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BECAUSE

Of its Absolute Purity and Delicious Flavor

CEYLCN GREEN TEA
Is Rapidly TaKing the Place of Japan.

LEAD PACKETS ONLY. 25¢, 30c, 40c, 50c and 60c per Ib. AT ALL GR
HIGHEST AWARD ST. LOUIS, 1904.
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3y. “Mark
told me he w

I went;

I eannot listen,” €he

vou did it, did you not? He
and

you

as to meet you there,

and when 1 there,
were and—— 1
They knew |
not tell them
first! But
ehould
The hur:
mords died
Trested on his face
“My
terrible m
hnpressive]
nocent of what
that nig
not harm
on nim
EO. |
must believe
‘“Yes,
Ing heay
“J D¢
Noi
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sone never told,

had been out, but I did
why—I would have died
you must go, Mark, lest they
and
broken,
her great
in

sispect
ied, disconnected
wild eyes
inquiry.

here has Leen
caid gently, but
I am entirely in-
suppose. I met him
imagine, but I did
not lay a finger
was tempted to do
Jaripara.

my dearest.”

awa
muie
darling,

stake,” he

him did

sorely ¢« 1

will swear that,
3 me,

lean-

table,

she murmured feebly,

1y upon the little deal

ieve you, Mark. 1 kinow
And
her h
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and yet

from

speak falsely
She
forehead
then in
went ¢
tein
B’Iid
noining;
would
You wonid
never faile

“I will
ling
striking him as
en words
which
“Dear, vou

‘Yes,”
BO strange. |
as dark as that nignt was! 1
and I touched hi face. 1t
fce—and I was frightened; and then—
oh, Mark, do forgive me_ ] thought
Ycu bad killed him!'™”

“My poor Barbara,”
huskily.

“I did not know
only one thought—to hide my
until you could get away. Are
very angry with e, Mark? 1
it was an acc ident, but—-"

“Dear, try to forget it.
right soon.”

“Forget it!” with a dreadful. mirth-|
less laugh. “Forget it! Oh, Mark, how
can 1? I shall never forget it! I saw it

vet

- pushed air

with e wild gesture,

a hoarse trembling iiee she |

in kroken disjeinted s«

cold |

e
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es. ] It Wi
that 1
told
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went 1S vVery

yld see

cut

dark 0 dark
that
thought

had |

but he had 1€ you

ineet hiim there,

help me, yon

not fail you now 3y dar-|

he murmured, a sudden

he listened to the
at the

blindly

and lcoked

stared =o pefore

trust me, do not?”’

whizpered.

You
“But it
understand.
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cannot
went out

S was
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All
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like !

1 calm,
secret |
| to trust

even in that great glittering ballroom. |

I had changed my dress very quickly
—and I danced until late, hoping to
shut out the sight, to tire myself
that T could sleep; but all through the
night I heard

gome voice

SO |

whispering |

that vou had done it; and all 1 thought |

it secret until

of was to
were safe

keep
away.

you

I never thought they |

would suspect mey I never thought they |

and,

everything

evidence;
forgot all,
Mark.”
darling—hush!”
tell My

would want my
they told me., 1
but vour danger,
“My child, my
“*Oh, let me 1d
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whein |
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aching and throbting o, it is a relief |

dear; half

was

to tell you, it takes away

the pain. 1T frightened at

when they brought me here, and for a

long time all was cold and dark-

In the darkness 1 saw it I alwayvs see

it. It is'Fe-e—it is here, even now!”
-

“Barbara,” the young man
he caught the trembling,
girl in his arms, *‘there is nothing
-—there ro one here put
yoursealf, dear!”

