
“Shell I ww It, or notr oak 
Cerew.

She wee «tending in her dteering-aoom 
end in her head weed plein gold breee-
let, on which wee ineerihed the mette 
"NMeeoe oblige." It we. Borie’e twee- 
ty-firet bbthday, end the bracelet bed____ hed

the numer
ous gifta thet wm making her drawing
teble look tether like 
fair.

“Shell I weer it I" .he repeated, e 
little doubtfully, end then her llpe re 
lexed into e smile. “Bow extravagant 
it wee of him to buy It I but I suppose 
the motto tempted him. I wonder if be 
remembered the night when we were ell 
«homing mottoes, and he and I both 
fixed on that 1 I wonder—*

“Doris,” said Lady Csrew, now com 
ing into her daughter’s room, “are you 
not ready t Sir Philip Chisholm has 
been here nearly half en hoar."

“Bat that ia his own fault; if he chose 
to come before the time,” said Doris, 
with unanswerable logic.

She clasped the bracelet on her arm 
and followed her mother down etaire, 
and out into the garden, where the fresh 
ly-marked tennis-ooorts shone In the af
ternoon sun, end Sir Philip Chisholm, a 
tall, soldierly man, with iron-grey hair 
end e keen bronzed face, was walking 
rather disconsolately by Lord Csrew 'a 
aide.

Another man was there also, a young 
lieutenant, whose face brightened at the 
sight of Doris, and then relapsed 
into a gravity born of the fact that hie 
regiment was under orden for India,and 
that this would be his last day et Under- 
cliff, or, indeed, In England.

It is permitted to a man to look 
sad when he is looking his last 
on “England, home and beauty,” and 
though Wilfrid Lyle wore a brave 
enough front all day, when at last he 
found himself «tending by Doris on the 
verge of the cliff, and gazing down on 
the sea that was to bear him away 
from her tomorrow, the face the girl saw 
in the luminous June twilight was very 
grave and sad.

Doris herself was conscious of fighting 
against feelings, but the consciousness 
only made her anxious not to betray 
hem.

“Every one is going in now,” she said, 
suggestively, looking towards the house.

“Is that any reason why we should 7’ 
said Mr Lyle quickly, “My last night, 
Doris ; and if we wait a few moments 
the moon will be up. I should like to 
see it rise once more with yon.”

The sea lay full in front of them, the 
water looking dark and still in the even
ing light, and the waves breaking in soft 
little npplee on the beach below. Over 
head the sky was palely blue, but almost 
as he apoké it seemed to widen and 
brighten,and a streak of gold gleamed on 
the water’s edge.

“There it is !” said Doris, under her 
breath—“Oh, Wilfrid, how lovely it is ! 
When one sees anything so beautiful as 
that, doesn’t it seem as if all one’s life 
must be nobler and better for having 
seen it*?”

wards him, and the long fingers closed
o'-he» » , agsjj

•that-seemed vocal
Wilfrid looeefi her 

long-drawn sigh. ■

m
the motto 

we here chosen is Noblesse oblige."
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CHAPTER H.
It is two years later, and Doris Cerew 

is unwedded still. Lovers have oome to 
her in plenty, men who wooed her for 
her money, and men who wooed her for 
herself, but she has had the same an
swer for them all She does not wish 
to marry, she says, or at least not yet.

The words might seem to have a loop
hole for hope, but no one who hears the 
shy thnll of Miss Carew’a voice, or sees 
her eyes when she utters them,ever hopes 
again. They go away, one after another, 
and Doris does not regret them. She 
is content, wall content, she tells herself 
on one of the sweet summer evenings 
that always bring Wilfrid to her mind, 
as she sits on the branch of a great tree 
that grows conveniently low, and looks 
straight before her with eyes that are 
wistful rather than sad. And then she 
smiles ever so little, and whispers again 
“Well content—to wait !”

She has oome out to gather flowers, 
and the size of her basket bears witness 
to the magnitude of her intentions ; but 
tbe basket is empty and the flowers 
bloom ungathered at her feet, She is 
lost in thought, in musings that are 
not without sweetness, but that give a 
psnsiveness to her face that was not 
there three years ago, and which ends at 
last in a long drawn sigh.

