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nctfro-unldl. Maybe you are for gold;
maybe for silver. We want both, and we are
therefore anxious to exchange our all
Papea Window Bhades, Picture Frames,
Artists’ Materials, etc.,, for your gold and
gilver, anc we'll guarantee to give you the best
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“That 1 believe not. In the cold win-
one would have said of these flow-
‘They come no more.” But the
er goes away, and then, here they
Richard has been in the dead
—der schaduwe des deeds (in the
y of death.) Sometimes I thought
come back to me no more. But
m sure 1 shall see him again.”
rned sadly away. That night
not speak again. But he had
sistence which is usually asso-
with slow mnatures. He could
espair. He felt that he must g0
ily on, trying to move Kath«<nae
wvhat he really believed wus her
est interest. And he permitted
thing to discourage him for very
long. Dominie Van Linden was also
a prudent man. He had no intention
in his wooing to make haste and lose
epeed. As to Katherine’'s love troubles
he had not been left in ignorance of
them. A great many people had given
him such information as would enable
I:im to keep his own heart from the
wiles of the siren. He had, also, a
wide knowledge of books and life; and
in the light of this knowiledge he
thought he could understand her. But
the conclusion that he deliberately
came to was, that Katherine had car-
ed neither for Hyde nor Semple, and
that the mnpleasant termination of
their courtship had made her shv of
all lover-like attentions. He believed
that if he advanced cautiously to her
he might have the felicity of surpris-
ing and capturing her virgin affection.
And just about so far does any amount
of wisdom and experience help a man
in a love perplexity, because every
mortal woman is a’ different woman,
and no two can be wooed and won in
precisely the same way.

Amid all these different elements—
political, social and domestic—Nature
kept her own even, unvarying course.
The gardens grew every day fairer,
the air more soft and balmy, the sun-
shine warmer and more cherishing.
Katherine was not unhappy. As Hyde
grew stronger, he spent his hour in
writing long letters to his wife. He
told her every trivial event, he com-
mented on aill she told him. And her
!etters revealed to him a soul so pure,
€0 true, so loving, that he vowed “he
fell in love with her afresh every day
cf his life.”

Katherine’s communications reached
ter husband readily by the ordinary
post; Hyde’s had to be sent through
Mrs, Gordon. But it was evident from
the first that Katherine_could not call
there for them. Col. Gordon would
soon have objected to being made an
obvious participant in his nephew’s
clandestine correspondence, and Joris
would have declidedly interfered with
visits sure to cause wunpleasant re-
marks about his daughter. The medium
wvas found in the mantua maker, Miss
Pitts. Mrs. Gordon was her most
profitable customer, and Xatherine
went there for needles and threads
and such small wares as are constantly
needed in a household. And whenever
did so, Miss Pitts was sure to
remark, in an after-thought kind of
way, “Oh., T had nearly forgotten,
Here is a small parcel that Mrs.
Gordon desired me to present to you.”

One exquisite morning in May, Kath-
erine stood at an open window looking
across the garden and the river and
the green hills and meadows across
the stream. Her heart was full of
hope. Richard’'s recovery was so far
advanced that he had taken several
drives in the middle of the day. Al-
ways he had passed the Van Heems-
kirk’s house, and always Xatherine
had been waliting to rain down upon
his lifted face the infiuence of her most
bevritchirg beauty and her tenderest
smiles. She was thinking of the last
of those events; of Richard’s rapid ex-
hibition of a long folded paper, and
the singular and emphatic - waves
which he gave it towards the river.
ITis whole air and attitude had ex-
pressed delight and hope—could he
really mean that she was to meet him
again at their old trysting-place?

As thus she happily mused, someone
called her mother from the front hall
On fine mornings it was customary to
leave the door standing open, and the
visitor advanced to the foot of the
stairg and called once more: “Lysbet
Van Heemskirk! Ts there naebody in
to bid me welecome?” "Then Katherine
knew it was Madame Semple, and she

che

miss.

ran to her mother’s room and begged |

E:ller
Herrin’

Wha'll buy Caller Herrin’,

They’re bonny fish and halsome fairin’;
Wha'll buy Herrin’

New drawn frae the Forth ?