“No one but Mark,” she
mured as she let her head sink ag

cried, as
struggling
hae-e
is me, €1
you, mur-

¢

rinst

first, |
{ "Who said

but|

| nition in
pliced he

I might,’

| pitiful

| long five weeks of

OCERS |

seemed to stand between her and |
happiness? Could it be that, not know- |
ing what she did, she had wandered |
out into the might and chot the man|
who had taunted and oppres-ed her'.’l
Could it be that unwiliinzly, in a par- |
oxysm of despair, had silenced |
her enemy forever? Such ;\'Lmnge;
things did happen—and she was <o \m—:
happy! I

|

|

she

He knew little of the proceedings at
the inquest, but he guessed that the
evidence against his father's adopted |
daughter must have been strong, or ué
jury would not have accused her of|
such a crime. Had the poor thum)_v!
girl, maddened at the tyranny which
darkened her life, and driven to des- |
peration, sought terrible a freedom
from it? If so, the deed had been done
in a moment of frenzy, when she was
for her actions.

The unhapy herself, staring
him with a fixed gaze, was
confused to remember anything of
The last few days were all|

in a terrible confusion in her

brain—a confusion she endea- |

vered vainly to clear away. The play, |
the ball, the murder, the inquest, were
all inextricably mixed up, and the |
which she had observed in NC\\'-1
miserable eyes had taken root in |
digordered mind, until a dread of |
wn guilt wrapped her round and |
tortured the overw rought brain to the |
ver Newell tried to |
shuddering crea-
into but she shrunk |
hiin, both hands to |
keep him off as she leaned against the |
wall, her wild with fear and an- |
guish.

“Do

SO

at |
too [
the

girl

‘.\”(l,

past.
merged

clouded

fear
ell's
he:
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madness.
trembling,
his

ge of
take the
ture arms,
from holding out
eves
not touch me.”
“do net! I am
I am— Oh, Mark, can

she cried excit- |
not fit to touch!
it be true that |

i T killed him? 1 did not mean to do so. |
- | you

know, I do not remember any-
thing about it, cnly that I found him
there. How did I do it? How did I do
it? Ah, do not touch me! Think
what T am—what I am!”’ and she sunk |
down upon her kn €S, wringing her
hands wildly.

“‘Bartara, try to ] N 1o me,”” the
Young man said gently, anxious only Lo |
soothe her, lest her wild words should |
strengthen the case against her, “Be
not take your hands

I will not hurt you, dear.l'ry
me, try to tell me all.”
shook her head drearily; her
unnatural passion ceemed to be dying
out, and now, wbcn he went to her, |
and took her han&s in his, she did not |
attempt to resist

“Do vou remember
night. Barhara?”
made ycu go

“1 went tn

of |

dear; do

from me.

She

him.
nothing of that
he asked her. “What |
cut into the grounds?”
¥our.”’ she answered, |
huskily, with lettle pettish move- !
ment, if woula release her
bhands from his clasp.
“Yes, T know, dear,
the pistol with vou
“What pisto1?”
“The  pistol
shot.”
“I bhad no she answered, |
raising one_ bhand to her head with a
little gesture, and a gleam of
dawned Newell’s  despairing |

sze
a

as she
bBut did you take
then?”
asked

which

she faintly.

with he was

pistol,”

hope

heart.
“T'hen, child,

have killed him?”
“Kiiled him?”

in

deare how could vyau
she repeated vaguely. |
I killed him?”

The litle hands he held were burn-
ing with fever, there was barely recog-
€r eyes as they met his. He

upon a chair.
darling, try to tell me
he whispered tenderly,

1
n
r

“My of that

holding

. her in his strong arme,

his shoulder and closed her eyes for a!

moment—"“only you? Are you come to
take me away from he:re?”’ she
languidly. “I do not
feel stifled here. Theyv lock the
you know, and I cannot get out.
night I wanted to get out, but—

door,

I do

Last |

asked

like this place. I!

.
|
i
r

not remember clearly My head aches|

0.
I vever had this pain when I was with
you!”

Her voice had died away to the faint-
est whisper; she leaned hea vily against
him, and his arm surported her ten-
derly. For some minutes they stood
thus; then, with a sudden fear, s
raised her head.

“Mark!” &he
voice.