It U just three years since Wilfrid 
Lyle went to his man’s life of circum
stance and change, with its rare touches 
of memory and feeling, with its infre
quent touch of circumstance or change, 
and she has scarcely heard of him since. 
Sometimes she sees his name In the pa
pers, and once or twice her father has 
heard from him, and that is all There 
was a letter yesterday, stiff and formal, 
as a man’s letters are apt to be when the 
thought that may not be spoken outruns 
the commonplace civilities that may.

Remember me to Doris, if she has 
not forgotten me,” Wilfred had written, 
and Lord Carew, reading nothing bet
ween the lines, bad read it out before 
them all

“No. I have not forgotten him,” 
said Doris quickly, but with such a flam
ing blush that Sir Philip Chisholm, who 

dining at Undercliff, asked in a 
startled voice of whom they were speak-

Whdl who did you say ?” he stam
mered, looking at the foreign letter in 
Lord Carew a hand

Wilfrid Lyle, a sort of nephew of 
mine, in the Rifles,| you know. Don’t 
you remember, he was down here two or 
three years ago ?”

Sir Philip did not remember it, but 
the name fixed itaelf now in hie mind 
forever—the name at which Doris had 

. blushed. It had begun to be patent to
“Yea,” assented Mr Lyle, in a tone of ^ everyone that Sir Philip Chiebolm was 
iep conviction. But he was looking at paying his addresses to the stately young

had
deep
Doris, not at the moon and sea

If he had only been rich—rich aa Sir 
Philip Chisholm, for instance, who had 
come back from India with a lac of 
rupees and a K. C. B.—what might he 
not have ventured to say to her now ? 
But what right had he to apeak of love 
to this proud young beauty, who could 
as little mate with a ’Squire’s son as if 
she had been a princess of the realm 1 
There was some distant cousinship be 
tween them that gave him the entree of 
the house and the right to call her 
“Doris,” but he had told himself bitter
ly that Lord Carew would as soon think 
of giving Doris to hie footman as to 
him.

And Doris ? This was the question 
which had been shaping itself on his 
lips all day, but which it seemed to the 
penniless Lieutenant honor forbade him 
to ask of Doris tonight, Doris, whose 
smilesj were like the sunshine, and fell 
equally on the evil and the good—or, 
at least, upon Sir Philip Chisholm and 
himself.

There was, perhaps, not quite the 
equality he imagined ; but Wilfrid Lyle 
was humble in his love, as all men who 
love worthily and well. But humble as 
he was and sternly as he had told him
self that it would be a base requital of 
Lord Carew’e hospitality to make love to 
the young beauty, who was destined for 
so much more brilliant a match, Wilfrid 
Lyle felt his resolution almost over
thrown ns Doris moved her arm, and the 
moonlight glittered on the bracelet he 
had sent her that morning. Would she 
have chosen that of all others to wear 
today iflshe had not liked him a little V 

But that did not alter the fact that he 
had no right io Woo her : and was not 
the legend on the bracelet he had chosen 
for her "Noblesse oblige ?” Would she 
ever guess all that i> meant to him, and 
all he was to surrender for it ?

He stood so long silent that Doris 
glanced slyly at him, and then looked 
away silent as himself. Something in 
his face made it impossible for her to 
speak.

She stood by him with half averted 
face, looking at tile smooth summer 
waters, and listening to their splash 
upon the beach. Suddenly ho moved! a 
little forward, with a quick, impatient 
gest ure.

“Do you know what I should say to
night if I were a rich man, or—or a 
cad ?” lie asked abruptly, coming so 
close to her that their shadows blended 
on the narrow pathway behind thorn.

Doris did not answer ; what answer 
could she make ? She stood quite still, 
the color mounting to her face, and her 
heart beating till she thought he must 
hear it as plainly as she did herself. 
Her lingers plucked restlessly at the 
flowers that lay against the slim white 
throat, and he laid his hand on hers.

“Don’t,” he said. “Give me one in
stead. U is all I ask, Doris ; all I dare 
ask before I go.”

Doris hesitated, for the flowers were, 
as Mr Lyle knew well enough, forget- 
me-nots, and Doris Carew was not a 
girl who gave flowers for the asking,' 
least of all flowers like these. But at 
ast she took one and held it shyly to-

beauty who had sent away so many 
younger men,but though he owned, with 
a sigh, that he had never received any
thing that the moat sanguine man could 
take for encouragement—nothing but 
those pleasant smiles which Doris as- 
corded to all, and which, aa Wilfred Lyle 
had said, fell equally on the evil and 
good—he always comforted himself by 
the reflection that if she showed him no 
preference, he could certainly point to 
no one more favored than himself.