When ye were sleepin’ on your pillows
Dream’d ye ought o’ our poor fellows
Darkling as they faced the billows

A’ to fill the woven willows ?

100 PER TIN, OR
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0gera, S¢tndrel & Go

1690 Dundas Street.
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her positive rejection of his suit. For
her sake she herself had been made
to suffer mortification and disappoint-
ment. She had lost her friends in a
way which deprived her of all the
fruits of her kindness. The Gordons
thought Neil had transgressed all the
laws of hospitality. The Semples had
a similar charge to make. And it pro-
voked Madame Semple that Mrs, Gor-
don continued her friendship with
Katherine. Everyone else blamed
Katherine altogether in the matter;
Mrs. Gordon had defied the use and
wont of society on such occasions, and
thrown the whole blame on Neil
Somehow, in her secret heart, she even
blamed Lysbet a little. “Ever since I
told her there wgs an earldom in the
family, she’s been daft to push her
daughter into it,” was her frequent
remark to the Elder; and he also re-
flected that the proposed alliance of
Neil and Katherine had been received
with coolness by Joris and Lysbet. “It
was the soldier, or the dominie, either
o’ them, before our Neil”; and though
there was no apparent diminution of
friendship, Semple and his wife fre-
quently had a little private grumble
at their own firesides.

And towards Neil, Joris had also a
secret feeling of resentment. He had
taken mo pains to woo Katherine until
someone else wanted her. It was uni-
versally conceded that he had been the
first to draw his sword, and thus in-
dulge his own temper at the expense
of their child’s good name and happi-
ness. Taking these faults as rudi-
mentary ones, Lysbet could enlarge on
them indefinitely, and Joris had un-
doubtedly been influenced by his wife’s
opinions. So, below the smiles and kind
words of a long friendship, there was
bitterness. If there had mnot been,
Janet Semple would hardly have paid
that morning visit; for before Lysbet
was half-way down the stairs, Kath-
erine heard her call out:

“Here’s a bonnie come of! But it is
what a’ folks expect. The Dauntless
sailed the morn, and Capt. Earle wi’ a
contingent for the West Indies station.
And who wi’ him, guess you, but
Capt. Hyde, and no less. They say he
has a furlough in his pocket for a
twelvemonth; more like it’s a clean,
total dismissal. The gude ken it ought
to be!”

So much Katherine had heard; then
her mother shut to the door of the
sitting-room. A great fear made her
turn faint and sick. Were her father’s
words true? Was this the meaning of
the mysterious wave of the folded pa-
per towards the ocean? The suspicion
once entertained, she remembered sev-
eral little things which strengthened
it. Her heart failed her; she uttered
a low cry of pain, and tottered to a
chair lMke one wounded.

It was then 10 o’clock. She thought
the noon hour would mnever come.
Eagerly she watched for Bram and her
father; for any certainty would be bet-
ter than such cruel fear and suspense.
And if Richard had really gone, the
fact would be known to them. Bram
came first. For once she felt impa-
tient of his political enthusiasm. How
could she care about liberty, poles,
and impressed fishermen with such a
real terror at her heart? DBut Bram
said nothing—only, as he went out, she
caught him looking at her with such
pitiful eyes. “What did he mean?”
She turned coward then, and could
not voice the question. Joris was ten-
derly explicit. He said to her at once:
“The Dauntless sailed this morning.
Oh, my little one, sorry I am for thee.”

“Is he gone?’ <Very low and slow
were the words, and Joris only an-
swered, “Yes.”

Without any further question or re-
mark, she went away. They were
amazed at her caimness. And for some
minutes after she had locked the door
of her room she stood still in the mid-
dle of the floor, more like one that has
forgotten something, and is trying to
remember, than a woman who has re-
celved a blow upon her heart. No
tears came to her eyes. She did not
think of weeping, or reproaching, or
lamenting. The only questions she
asked herself were: “How am I to get
life over? Will such suffering kill me
very soon?”