“What is it, dear? What is it. my
child?”’ he said soothingly, although his
own alarm deepened as he met
gaze, which had no consciousness in it
but wild with unreisoaing terror.

“Mark, do vou think that night that
I—that I-—— Oh, heaven!” disen-

said in a muffled

She

Mark, can ycu do nothing for it?;

i
|
|

F

{ wandered slowly round t
her!

| A soft light was burning

|

gaged herself from his arm and faced |

h“(rk of
“I was mad,”

him with a dreadful
and incredulous despair.

anguish |

she murmured, “mad with misery, but |
not mad enough for that! Yet T had so!
often wished him dead—he had been .\'ui"

Mark, tell me, if you have any
that I did not—I did not

cruel.
pity,
him!”

Kill |
| and

She had put his own fear into words '

—the fear which had haunted him for
the last few minutes; the fear
Jooked at her out of his haggard eyes:

which

meeting them, she staggered back from !

him and fell heavily against the wall.
For a time there was silence. The

. ™
sun was shining again, and a long pale

streak of light lay on the stone pave-
ment  between them; acroas it thev
gazed at each other, dumb and ma-
tionless, while a great horror held them
both in its chain.

Could it be, he wondered, that in a
mom2nt of delirfum, ¢f madness per-
haps, she bhad tak:n the life which

—

“The Perfect Food” .
ho offers you something
ﬁmea‘.m ::;d"' has no regard for your,
Wment or your health. It's delicious.
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*
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“Y have
pausing
faintnes
cre2ping
cold,

told
between

you,” she
eich word
and exhaustion which were
over Fer. “It was dark and !
it Mark—ah"”—with
low, shuddering ery; and she

in his arms the door
opened—*“don't them take me from
you, Mark—don’'t let them §

Her voice died awav in an inarticu-
late murmur, her hexd fell back upon
his choulder, with her face upturned, |
and sight and sense and consciousness
all faded in a merciful insensibility,

murmured, |
in the

as is now.
a swift,
cowered as

lot
et

CHAPTER XXXVI.

Barbara's eves had clozed to all
ward thines in the tare little room ut?
the police ation in Aq inzton; but
when, after a long period of insensi- |
bility, she opened them again, her lan-
guid gaze rested on the silken htvngings‘j
of Ler bed at Elsdale Castle, and then |

he room.

The winter day was at its close;out-
side the dusk was deepening into night,
in the pretty
a fire glowed in the
grate, and near the shaded lamp a lady |
sat busy with some fancy neadle work, |
and Barbara's lan~uid ey:ss siw only |
the soft filmy lace of her head-dress. |
The girl lay dreamily watching her, |
until she raised her he:d and saw the |
great hollow eves, looking so painfully |
large in the worn, pallid fac2, open and |
fixed upon her. She nut down her work |
hurried the bted=ide and bent
over the re:umbent girl.

“You Eknow Barbara?”
gentle voice said, with g very per- |
ceptible tremor in its tones; and a |
faint wondering gleam crept into the |
dark eyves. *‘No. don't try to talk,” |
went on the kindly tremulous voice,
“Just drink this. dear. and €0 to sleep
again, and s’e2p as long as ever you
can,”’

She raised the pretiy cropped head
upon her arm, and beld a draught to
the lirs which were beginning to
quiver, and Barbara, too weak for re-
sistance, swallowed its obedientiy, and
as obediently sunk to sleep again, a
sweet dreamless sleep which brought
healing and strength with it. Having
watched her long enough to know that
the slumber was the natural sleep
they longed for, and not the swoon
they dreaded, the lady went softly to
the door and whispered a few words
to an anxious watcher there, which

’

out- |

st

fragrant room,

to

me, a low,

| bed; and then it seemed

i do not suffer now,

| tendant

| return

| No strencoth; she lay with closed
| upon her
| mute

| retard the re-overy for which they <o

| drifting away in spite of all our care.”

| & new vear had begun
i weeks of darkness and oblivion,

| the quiet room
| bringing a

I bound

j via the steamship Manitoba from Mon-
| treal.

| and

1
| loud-voiced and self-appointed

| 8oing loiterers from East London, The! lauds, which occupy the hour from &

| immigrants

the farmers whom

| busy days.

| this

terable thankfulness.

