student, 
"and in several of my new books is 
the sentence, ‘May this volume not be 
damaged, neither this day nor for
ever, until the ass ascends the ladder.’ 
What does that mean—‘till the ass 
ascends the ladder?" Do you know ?"

“Tes, I know,” answered the stu
dent’s preceptor. "The phrase is like 
that of Pctronius, ‘asinus in tegulis’ 
(an ass on the house top). It signifies 
Impossibility, a thing that will never 
take place. Books preserved, there
fore, until the ass ascends the ladder 
are books forever preserved.”

Curiosities of Color.
After any severe shock you will be 

very likely to find that you have be
come temporarily color blind.

Your perception of green light has 
probably gone, at least partially. White 
objects will then appear to you of a 
reddish purple and green objects to be 
very much duller in hue than ordi
narily.

Any one can make himself or herself 
temporarily color blind by wearing a 
pair of ruby red glasses. The prolonged 
action of red light on the eyes ends by 
tiring out the nerves which receive red 
light. Consequently when the glasses 
are at hist removed a rainbow appears 
to Lave only two colors—yellow and 
blue.

Piles
rr r.

F. H. GOUGH
is still headquarters 
for all kinds of

General 

Blacksmith
Work

Carriage work and horse 

shoeing: a specialty,
NEW SHOR NEXT DOOR TO 
UNION HOTEL.

Blank Books.
DAY BOOKS,

JOURNALS,
CASH BOOKS, 

LEDGERS,
In various bindings and prices.

Cheap
Counter Blotters, 

300 and 400 pages.
ANSLOW BROS.,

NEWCASTLE.

WANTED-SEVERAL INDÜSTKIOUS 
PE Ruons in each state to travel for house 
established eleven years forand with a larpe 
capital to call upon merchants agents for 
successful and profitable line. Permanent 
engagement. Weekly cash salary of $18 
and all travelling expenses and hotel bills 
advanced in cash each week. Experience 
uot essential. Mention reference and 
enclosed self addressed envelope.
THE NATIONAL, 334 Dearborn 
Chicago.

if you Squire
e ny

Fire
Accident

Life
Plate Glass 

or
Guarantee

INSURANCE 
CALL ON

J. W. DA VIDSON
ENERAL A3ENT

Oft ce in the DrAieTj 'Xuihlinv ecisv

CUSTOM

To prove to you thit l»r. 
Chase's Ointrnc.it is «1 cor'.u 
and absolute euro for each 
and every fo-m of itch:tip 
blccili-.igand pro'rM-Hnu 1;1 •• 

*io manufacturer* have uuarcnîcçd h. See?" 
inp.n!« in the da*-v vT-'ssrnd a-k yourro <rV 
,n-< v/hat thvv th'r.k o •*. Y«n «un n-e it ;

■ r > O.ir l‘ > rofe--r...\ <;*.•:» * V

• * * r?. <2

WATER PIPING
AND SEWERAGE.

The undersigned wishes to inform the 
public that he is prepared to do work of 
this kind in a thorough aud workmanlike 
manner.

Part of our consignment of Pipe, Sinks 
and Pipe Fittings is to hand and the bal- 
aictexpected every day.

Leave your order and have your work 
done right.

F. MASSON.

TAILORING
Mr. J. R. McDonald has moved to hie 

rooms ever .J. Demers’ grocery etore 
where he will be pleared to see h 
customets and friends
PRESSING. CLEANING. REPAIRINti

executed with neatness and despatch.

tf.B,. 3SM0 ÂLD-

Dunlop
Detachable

Tires
First in 1888— 
Foremost ever since.
To have been "‘first" 
merely proves antiquity.
To have remained first 
proves merit.

DUNLOP THEN OIL. 

TORONTO.

Gates’
Certain

Check
Is known everywhere an 
the best thing1 obtainable 
for

Summer Complaint
Diarrhoea, Disentery^ 
Cholera Morbus and sim-
larlar diseases. Children 
or adults.

PRICE 25 CTS
Manufactured by

C. Gates, Son & Co.
Middleton, N. S.

60 YEARS' 
'EXPERIENCE

Trade Marks
Designs 

Copyrights Ac.
Anyone sending a eketrti and description nmy 

quickly ascertain our opinion free whether an. 
Invention e probably patentable. Communica
tions strictly confidential. Handbook on Patenta 
sent free. Oldest agency fur (securing patents.Patents taken through Munn A*Co. receive 
tpecial notice, without charge. In the

Scientific American.
tf

A handsomely Illustrated weekly. Largest cir
culation of any Helentltio Journal. Terms. $3 a 

®t“l1 newsdealers.t Cg.36,b,°»',“‘* New York
HBce. 626 F 8t., Waahlugt'V If. C-