Joris and Lysbet talked it over to-
gether. ‘“Cohen told me,” said Joris,
“that Capt. Hyde called to bid him
good-bye. He said: ‘He is a very
honorable young man, a very grateful
yvoung man, and I rejoice that I was
helpful in saving his life” Then I
asked him in what ship he was to sail,
and he said the Dauntless. She left
her moorings between 9 and 10. She
carries troops to Kingston; Capt. Earle
in command; and I hear that Capt.
Hyde has a year’s furlough.”

Lysbet drew her lips tight and said
nothing. The last shadow of her own
dream had departed also. But it was
of her child she thought. At that hour
she hated Hyde, and after Joris had
gone she said in low, angry tones, over
and over, as she folded the freshly-
ironed 1linen: “I wish that Neil had
killed him!” About 2 o’clock she went
to Katherine. The girl opened the
door at once to her. There was notls-
ing to be said, no hope to offer. Joris
had seen Hyde embark; he had heard
Mrs. Gordon and and the colonel bid
him farewell. Several of his brother
officers, also, and the privates of his
own troop had been on the deck to see
him sail. His departure was beyond
dispute.

(To be Continued.)

THE FALL FAIRS.

Nortkern Fair, Ailsa Craig...........Sept. 20-30
Forest Union, Forest............. «s..Sept. 29-30
Bruce Cen'er, Paisley....s...... >
Dereham, Tilsonburg P
Mitchell, Mitchell. ............. Ve deiak Sept. 29-30
Mosa and Ekfrid, Glencoe Seat. 29-30
Peninsular, Chatham...... AL R Sept. 29-Oct. L
Westminster, Lambeth .. Oct.1
Embro. Embro .

East Kent Agricultural Soci

W. Elgin, Wallacetown.

N. Perth. Stratford..

North Dorchester

Parkhill and Wes* Williamas..

E. Algoma, Sault Ste. Marie

Broocke and Alvinston, Alvington......

W. Nissouri, Thorndale.......... Sidas s Oct. 8
Blansh=ard, Kirkton

N. Norwich, Norwich

Drumbo, Drumbo...............
Ashfield and West Wawanosh

Delaware

Muncey, Tecumseh Agr. ¥x
Highgate....... D v e Bl bibe vees v 0
Burfolk, Burford

Moraviantown....... .....

W. York, Woodbridge

This list will be added to as the dates of
other shows are received from secretaries,

Feed the Nerves

Upon pure,rich blood and you need not
fear nervous prostration. Nerves are
weak when they are improperly and
insufficiently nourished. Pure blood
is their proper food, and pure blood
comes by taking Hood’s Sarsaparilla,
which is thus the greatest and best
nerve tonic. It also builds up the
whole system.

HOOD’'S PILLS are the favorite fam-
{ly cathartic, easy to take, easy to
operate,
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Talmage Preaches a Sermod
From an Obscure Text.
U RS
What the Gate of Carbuncles Typifies —
Obstructions in the Paths of Chris-
tians to be Pushed Aside.

Dr.

Washington, D: C., Sept. 28.—From
a neglected text, and one to most peo-
ple unknown, Rev. Dr, Talmage Yes-
terday morning produced a sermon ap-
propriate to individual and national
circumstances. The subject szxst
“Gates of Carbuncle,” the text being
Isaiah, liv., 12: “And I will snake thy
windows of agates, and thy gates of
carbuncles.” -

Perhaps because a human disease
of most painful and ofttimes fatal
character is named after it, the
church and the world have neVP:‘I‘
done justice to that intense and all-
suggestive preclous stone, the car-
buncle. -

This precious stone is found in the
East Indies, in color is an intense
scarlet, and held up between Yyour
eye and the sun it is a burning coal.
The poet puts it into nrhythm as he
writes:

“Like to the burning coal
comes its name;

Among the Greeks as Anthrax knowmn
to fame.”