And then she came back and re-
sumed the work she had thrown aside,
a regtful lcok on her kindly face re-
placing the anxious expression which
had teen habitual there durirg the;
oblivion which had
been granted te -Parbara Hatton —)
weeks durinz which these who loved |
her had mourned her aimost as dead. |

When the languid lids were raised |
again, the dawn of the following dayf
was brewking in the eastern sky, the|
fire was burning brightly, the lamp |
was carefully shaded. Mrs. Fairfax, |
her white cap and Kkerchief as care- |
fully arranged as if she had just left |
her rgom instead of having passed al
long, anxious night, was seated by thef
as if the kind- |
Iy old face melted away, to be re-|
placed in a moment by the other kind- |
ly tender face on which Barbara’s eyes
first rested.

“Goody!” the girl said,
her voice was very faint,
audible,

“Yesg,
sleep.”

“Am I at Rose Cottage?” asked the |
faint low tones, while the dark eyesi
wandered fe=bly arcund the rcom.

“No, dear,” Mrs. Clavering answered |
gently. “You have been ill and T have
been nursing you.”

“IL!” repeated the
been long il?”

“Not very long—a little while,” Mrs, |
Clavering answered scothingly. “\\'eJ
have been very anxious about you,dear

sent him away with q feeling of unut-l

and, nlthoughi’
it was gquite |

dear. You have had a nioe?
i

|
|

girl., 1l

“Have

{ child, and vou must get weil quickly |

now and renay us for all our care. You |
3arbara?”’

“No, but I am so tired!” Barbara gaid |
wearily, as she let her white lids sink |

' over her languid eyes, and Mrs. Clav- |

ering wondered if memory, with its at-
suffering, wag coming back,
and hoped and praved with all her|
anxious heart that it would delay its |
for awhile, wuntil the en-|
feebled frame was better able to bear
the horror it might bring with it. i

But even now, though the fever had
left her, and the great dark eves were |
no longer bricht with its luster, and |
the rambling, broken words which had |
been =0 terrible to listen to had ceased
there was the g

rivest cause for anxi- |

| ety in Barbara’s intense weakness., She

seemed,as the davs went by—such slow |
anxious dayvs to the households at
]‘Jlﬁ‘(hl]t’,*—(‘ﬁ;fﬂf‘i'l”y £0 to the two mrn‘3
who loved her o tenderly—to regain !
eyes |
pillows, heeding nothing, |
and motionless, in semi-sleep, |
seii-stupor, which sometimes deepened |
into a long deathlike swoon which |
cau-el the rhy=ziciins great anxiety,
and made them wonder if she remem- |
bered the troukble which had preceded
her illne<s, and was Jetting her misery

earnegtly strove. Mrs. Clavering and
the kindly old housekeeper wondered !
also; but Barbara said nothing. The
sweet sad eves were rarely opened, and |
the pale lips were parted only to utter |
a few words of thanks or apology for |
the trouble she gave. i

“She must be roused,” Dr, Close said,

I “almost anvthing would be better than

this indifference to evervthing. She is]|

Christmas had and |
those
and |

Clavering came into |

where Barbara lay, |
bunch of fresh white snow- |
drops with theijr delicate green leaves, |
with which <che touched Barbara's|
lips. 'The girl opened her languid eyes |
and then brichtened a little at
of the sweet harbingers of sprin
[To be Continued.} |

BACK TO MERRIE ENGLAND?

come and gone,
during

one morning Mrs.

cight |

o

200 Immigrants Who Found Life
Here Too Strenuous.
Toronto, May 9.—Two hun.
lish immigrants pilel into an east-
Canadian  Pacific train this
morning en 1oute for Merrie England