And now, here was Doris b ushing like 
the morn ! Was it wonderful that he 
felt he should never forget the name of 
Wilfrid Lyle ?

He did not hear it again at Cndercliff, 
but some months later he was dining at 
Parkhurat, and the name emote his ear 
at mess. There was the clatter of many 
tongues, and Sir Philip was a little deaf, 
but he caught Mr Lyle’s name, and ii 
seemed to him that it was a wedding 
they were talking of.

'Did I understand you that Mr Lyle 
is married ?” he asked his neighbor, a 
very unfledged lieutenant, who seemed 
to have almost lost his normal shyness 
in speaking of the event that might 
meaa so much to Colonel Sir Philip 
Chisholm.

‘Yes, last week,” answered the boy 
readily. “He married a cousin of mine, 
an awfully jolly girl, and I’ve just come 
back from the wedding. They met on 
the steamer coming home.”

‘Was his name Wilfrid ?” asked Sir 
Philip very anxiously.

“Yea, I think so. But Kate was shy, 
and always called him Mr Lyle.”

“You re not sure about the Wilfrid, 
then ? I ahould very much like to know.
I -I fancy he may turn out to be an old 
friend of mine,” said the Colonel men
daciously.

Hu looked So anxious and disturbed 
that the young man said he believed he 
had one of Lyle's cards in his room, and 
would look for it after dinner, and Sir 
Philip took care that the promise was 
kept.

Before he rode home that night he 
had seen the card, and the name upon it 
was “Wilfrid C. Lyle.”

Sir Philip Chisholm felt that the ob
long little bit of pasteboard was a trump 
card for him, and played it the'next time 
ho went to Underdid ; but ho knew very 
little of Doris if be expected her to show 
an outward wound. Just for a moment 
her lips were white, or he fancied so; the 
color was in them again so quickly he 
could not be sure. To pain Doris was 
not his desire, only to lot her know that 
the man at whose name she had blushed 
a year agb could be nothing to her now. 
And as he looked at her, he began ti 
think it was all a mistake, that the blush 
at which lie had so disquieted himself 
had meant nothing. If it had meant 
all he fancied, could she have looked as 
she did now ?

“I wonder Wilfrid did not tell ua,” 
said Lord Carew. “But I have not 
heard from him for a long time now, He 
has left off writing, I think.”

“Yes,” said his wife, glancing a little 
anxiously at Doris, and looking as quick- 
ly away. “Are yon sure, Sir Philip, that 

‘ it is tho same Mr Lyle ?”

Wilfrid à Lyle, that is nil I 
” ‘ Sir Ffflllp ;. and Doris said 

at wai -only a little eleare#
Y«iJ^Wafrid"c^ew. That is his

, , . know more than I do,” laagbed
her father. “He never nand the‘Gars*,’ 

' Men all about it.”
talk faU 0» other mat-

_____ Doris joined gladly in it.
Whatever aha might think of the news 
Sir Philip had brveght, rite heard it and 
made no sign. Other women might here 
betrayed themselves in so sharp and end 
dad a shook, bat “Noblesse Migt,” and 
Daria Carew only smiled in her pain.

Sir Philip went home walking on air, 
and before Wilfrid Lyle’s honeymoon had 
run ont he had asked Doris to ibe hit 
wife, and Doris had consented.

“I kaow I am not worthy of yon,” the 
chivalrous soldier said ; “but if you 
could try to like me, Doris ! Could you 
learn to like me—in time—do yon 
think ?’’

“How can I tell ?” said Doris, with a 
sad little smile ; “how can I tell ?”

It seemed to Doris that she had done 
with love forever. Once she had 
thought, whispering it shyly to herself 
among the summer flowers, that she 
loved Wilfrid Lyle, but if she was aura 
of anything now, it was that this was no 
longer true. She, Doris Carew, love e 
man who had trifled with her,and wedded 
another women ! The wild pain that 
lore her heart at the thought wes indig
nation, contempt, hatred—anything but 
love.

“I cannot tell.if I shall ever love yon,” 
•he said to Sir Philip now. “I only 
knew that I do not love any other man, 
and that I never shall.”