whence

God sets it high up in Bible orystal-
lography. He cuts it with a divine
chisel, shapes it -with a precise
geometry, and kindles its fire into an
almost supernatural flame of beauty.
As if to make all ages appreciate this
precious stone he ordered it ..’ ‘n the
first row of the high priest’s breast-
plate in olden #time, and higher up
than the onyx and the emerald and
the diamond, and in Egzekiel’s prophe-
cies concerning the splendors of the
Tyrian court, the carbuncle is men-
tioned, the brilliancies of the walls
and of the tessellated floors suggest-
ed by the Bible sentence, ‘“‘Thou hast
walked up and down in the midst of
the stones of fire.” But in my text it
is mot a solitary specimen that I
hand you, as the keeper of a museum
might take down from the shelf a
precious stone and allow you to ex-
amine it. Nor is #t the panel of a
door that you might stand and study
for its unique carvings or bronzed
traceries, but there 1s a whole gate
of it lifted before our admiring and
astounded vision, aye! two gates of
it, aye! many gates of it: “I will
make thy gates of carbuncles.” What
gates? Gates of the church. Gates
of anything worth possessing. Gates
of sucoessful enterprise. Gates of
salvation. And do you think that Isa-
iah in my text merely happened to re-
present the gates as red gates, as car-
mine gates, as gates of carbuncle?
No. He means that it is through
atonement, through blood-red struggle,
through agonies we get into anything
worth getting into.Heaven’s gates may
well be made of pearl, a bright, pel-
lucid, cheerful crystallization, because
all the struggles are over and there is
beyond those gates nothing but rap-
tures and eantiata and triumphal pro-
cession and everlasting holiday and
kiss of reunion, and so the twelve
gates are twelve pearls, and could be
nothing else than pearls. But Christ
hoisted the gates of pardon in is
own blood, and the marks of eight
fingers and two thumbs are on each
gate, and as he lifted the gate it
leaned agalnst his forehead and took
from it a crimson impress, and aill
those gates are deeply dyed, and
Jsaiah was right when he spoke of
those gates as @ates of carbundle.
What an odd ¢thing it 1s, think
some, this ddea of vicarious suffering
or suffering for others. Not at all
The world has seen vicarious suffer-
ing millions of times before Christ
came and demonstrated it on a scale
that eclipsed all that went before and
all that shall come after. When this
summer  the twe trains crash-
ed into each other near At-
lantic (Clity, among the fonty-seven
who lost their lives, the engineer was
found dead with one hand on the
throttle of the locomotive and the
other on the brake. Aye! there are
hundreds here today suffering for
others. You know and God knows
that it is viearious sacrifice. To open
a way for us sinfu! men and sinful
women into glorious pardon and high
hope and external exultation, Christ,
with hand dripping with the rush of
opened arteries, swung back the gate,
and, behold, it is a red gate, a gate
of deepest hue, a gate of carbuncle.

What is true in spirituals is true in
temporals. There are young men and
older men who hope, through the
right settlement of this acrid contro-
versy between silver and gold, or th
bimetallic quarrel, that it will bo
come easy to make a living. That
time will never come. TUnless they
got it by inheritance, you cannot men-
tion twenty men who have come to
honorable fortune that did mnot fight
their way inch by inch, and against
fearful odds, that again and again al-
most destroyed them. For some good
reason God has arranged it for all the
centuries that the only way for most
people to get a livelihood for them-
selves and their families is with both
hands and all their allied forces of
body, mind, and soul to push back
and push open the red gate, the gate
of carbuncle.

What is true of individuals is true
of mations. Was it a mild spring
morning when the Pilgrim Fathers
landed on Plymouth Rock, and did
they come in a gilded yacht, gay
streamers flying? No. It was a cold
December, and from a ship in which
one would not want to cross the Hud-
son or the Potomac River. Scalping-
knives all ready to receive them,
they landed, their only welcome the
Indian war-whoop. Red men on the
beach. Red men in the forest. Red
men on the mountains. Red men in
the valleys. Tiving gates of red men,
Gates of carbuncles!