Ired Eng-|

In their touch anda run experi-
ences in the new world the departing
guests had not formed a very flattering
opinion of this Province. The large |
families of small children looked tired
dirty after the buffeting which
they have received. Their parents had '
lost all semblance of tidiness as well.
The coahes were well filled with
critics
of Canada and iis way. The early ris-
ing hours and the industrious life of
the Ontario farm had proved entirely
uncongenial, it seemed to the easy-
life had proven too

lonely for ma ny

| of the women, they were homesick for
i the

dust and
big city,
Generally

noise and clatter of the
speaking, these returning|
will prove very poor ad-|
verticsing agents for Canada. Probably |
they have left here|
formed a poor opinion of English im-
migrants.

The department is ex

periencing a lull|
this morning after

three exceedingly |
Two hundred experiencedj
Scotchmen are en route from Quebec!
and a lively scramble is anticipated
evening.

How Eczema
Is Recognized

There are many kinds of eczema, but
all have such symptoms as redness 0!",T
the skir with a vellow tinge, heat and|
inflammation, swelling, discharge of]
watery matter and the formation of a}
crust, [

The most constant angd troublesome|
feature is the ftching andg burning |
which varies from that which is sim-
ply annoying to that which is posi-
tively unendurable.

Then there is the tendency for
e€czema to become chronic and spread
to other parts of the body.

Percistent treatment is ailways neces-1
sary, but you can depend “on it that|
Dr. Chase's Ointment will cure you.
Relief will come after the first few
applications, and the healing process
will be gradual and natural.

It I1s due to its remarkable record in
the cure of eczema that Dr. Chase’'s
Ointment has become known the world
over. For every form of itching skin
disease or skin irritation it is of incal-
culable worth.

Mothers use Dr. Chase’s Ointment
for the chafing and skin troubles of
their babies in preference to unsani-
tary, pore-clogging powders; 60 cents
& box, at all dealers, or Edmaason,
Bates & Co., Toronto.

' that it conveys is in no wise disturbed

| face of the Soleat

| stone. The quiet of the bowered

| in flower, or by the sonz of the birds

| selectled

| three

| King of Poriugal, in 1828, was forced

; seclusion of the nuns of Solesmes, who

| of the order

| ters, clad in the black zarb and large

; woman adopted by the nuns, cits wind-

| hall, also winding w 00l, rises to her feet
| and meets the visitor on the threshold. |

I at the

ROYAL NUNS IN
ENGLISH RETREAT

O .est Member of Benedictige
Order Was Once the Queen
of Portugal.

Cowes, Isle of Wight, May 9. — On|
the tree-clad hill rising behind West
Cowes stands a fine old Georgian man-
sion, one of the solid, comfortable
homes of the squiredom of long ago, |

typical of the English countryside.

From its windows one looks far out |
across the waters of the Solent, with |
the distant woods of the New Forest
lying on the horizon. The panorama is
very beautiful,

and the sense of calm |

by the silent passing across the smooth
cof

steamship or|

yacht.

Jehind the house lies a spaciou

walled park, with noble gatehouses of |

S |
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ap-
pbroach to Northwcod House is brok:n |
¢only by the music of a tiny, tinkling
rivulet that rises among the under-

wood, where violets and primroses are |

that here find sanctuary.

Thus the brief, gentle ringing of whay!
one readily im:gines to be a convaf
bell that is heard through the trees is |
in harmony with the sylvan scene., ‘|he
nuns of Solesmes chose well when, af-
ter the passing of tha French law
against communities, they sought an|
exiles’ refuge in the Isle of Wight and |
Northwood House their |

e L Ty Ty T T T Y 1 T yvroyoreyayoruys

for
home,

Here in quiet seclusion they have
dwelt since the day when the packet |
boat brought them across the Solent |
or four years ago. In Cowes
they have won the affection of the
poor by their gifts of food to the sick,
but, save in case of necessity, the nuns '
—of whom there are sixty in all—never
leave the portion of the ground of
Northwood House which has been in-
closed as the convent garden.