“Then I am not afraid,” said Sir Phil
ip, and he bent and kissed the fair, 
prond face, that turned so pale at his 
touch.

When he looked at her again there 
was a strange sombre acorn in the sweet, 
dark eyes, bat it was for beraelf, not 
for him. For in the second in which 
Philip Chisholm held her in his arm»,and 
pressed his lipa to here, she knew— and 
hated beraelf for the knowledge—that 
she would gladly have given ali the years 
of her life if it had been not Philip Chis
holm, hot Wilfrid Lyle. And so she 
stood leaning against the heavily mul- 
lioned window, curiously agitated end 
disturbed, and Sir Philip thrilled with a 
pleasant sense of power.

She would not hive trembled in his 
arms, and been so agitated by his bin, 
he told himself, if she had not been much 
nearer loving him than she knew.

Suddenly Doris lifted her head and 
spoke.

“There is something I ought to tell 
you,” she said, in tone* that were low 
and faint with effort ; “and perhaps you 
will not care for me when you know.”

“Perhaps not !” he said, smiling 
But hia smiles died out under Doris’ 
strange looks.

“I did not tell yon quite all the truth 
just now,” she whispered, and her eyes 
were so fall of pain that he caught her 
hand and held it, aa one holds the hand 
of a friend under the surgeon's knife. 
“I—I did care for some one else—

r teeth, end her eyee flesh-

care
once. ”

Sir Philip drew a long breath of re
lief.

‘ Ta that all ?” he said kindly, with 
the serene acquiescence of age in the in
evitable follies of youth. “My dear 
Doris, men of my age do not expect to 
be a girl’s first love.”

Doris felt as if she had subjected her
self to an unnecessary humiliation. Her 
face (crimsoned aa she answered rather 
coldly :—

“Perhaps I need not have told you. 
But I was advised a good while ago to 
take ‘Noblesse oblige’ for my motto, and 
I have.”

“You have done all that is noble and 
right,” said Sir Philip, “and believe me, 
I appreciate your confidence. But if you 
can assure me that you care for no one 
else now, it is all I ask. You do not 
love this other man—whoever he is— 
still?”

“Still?” ahe flashed out indignantly. 
“Still ? Am I r,ot Doris Carew !"

But when Sir.Philip had gone, Doris 
crept away to the grassy verge of the 
cliff and threw herself on the soft turf in 
a passion of shame and pain. It might 
be true, it was true, she told herself 
vehemently, that she did not love 
Wilfrid Lyle now,—her marriage would 
prove that to every one, even to him, 
even to herself ; but not tho less was 
earth desolate, and heaven far.

chapter m.
“Doris !” called Lord Carew ; “Doris, 

where are you ?” There was disturbance 
and a sort of excitement in his tone, and 
as Doris opened the door and came into 
the wide, sun-lit hall, he looked at her 
with almost comical consternation. It 
was tho day before her wedding, and 
Deris had been writing farewell letters 
all the morning, and looked tired and 
pale, but Lord Carew was too pertur bed 
to notice his daughter’s looks. “The 
strangest thing has happened !” he said. 
“You remember Wilfrid — Wilfrid 
Lyle?;’

“ Yes,” said Doris, steadying herself 
against a marble table, and feeling that 
she could not have uttered another word 
to save her life.

“He has come into a fortune,it seems 
Hia father died last year, and an uncle 
and cousin since, so Wilfrid has come 
in for the Deerhuret estate.”

“Yes ?” eâid Doris in tones that tried 
to bo indifferent. Why should her 
father tell her of Wilfrid's good fortune 
or assume that it could he of interest to 
her ? She drew herself up, and her 
brows contracted ; tut Lord Carew was 
more embarrassed than herself.

“Well, he is a rich man now, and— 
and the long and short of it is, Doris, 
that it must have been all moonshine 
about hia marriage. He can’t be mar
ried, for be doesn't seem to have heard 
of your engagement, and he .writes to 
ask me tor your hand—he does, upon 
my honor ! Poor follow, I’d no idea 
he’d ever thought of you; but he says 
he has for years, and didn’t speak until 
he had something to offer you,”

Doris did not speak. What was there 
she could Bay ? But the table against 
which she leaned was hardly colder than 
the band that rested on it.

“The curious thing is that he doesn’t 
seem to have much doubt of his answer,” 
pursued Lord Carew. “Ha says he is 
ooming for it himself, and will be with

ee this weenie». It’i awkward to know 
whet to do—end Chisholm coming to 
dinner, too 1 'Poo my lits, it’s quits • 
little comedy.”