This country has been for
part of its history passing through
crises, and after each crisis was bet-
ter off than before it entered it, and
now we are at another erisis. During
the last six presidential elections I
have been urged to enter the political
arena, but I never have and never
will turn the pulpit in which I speak
into a political stump. All the political
harangues from pulpits from now un-
til the 3rd of November will not in
all the United States change one vote,
but will leave many ears stopped
against anythyng that such clergymen
may utter the r'est of their lives. God
says distinctly in the Bible: *“The
silver and the gold are mine,” and he
will settle the controversy between
those two metals. If ever this coun-
try needed the Divine rescue it meeds
it now. Never within my memory
have so many people literally starved
to death as in the past few months.
There is not a day that we do mot
hear the crash of some great commer-
cial establishment, and as a conse-
quence many people are thrown out
of emplovment. There are millions of
people who do not want charity, but
want work. The cry has gone up to
the ears of the “Lord of * and

the most

relief . will never

elected to the Presidency, ¢
of Govemmqg;t_um 0. y, and a
caucus in yonder white bullding on
the hill might tie the hands of any
President. =

But we must admit it is a hard
gate to push back. It is a gate made
out of empty flour barrels, and cold
fire grates, and worn eut apparel, and
cheerless ‘"homes, and unmedicated
sickness, and ghastliness, and horror.
It Is a gate of struggle. A gate of
penury. A gate of want. A gate of
disappointment. A red gate, or what
Isaiah would have called a gate of
carbuncles.

Now, as I have already suggested,
as these are obstacles in all our
paths, we will be happier if we con-
sent 'to have our life a struggle. I do
not know any one to whom it is not
a struggle. Louis the fourteenth
thought he had everything fixed just
right and fixed to stay, and so he had
the great clock at Bordeaux made.
The hours of that clock were struck
by flgures in bronze representing the
kings of Europe,- and at a certain
time of day, Willlam the Third of
England and other kings were made
to come out and bow to Louis the
Fourteenth. But the clock got out of
order one day and just the opposite
of what was expected occurred,as the
clock struck a eertain hour Louis the
Fourteenth was thrown to the feet
of William the Third. And . so the
clock of destiny brings many sur-
prises and those go down that you
expected to stand, and at the foot of
disaster most regal conditions tumble,
In all styles of life there come disap-
pointment and struggle. God has for
some good reason arranged it so. If
it is not poverty, it is sickness. If it
is not sickness, it is persecution. If
it is not persecution, it is contest with
some evil appetite. If it is pot some
evil appetite, it is bereavement. If it
is not one thing, it is another. Do not
get soured and cross and think wour
case is peculiar. If our life were not
a struggle we would mever consent
to get out of thig world, and we would
want to stay here, and go bloeck up the
way of the advancing generations. We
have in this weorld more opportunity
to cultivate patience than to cultivate
any other grace. Let that grace be
strengthened in the royal gymnasium
of obstacle and opposition, and by the
help of God, having overcome our own
hindrances and worriments, let us go
forth to ‘help others whose struggles
are greater than our own.

Mark well and underscore with
heavy dashes of the pen the order of
the gates. Gate of carbuncle before
gate of pearl. Isaiah the Prince saw
the one gate centuries before St. John
the Exile saw the other. The one you
must push open. The other stands
open. Gate of a Savior’s atonement
before the gate of Divine pardon.
Gate of poverty before gate of afilu-
ence. Gate of earthly trial before gate
of heavenly satisfaction. Through
much tribulation you enter the king-
dom of God if you ever enter it at
all. But heaven will not be so much
of a heaven to those who had every-
thing in this world. But when those
who had a hard push with the red
gate of my text, the gate of carbuncle,
come to the gate of pearl and find
it wide open, they will say: “Why,
how strange, this is.” This is the first
gate of valuable entrance in 40 years
that I have found open.” And the
welcoming angel will say to some
Christian mother who reared & large
family of children, and prepared them
for usefulness and heaven, ‘“Go where
you please and sit down on what vel-
vet bank or cushioned throne you may
prefer.” And I hear the newly-ar-
rived soul saying, “Oh, my! What a
good thing it is to rest. I was so tired.
I was tired for 40 years. Amgel, tell
me, is this an unbroken rest? Can it
be that there are no sick children to
take care of? My head was so tired,
planning for the household on small
means, my eyes were so tired with
sewing and knitting, my back ached
with doing work that made me stoop
for so many hours. There was noth-
ing in the universe I so much needed
as rest. Now 1 have it. Blessed
Jesus! Blessed heaven! Blessed
rest!”