The oldest of the nuns is the woman
who, but for the contrary way of
things, might at this moment be the !
queen mother of Portugal. In the yvear!
of the great exhibition, 1831, Princess
Adelaide or Lowenstein-Rosenberg |
married Dom Miguel, Duke of Bragan- |
za, who, having assumed the title of

'!"3“.&’.’.':%%'!'!'.*.’.’.!& RERZEREEREEEEEREY,

to abdicate in 1824, and died nearly RO‘
years later. Fifteen vears ago the ex- |
king's widow entered the convent of|
Solesmes, and with her sister exiles she
came to the Isle of Wight.

Visitors seldom intrude

upon the|

are of the Benedictine order, and aro

therefore engaged during the greater |

part of the day in what the founder
laid down as the chief
duty of his disciples—the singing in
church of the praises of their Maker.

The atmosphere of Solesmes pervades
even tHE courtyard of the old mansion.
As the visitor passes through the great
gateway he notices on the left hand a
quaint little wooden house, at the open
window of which one of the lay sis-

white linen hood of the French peasant

ing wool.
As one approaches, a sister, who has
been sitting on the floor of the large

The conversation passes, by preference,
in French, for Eng ish is still a for- |
eign tongue to the nuns of Solesmes

The ordinary visitor, who wishes to |
hold converse with those in the con- |
vent, is then conducted to g small room !
s'de ¢f the courtyard, divide:
into two parts by a double grille, the
spaces in which are not large enough
10 permit a hand to pass through. Here
the conversation between visitor and,
nun proceeds, each being seated on op- |
posite sides of the grille,

But, althou:h the nuns live apart |
from the world, theirs is a life of con- |
tinual work. From early morning until
nightfall, with intervals for the two!
chief meals of the day, their duty lies
in the convent church. i

Rising about 4 o’clock in the morning, f
and without breaking their fast, thc‘,v“’
procead to the chanel for matins and .

to 6. After an interval for a scanty
meal, this is fcllowed by prime and

| morning chapter and low maas, At 9]

o’clock another office Legins, and 80, |
with brief pause, the nuns remain in
choir until midday, when a plain din- |
ner is taken in common. !

After dinner there is g period of re- !
creation and such work as the making |
of ecclesiastical embrolderies, and then |
at 3 the nuns return to the church for|
vespers. After this, conferences may |
be held, or the remainder of the after. |
noon miy be spent in work. Supper is
taken about 6 o'clock, and after recrea- !
tion, indoors or in the convent gardens, |
the nuns repair to the chapel once more !
for comvpline, the last service of the
day, about 8 o'clock. By 9 or 9:30|
the convent day is over, and everyone |
has retired to rest. |

The singing of the nuns of Solesmes
is extremely beautiful. Music is nat-
urally one of their life studies, and
the Gregorian chant is, by generations
of practice, brought by their choir to
a pitch of melodious perfection. !

Besides the widow of the ex-king
there is in the convent a younger mem- |
ber of the same family as the princess, |

| and all the nuns are of gentle birth.

They are women of hight educational |
attainrments, most of them knowing |
several modern languages, ag well as
Latin and Greek. Thus, though shut!
In from the world, they have no IHCki
of iaterest in life. ’

Before long the nuns will move to |
Ryde, where they have secured the !
college for their future home. Here it
Is likely they will open a school for |
glrls. At present their sphere qf labor |
is limited to the convent church,

o

WHILE MORE PREVALENT in win-
ter, wherl sudden changes in the weathe
try the strongest constitutions, colds and !
coughs and ailments of the throat may
come in any season. At the first sight
of derangement use Bickle's Anti-Con-
sumptive Syrup. Instant relfef will be
ex| and use of the medicine untj}
the cold disappears will protect the lungs
from ck. For anyone with throat or

iness It counot be surpassed,
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A Prominent

GOOD CLOTHING.