Doris set her
•A*

“Yea,” she mid ; “I dare my that is 
tbe beet way of looking at ft.”

“It won’t be Wilfrid's wey, Pm 
afraid,” said her lather. “He seems 
desperately hard hit.”

“Does ha 1" said Doris, with a curions 
little emile. “He will get over it That 
sort of thing doesn’t kill people, papa. ’ - 

She went away, with the young life 
pulsating fiercely In her veins, a girl 
whom “that sort of thing” had not been 
able to slay, and her father looked after 
her in some perplexity.

“She tehee it coolly,” he mid, glanc
ing again at the letter in hie head ; bat 
Wilfrid? I'm at raid he’ll feel it very 
much. And the poet gets in here so lete 
there’s no time to stop him. I shell 
have to break it to him as beet 1 can, 
bat I'd rather face a cavalry charge.”

And, indeed, Lord Carew felt a tight
ening of hie throat and a mistiness of 
his own eyes, as he told the disappointed 
suitor he bad oome to late. Wilfrid 
heard him with a dreary patience, bear
ing it as such men bear adverse fate— 
composed enough to outward seeming, 
but with a bitterness in his heart that 
was like the bitterness of death. Lord 
Carew seemed, indeed, the more moved 
of the two, but he understood the other’s 
•tern self-command, and when Mr Lyle 
asked to see Doris, he did not know how 
to refuse.

“It can't hurt you to aay a civil word 
to him,” he said, when Doris shrank 
back ; “it isn’t aa if you had cared for 
him, yon know.”

“No,” said Doris, faintly.
“Then go to him, my dear. He will 

my nothing to pain yon ; he is too much 
of a gentleman for that. And, after all, 
it ia not your fault, you know. Yon 
have no cause for self-reproach. ”

“Does he know about to-morrow ?”
“Of courte, of course. I told him 

everything, and he only wants jnst to 
aay ‘good-bye.’ Yon can’t refuse him 
that, poor fellow, if it’i any consolation.”

No ; Deris felt that she could not re
fuse. She went into the drawing-room 
where Wilfrid was waiting, telling her
self proudly that she should, at least, 
know how to meet him as Philip Chis
holm's bride—she, Norii Carew 1 

But the proudest women sometimes 
overrate their strength. She had not 
realized what it would be to stand face 
to face with him once more, to feel her 
hand in his, to meet his eyes and hear 
the voice tor which she had hungered so 
long in vain. She stood mute and pale, 
unable to utter a word.

There was a cloud of pain and wonder 
in Wilfrid’s eyes end hie face was almost 
as white as her -n,

“Doris,” be seid ; “Doris !” There 
could be no pretense of commonplace 
greeting between them, but till she 
heard his voice she did wot realize how 
much better it would have been that 
there should have been no greeting at all. 
She looked up, too much shaken and 
agitated to apeak, but perhaps her 
silence seemed to both more naturel 
than speech. In that supreme moment 
of meeting,neitherthoughtot convention
al civiltiea, neither thought of anything 
but the other. Neither of them even 
saw that a gentleman in evening dress 
had come in unannounced, and was 
standing just within the door as if turn
ed to stone.

“Doris,” said Wilfrid, “I will not take 
your father’s tale without a word from 
you. Is it true 1 And is this thing of 
your own free will ?”

She bent her head silently, and he let 
her hands fall.

‘ ‘And I thought such different things, ” 
he muttered. “Do you not know how I 
loved you? Doris, did you not know ?”

“How could I, she whimpered in a 
toneless voice. “They said—they said”
—Her voice faltered, and trailed off into 
a despairing silence, but Mr Lyle under
stood.

They told you I was married ? Your 
father lias heard some foolish stoiy about 
that. 1 suppose there was some confus
ion with my cousin Charley, who was 
married a little while ago ; but surely 
you might have known !”

“It was Wilfrid,” sho interrupted, 
“Wilfrid C. Lyle.

“Of course—Wilfrid Charles. We call 
him Charley to distinguish him from me, 
but he is always called Wilfrid at home. 
Was that the dreadful mistake that rob
bed me of you ! Had you forgotten that 
last night, and what you gave me then?”