My hearers, it will be a great heav-
en for all who get through, but the
best heaven for those who had on
earth mothing but struggle. Blessed
all those who, before they entered the
gate of pearl, passed through the
gate of carbuncle!

Mellin’s'
Food

«I have a fine baby boy
eight months old who has
never had any artificial food
except MELLIN'S FOOD. He
is a perfect picture of health
and is cutting teeth without
any trouble. MELLIN'S FOOD
agrees with him splendidly. I
can change from one milk to
the other without bad results.
My sister drinks MELLIN'S
FOOD in hot water and milk
for dyspepsia and finds it very
nourishing and that it agrees
with her better than anything
she eats.” .

Mrs. Ira L. Perkins,
525 E. Main 8t.,
Jackson, Tenn.
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Write to us and we will send you a
sample of Mellin's Food or our book
“The Care and Feeding of Infants,”
free of charge.

DOLIBER-GOODALE COMPANY
BOSTON, MASS.

YOUR SAFEGUARD

See the words on every
packet. . . o .

“SALADA

CEYLON TEA

NEVER DISAPPOINTS THE MOST
FASTIDIOUS TASTES.

Sold in Lead Packets Omly. Black
and Mixed. All Grocers.
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Surround the Death of Robert Carpenter's
Hagessville, :Ont, Sept. M. —
is much excitémes

e

edge of the Indian reservation, about
two miles from Hagersville. Coroner
Heath, of Brantford, with & jury, is
holding an finguest on 'the body of
Qarpenter’s wife, who was found dead
on Thursday morning, amid circum-
stances wihich look suspicious. Carpen-
ter -is’ livin -on ‘a wTented farm
on Indian land. He was mar-
ried last month +¢o0 a Hagers-
ville girl, nmamed Lilla Winkworth,
who was about 22 years of age. They
did not seem te get along well to-
gether. He #s said to have a violent
temper and a bad tongue. Witnesses
swear thea't they heard them quarrel-
ing on Wednesday, in the morning
and at noon. About 3 in the afier-
moon Canpenter drove to Hagersville,
o 'the house of his cousin, Mrs. Giles,
wihere the wremained for some time,
Mirs. Giles accompanying him. On ar-
rival they found Mrs. Carpenter dead
in bed. Carpenter called in Dr. Mc-
Donald, of Hagerswile, who believes
that the woman hiad been dead some
hours before his arrival. Next day
(Thursday) Carpenter decided to have
the burial, and asked Mr. J. H. Scott
at the registry office for a burial per-
mit. “Phis was refused, unless Dr.
MaDonald would give his centificate.
Carpenter went away, but returned,
saying that fhe had obtained wverbal
consent of the doctor to the burial.
and 'the registrar then granted the per-
miit, He, however, learned, afterwards
from Dr. McDonald that Carpenter’s
statement was untrue; that the doctor
theld that 'the circumstances looked
suspicious, and that he could not give
the burial certificate. The registrar
withdrew the burial permit, and tele-
graphed Coroner Heath, of Brantford,
who ordered an inquest, which is not
yet filnished. The most mortem was
theld by Dr. Jones, of Hagersville. He
repor'ts ithat ithere rwas no organic
disease, and believes death may
have resulted from the wounds found
in several places on the head and
body, mentioning ‘the particularly ex-
tensive bruises on 'the right and left
temples, and a severe indentation
above the crest of the fileum of an
inch and a half, which must have
been caused by a kick. Mrs. Carpenter
was buried in Springvale Cemetery on
Saturday. It is reported that Carpen-
ter had a wife living in Brantford.
‘Carpenter hes been arrested.

e ———
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Fof the successful Tr_eatment ol
all Diseases of the Kidneys and

Urinary Organs,

Kidn

Bright's Disease, Diabetes and
Paralysis, and all forms ol
Blood Poisoning.