THE HOME OF

Clergyman Said

n a letter to us today from one of the large towris of this
province: “The ready-made clothing here is no good. I

want you to send me one of your ‘Oak Hall’ Suits.” He
described the suit he wanted; we sent it. Another proof

among the many that we have not missed the mark
when we claim that QaK Hall is “‘Ghe Home of
Good Clothing.”” It’s the best clothing on thae
market today for man or boy, and by long odds the
fairest priced. If you doubt it, just ask your neighbor,
The chances are he is w
likely his boys are also. His answer will be something
like this: “Satistactory in price, satisfactory in results,
and a nice store to trade in.”

Sovereign Brand Suits

For Men and Young Men.

earing one of our suits—most

The object lesson to men who are S
tom tailoring is this—perfect-fittin
ished, at eight or ten dollars less t
all the worries of fitting
when made eliminated.

till wedded to cus-
g suits, splendidly fin-
han custom prices, and
and chances of how it will look

Sovereign Brand Suits, $12 to $25

OaK Hall Special Suits
GfHe Strand SIS $8.50 to $15
$6.50 to €12

A lot more of those WorKin
today. Men’s Trousers, worth $1

$1.25.

Boys’ Brownie Ov
for 4 to 12 Years, worth 50c, for
There is nothing in the city to to

.25, special Q5¢.
Men’s Trousers, $2.00 and $2.50, special

Major Waists for boys 4 to 7 years;
mothers of boys to see these. Special..

Boys’ Blouse Waists— A splendid as
Saturday. Special

Hewson Tweed Suits for boys;
who have been waiting for these suits will be
and DOUBLE BREASTED S

Specials for Friday and Saturday Sellin

gmen’s Trousers arrived from
Men’s Trousers, worth $1.7

eralls, in plain American blue, with bib

uch these for the money. See them.

Boys’ KnicKer Pants, ages 4 to 15 years, special

something entirely new.

“wear like iron.”’
glad to know they have arrived.
UITS. sizes 28 to 34, the best~wearing suits made.

“
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our factory
5, special

and braces,

25c and 35¢

We would like

...................................... 50c¢

Many of our customers
NORTIFOLKS

!54 Dundas St.

OAI

WM. GIBSON, Mgr.

STYILE 37.
Classic Greclan design, in Mahogany d Figured Walnut, 7 1-3
beautiful.

An Old Canadian Story
and Its Sequel

You have read or heard—from friends and foes
and celebrated

Gonrty Pianos

are higher priced than others.
teresting sequel.
Have you read or heard that:

Gourlay Pianos are worth the price—and more?

Outdo all other Canadian Pianos in finish, construction and tone?

Unite in a marked degree pleasure, culture and profit?

Receive high commendations from teachers, and virtuosi?

Last longer and keep in tune longer than any other pilano?

And are purchased at the net price quoted in easy

Yearly, half-yearly, quarterly or monthly payments?
Mail as in person.
ss for the asking—tells
do the rest.

cctave: Very

alike—that the superb

A true story to which we add a more in-

You may select a Gourlay Piano as safely by
Our illustrated catalogue—sent to your addre
the whole tale and shows the way. We

Gourlay, Winter & Leeming

HEAD OFFICE: 18¢ YONGE STREET, TORONTO.
London Representative.
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“COME AND HAVE A CHp»

|
'i AT YOUR GROCER'S.
i mm
r

f SAVES COOKING

[ Always

j Ready

MRS. RORER’S
SARATOGA CHIPS

CRISP AND
ka.

DELICIOUS.
10c and 20c a p
NOT A CEREAL.

Better than all-Manitoba fot
{general household use, being a
|blend of Manitoha and Ontario
wheat.

HUNT BROS.

MOST PERFECT MADE.

EVERYWHERE.

LC‘ W. Treadgold - - 145 Dundas StreetJ

3

LIMITED