She hid her face witli a sharp and 
bitter cry, and the man who was watch
ing them, himself so unthought cf and 
unseen, scowled fiercely, and clenched 
his hands as he looked.

“Did you not care tor me when you 
gave me this ?” said Wilfrid, and his 
tone compelled her to look up. He held 
out an open pocket-book, and on it lay 
a small withered flower, scentless, and 
brown, and dry. “Did you not care for 
me, then ?” he repeated ; and Doris 
could not speak could not even control 
the trembling that shook her from head 
to foot

“I ou loved me, then ! ’ he cried, with 
swift conviction ; “and Doris, rny Doris!
I believh you love me now !”

A moment Doris bent her head on her 
clasped hands, and then she stopped 
back a pace, and looked at> him, and 
trembling as she was, her gaze neither 
shrank nor wavered. Her face was set 
and pale, but there was something so 
noble and lofty in her look that both men 
held their breath.

“Dear,” she said, “(hi, ia the last 
time I shall ever see yon,- and if it is 
any comfort to you to know that I love 
you, take it ! But even for you X can
not go back on my word, or wrong the 
good and noble gentleman whose wife I 
shall be tomorrow. Did you Dot your
self teach me ‘Noblesse oblige ?’ ”

Her tone and look went lo Wilfrid’s 
heart, and not to his only. Sir Philip 
Chisholm strode suddenly down the 
room, and fronted them with eyes that 
held a great sorrow and a great resolve.

Miss Carew, ’ said the grey haired 
soldier, whom Doris had called, not 
untruly a good and noble gentleman, 

alias Carew, I have come to bid you , 
good-bye. I love you too truly to sacrifice 
your life to mine. Yee.Doris.my darling '
1 know that you were willing. I know 
that yon would have kept your word and 
done your duty—and broken vour heart 
m doing it ! Do you think "l will let

yon do it, or that an old soldier shall be 
outdone in heroism by e girl I 1, to®, 
have e duty to perform, “d ^ “ V* 
set you free. I, too, have » watchword, 
and it is, like ypnts and bu— Noblesse 
oblige.’ "—Cassell’s Family Magazine.

▲ ■trees FeUewtag.
.Many diseases result from neglected 

constipation, snob as tick headache, bed 
blood, foul humors, heartburn, dizziness 
and general ill beeltb. From one'*o three 
bottles of Burdock Blood Bitters is 
guaranteed to earn constipation and all 
diseases caused by irregularity of the 
boWels. 2

Collision on Lake Huron, —The 
steambargee R. L Fryer and Oceanic» 
the former with coal and the latter with 
grain, collided off Feint aux Barques, 
Mich., on Monday moraing. The Oce
anic» was badly sprang, and was towed 
by the more fortunate Fryer into Sand 
Beach harbor.

■ere Bemarikauie Mill,
Found at last, what the true pablie 

has been looking for these many years 
and that ia a medicine which although 
but lately introduced, has made for 
itself a reputation second to none, the 
medicine is Johnson’s Tonic Bitters 
which in conjunction wjth Johnson’s 
Tonic Liver Pills has performed some 
most wonderful cures impure or im
poverished blood soon becomes purified 
and enriched. Billiouinesa, indigestion, 
sick headache, liver complaint, languor, 
weakness, etc., soon disappear when 
treated by these excellent tonic medi 
cinee. For Sale by Good, druggist, Al
bion block, Goderich, sole agent. fd

In Holland an unmarried womsn al 
ways takes the right arm of her escort 
and the married woman the left. At a 
church wedding the bride enters the ed
ifice on the right arm of the groom and 
goes ont on the left side of her husband

la Brier saw le the Pelai.

Dyspepsia is dreadful. Disordered 
liver is misery. Indigestion is a foe to 
gond nature.

The human digestive apparatus is one 
of the most complicated and wonderful 
things in existence. It is easily put out 
of order.

Greasy food, tough food, sloppy food, 
bad cookery, mental worry, lato hour», 
irregular habits, and many other tilings 
which ought not to be, have made the 
American people a nation of dyspeptics.

But Green's August Flower has done 
a wonderful work in reforming this sad 
business and making the American 
people so healthy that they can enjoy 
heir meals and be happy.