Pills.

These Plils are put up in large weeden
bog at 50 cents. Sozd by:ul; limgl;t:‘ ::.d
Dealers—never by count or in bu
grlféi' e rome. than DODE'S KIDNEY

The Dodd’s Medioine Co., Toronto,

Gentlemen—A new medicine , called
Dodd’s Kidney Pills has been recommend.
ed to me by my physician, and, by his
advice, I send one dollar,the price of twc
boxes. Please send them without delay.

Yours truly, ANDREW FILKINS
Ganton. M Pherson Co., Kansas.

DETECTIVE AGENCY —McKinnon's In
ternational D tective Agemcy and
Bureau of Inquiry and Investigation

Mall'e gnd female experts only engaged and
supplied.
orrespondents in all the leading cities in
Canada, United States and Europe. All busi-
ness and correspondence strictly confidential.

Weinvestigate every class of Criminal, Com-
mercial or Civil Work, including Murders,
Thefts, Burglaries, Incendiarism, Forgery,
Frauds, Blackmailing, Threatening and Anony-
mous Letters; Locate Lost or Absent Relatives,
Friends or Heirs; Discover Anpsconding
Debtors; Secure Possession of Stolen Property,
and employ special machinery to capture
Fugitive Criminals liable to extradition.

All employes of this agency are provided
with credentials.

Hugh McKinnon, Gen. Superintendent
Hamilton, Ontario, Canada,
Offices, 17 Main St., East. Residence, 21 Bg]d St
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Guns Repaired

RAZORS, ETC.,, SHARPENED
AND STENCIL CUTTING.

W. J. MARSHALL,
397 (larence St., Duffield Block. Phons 44')0.
ywWw

“Lifebaoy” Soap wrappers,
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PICTURES FOR . . . .

Sunignt » Soap « Wrappers

A pretty Colored Picture for every 12 “Sunlight” or every 6
These pictures are well worth getting.

——

ADDRESS

LEVER BROS,, Ltd,

23 Scott Street
Toronto.
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their deadly work.
light and medium weight Woolen Under-
wear is unsurpassed. Just the right

thing to protect the body without tax-
ing the purse.

GRAHAM BROS.

LONDON’S FURNISHERS AND HATTERS.
P. 8.—8ole Azents for the Health Underwear.

Sudden changes of temperature, sud-

den changes of health, and—

Better not wait for chills to get in
Our fine stock of

ington Bieyeles

1806 NEW MODELS

Light Roadsters
Ladies’ Racers,
Tandem-==

Boys’ and Girls’,

BEAUTY, STRENGTH, LIGHTNENS AND DURABILITY.

The new 1896 MODELS are elegant in appearance, remarkable for simplicity of construe-
tion, have the greatest structural strength combined with lightness of material. We guar-
antee ease, speed and durability, under prolonged and incessant use. FINEST WHEEL
IN THE WORLD. Write for Remington Art Catalogue.

BOWMAN,

P —

KENNEDY & CO

WHOLESALE
*Y AGENTS,

London, Ont

—

Buch should be the Shos-—<cra-

ated to proteoct it from the rough

;Toads of life, But many feet to-

'day ero elaves t0o the ahoe, be« a
cause their owners will not -~

consult their feet, wwhen buying footwear. Here
18 & shoe would give a springy foot-step even to old
ags, because in the bullding of the scle no peg orstitch
under the foot destroys its elasticitz;. 1% is a foot.
conforming ehoe, and every variely of fost has bheen
considered in i{is construction. Gcodyear welt pro-
cess—Sams as hand-made, at half the prica. Stampad
on the eols $3.00, $4.00, §5.00 per pal>

The Slater Shoe (tor Meu)