Remember :—No happiness without 
health. But Green’s August Flower 
brings health and happiness at the 
dyspeptic. Ask your druggist for a 
bottle. Seventy-five cents. eowly

DUNNS
BAKING
POWDER

THECOOK’S BEST FRIEND

Ckrewle
And Ml dieeaaea of the 
rim be euzed by the nee of Soott 
tion, as it contains the heeling 
Cod Liver Oil sod Hypophcphitee 
their fullest form. See what W, 
Muet, M. D., L B. 0. P„ vie.. Tret®, 
N. 8. «ays : “After three Jeers’ exper
ience I consider Soott’s Emulsion one of 
the very beat in the marks#. • Very ex- 
oellentin throat affections. Sold by 
ell druggists, 60s. end 11.00

Cleanse 
the System
_____—I wim test most i
DO
IT

NOW

meritlBS—PstnPS Celery 
compound. It parties tne

end regulates tee Uyers 
kldsejs, effectuante
mg tbe system or sUwErte

Paine’s 
Celery Compound

combines true nerve to "
' retiring thee

“ t have been troubled tor some years wttb a 
nnmplication of difficulties. Alter trying va
rious remedies and not finding tenet 1 tried 
Paine’s Oelery Compound. Before taktoer one 
full bottle the long troublesome eymptoms be- 
gan to subside, andlgm truly nay now, thar “
__ like a new man. Digestion
and I bave gained ten pounds In ________
6»ve commenced taking the Compound."

HonzsTDi Srxuuts, FelchTffle. TV 
em. ffixtorm sa AtDruggwtn. 

Wslia RicnASDSoit gODL,

Any one
CAN DYE
A Dress, or a Coat, 
Ribbons, Feathers, 
Yams, Rags,

a Coat, I 
athers, > 
> etc. I
ways SAVE !

Any Color

and In many other ways SAVE Money, and make 
things look like NEW, by uaiiw DIAMOND 
DYES. The work l* cut, simple, quick: the 
colors the BEST and FASTEST known. As* far 
DIAMOND DYES and take oo other.
for Gilding or Bronzing Fancy Articles USE

DIAMOND PAINTS, i
Ootd, BUvtr, avosss, Copper. Only in Cents.

A COOK BOOK
FREE

By mall to any lady sending ua;
her poet office address. 

Wells. Richardson * Oo., Heebml

Water Service & Repair
The undersigned is prepared 

o undertake the putting in of 
tWater Services in connection 
with the Town System toDwell- 
ings and other Buildings. Also

REPAIRS
To Steam Engines, Mills, Fac
tories and Machinery of all kind.

Prices reasonable. Satisfac
tion Guaranteed.

WILSON SALKELD.
220J.tr

Travelling iBuiôe.

GRAND TRUNK RAILWAY.
Trains arrive and depart at Goderich as fo lows :
__ •arrive.
Mail and Express........................
Mail............... ...........................
Mixed...........................................
Mixed................ ...............

Mail.........................
Mail hlxI E xpress Mixei................

DERA HT.

. 1.50 p.m. 
9-ôôp.m. 

11.00 a. ni.

• •. 7.00 a id
• 1.55 p.ir 
••.-4,05p m

vR. FOWLERS
•EXT: OF */ 
•WILD*

mWBERRYi
CURES

HOLER A:
noiera. MorbusOLrlC'tiÊv-

R AMPS

S
G

IARRHŒA
YSENTERY

AND ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS
and fluxes of the bowels
IT IS SAFE AND RELIABLE FOR 
-H1LDREN OR ADULTS.'

ealtijr <_
together with •
■able lino of____

» Sample». These • _
well u the watch, we eéeâ 
»V«e, and after yow hem kmj*

month* end shown them to tho*»thvm In jroor home for S 1_______
w,,u lw,,v titer become yoar own property. ThoseV.V'V onco..r“n "• eure of receivtajTtWWateh 

VVeJlar eiprene. freight, etc. Add ns» ’tULfloa l»., Box 8l2,por--- * — *ortlaad. M»la>,

Nasal balm
OsNSBKrca, Dixons r-.o., Onr 

May 11th, 1887.
My wife suffered for five years with 

that diet freeing disease, catarrh. Her 
case was one of the worst known in these 
parts. She tried all of the catarrh reme
dies I ever saw advertised, but they were 
of no use. I finally procured a bottle of 
Nasal Halm. She has used only one half 
of it, and now feels like a nc'w person. I 
feel it my duly to say that Nasal Balm 
'annot be TOO HIGHLY recommended 
for catarrh troubles, and am pleased to 
have all such sufferers know through its 
use they will recel re instant relief and 
CURE CHA8. MCGILL Farmer

2064

hat
some extract, 

will be seen that the < 
here changed greatly 
levy. The women, i 
gowns of osttoo end 
ipd in winter oi host

Aro the factors employed in the purchase of Goods from 
the best houses in the trade.

fenernI7erdict is that Munro is abreast of the 
times, and in all departments fully up to the mark Mv
increasing business is an evidence that my efforts to 
please one public are appreciated.

n * endeavor to keep almost everything us
ually found m a first-class house, the general publicmav
relyNotwitwngH-he C^rrecithinS in every Apartment 

Notwithstanding the advance on Silk Goods I will
Sforae? prices y0ns’ Surahs and Satin Merveillieux

j\ly Specialties foe the Season.
p- L*nen °°od® great variety, Laces and Edgings, 
Fine Hosiery and Gloves, and all the leading items m 
Smallwares, from Needles up. ë ms m
price^11 G0C(iS marked in Piain figures and strictly one

• ALEX. MUNRO,
v - Draper and Haberdasher

in the neck of their 
frill ol white dimity 

From early snmt 
drew on their hands 
wear long sleeves 
with fingerless hen 
“mitt” The sleeve 
the shoulder of the 
wars freshly washed 
week, they formed ■ 
addition to tbe eumn 

Each farm-wile mi 
hfonet, from ooen 
braids, for summer 
and quilted the he»? 
km hood" which kep 
tec. Jb favorite hrtu 

ig tbe old 
ilk

or old laahione. 
The children were 

their parents ; even 
wore the greet heave 
large enough in the 
until the boy was qui 

A curious habit pt 
old latmere who at 
when they grew tire 
sermon. They a too 
the pew door, and at 
the qiale, to rest and 
themselves.

One day Deacon 
stretch himself, but 
securely fastened, 
agatnet it, it gar, 
weight, end he 
of the aisle on his 
with a clatter thet 
sleepers.

The pulpit was v« 
end overhung by 
board. It wee re 
flight of steps, end 
by a window high u 
window served » do 
pulpit was so mall 
klder could not kne 
he wished to lead 
prayer,he turned his 
knelt in it, and rest 
window ledge behint 

As soon as tbe t 
Deacon Batche. >r 
very deaf, rose fret 
heavily down theAii
ad the pulpit step- 
enormous tin ear-tre 
through the long ee 
attentive, but moat 

The singers’ eat 
across the church, in 
two long rows, with 
hymn-books betwsei 
singers eat with thei 
while tbe woAen 
the leader struck 
gave the key, all etc 
bawled and song in 

*------------ —
V* ffien’t .1

Ron nc risk in be 
try the greet Kidoe 
tor, made by Dr. 
Chase's receipee. 
Core for all diseases 
neys, Stomach and 1 
druggists.

The distressing 
served in young gil 
in a great measure 
corpuscles in the 
this requires a medi 
these necessary littli 
and the best yet di 
Tonic Bitters. ' Pi. 
per bottle at Geode 
block, Goderich.

The Protestant C 
bee Council of Pub 
ed Prof Shaw’s moti< 
ment for the capital 
for it by the Jesuit

“They have a 
trict,” say» a well 
any other pill on 
the beat satisfaction 
hiloiouinees, infliges 
combined with Jobs 
Johnston’s Tonic 1 
form what no other 
before for sufferin 
25 cents per bottli 
and fll per bottle 
Druggist, Albion 
ager'

Iu the trial at Ch 
ordired a verdict |ol 
case of Todd Quirk 
murder of old man 
was found guilty 
banged.

Coaiwmg
To Tbs Edit, 

reader* that I h 
the above name, 
use thousands 
been permanent 
to lend two bet 
to any of youi 
gumption, if thi 

i and P. Ü.
wpeetful

Tbe man who wai 
Hawkins, of Hamill 
shown to'be James 
thy fanrer.whoee 
ville. He was 
had wandered away

a nig a
For summer comp 

I oan truly reconnue 
tract of Wild Strawt 
it in my family with 
would not be wlthon 
eni, Grimsby, Ont. 
ont it.

The Coroner's Jar 
•d the Dominion C 
to take measures t 

•the rock, and the 
gan, la alleged, too 
wnok.


