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DEATH TO LET GO.

Untl a co ive be actually in the
sheaf of the Grim Reaper it is foolish to
give up the struggle and let go. In thou-
£ands of cases Shiloh’s Consumption Cure has
wrested affiicted people out of Death’s grasp
tud restored” them to health and hope.

Never ceasing
vigilence is the
price paid by
consumptives
for health.
Diet, Clothing,
Exercise etc.,
must all be clo-
sely watched
and if there is
sufficient lung
structure left
on which to
start a small
foundation Shi-
loh will do the
building. If
proper care be
exercised gen-
erally and Shi-
loh’s Consump-
tion Cure be
takenfaithfully
as directed the building will be sure, there
will be no failure. This grand restorer is
guaranteed 7oz to fail. The whole purchase
suoney is returned if it does not fulfil our pro-
amises, - Aurora,. Ontario, Feb. 20, 1899.
8. C. WeLLs Co., Toronto,—*1 have taken
your Shiloh’s Consumption Cure and can
th ly recommend it for Consumption.
I have taken one bottle and am able to get
out of bed. I would advise all suffering from
that disease, or any lung trouble, to tryit and be
convinced. Yours truly, Mrs. Horbury Turen.

Sold in Canada and United States at 25c, 50c and
$1.00abottle. In Great Britainat 1s 2d,2s 3dand 43 6d.

~ The Faee -
ebmd the Mask

| A Romance. l
|

“Is that ali? If my memory serves me
right, you have told me that fittle fact
several times before. Is there anything
else tormenting you, or may I go in?”

Ormiston ground out an cath between
his teeth, and La Masque raised one

Jeweled, snowy, taper finger reproving- ;

“Don’t, Mr. Ormiston—it’'s naughty,
gyou know! May I go in?”

‘“Madam, you are enough to drive a
man mad. Is the love I bear you wor-
thy of nothing but mockery?”

“No, Mr. Ormiston, it is not; that is,
-ufpnpo'sdng you really dove me, which
you don’t.”

“Madam!”

“Oh, you needn’t flush and look in-
dignant. It is quite true. Don’t be ab-
surd, Mr. Ormiston. How is it possible
for you to love one you have never
seen?”

“I have seen you. Do you think I am |

blind ?”

“My face, I mean. 1 don’t consider
that you can see a person without
looking in her face. Now you have
never looked in mine, and how do you
know I have any face at all?”’

“Madam, you mock me.”

‘“Not at all.
what is behind this mask?”

“I feel it, and that is better; and I
love you all the same.”

“Mr. Ormiston, how do you know but
I am ugly?”

‘“Madam, I do not believe you are;
you are all too perfect not te have a
perfect face; and even were it other-
wise, I still love you!”

She broke into a laugh; one of her
low, short, deriding laughs.

‘“You do! O man, how wisea thou art!
I tell you, if I took off this mask, the
eight would curdle the very blood in
your veins with horror—would freeze
the Rife-blood 1n your hesrt. I tell you!”
whe passionately «c¢ried, ‘‘there are
sights too horrible for human beings
to look on and live, and this—this is
one of them!'”

He started back and stared at
aghast.

‘“You think me med.,”
fess fierce tone, “but I am not; and I
repeat it, Mr. Cumiston, the sight of
what this mask conceals would blast
you. Go, now, fior heaven’s sake, and
leave me in peaoe. to drag out the rest
of my miserable ¥fe; and if ever you
think of me, let it be ‘to pray that it
might speedily end. You have forced
me to say this: so now be content. Be
merciful, and go!”’

She made a desperate gesture, and
turned to teave him, but he caught her
hand and held it fast

“Never!” he cried frercely. “Say what
you will; let that nrask hide what it
may, I will never leave you till life
deaves me.”

““Man, you are mad! Release my hand
and let me go!”

her

she said in e

“Madam, hear me! There is but one |

way to prove my
and that is

“Well!” she said, almost touched by
his earnestness.

“Raise your mask and try me. Show
me your face, and see if I do not love
you still.”

“Truly, I know how much
will have for me when it is
Do you know that no one has looked
in my face for the last eight years?”

He stood and gazed at her in won-
der. e

“It is so, Mr. Ormiston, and in my
heart I have vowed a vow to plunge
bea‘d'long intc the most loathsome
plague-pit in London rather than ever
raise it again. My friend, be satis-
fled. Go and leave me, and forget me.”

ERYSIPELAS.

This dangerous Biood Disease
aiways oured by Burdock
Blood Bitters,

love and my sanity,

love you
revealed.

Most people are aware how |

serious a disease Erysipelas is.
Can't rout it out of the system
with ordinary remedies.

Like other dangerous blood
diseases, though, B.B.B. can
cure it every time.

Read what Rachel Patton,
Cape Chin, Bruce Co., Ont,
says:

] wish te state that I used Bur-
dock Blood Bitters for Erysipelas in

face and general run down state

my health. 1 tried many rem-

edies but all failed to cure. 1 then
tried B.B.B. Two bottles nearly

cured me and four bottles completely
cured me.”

How are you to know !

“I can do neither until I have ceased
to forget everything else earthiy. Ma-
dam, [ implore you to hear 'me.”

“Mr. Ormiston, 1 tell you you bdut
court your own doom.  NoO one can look
on me and live.”

“1 will riek it,”” he said, with an in-
creduious smile. “Only ' promise (o
show me your face.”

“Be it so,. then,” she cried passion-
ately. ‘1 promise, and be the conse-
quences on your own head.”

His face flushed with joy.

“I accept them. And when is that
happy time to come?”’

“Who knows? What must be done,
had best be done quickly; but 1 tell
thee it were safer to play with the
lightning’s chain than tamper with
what thou art about to do.”

“I take the risk. Will you lift that
mask now ?”’

“No, no, I cannot. But yet I may be-
fore the sun rises. My face”’—with bit-
ter scorn—‘shows better by darkness
than by light. Will you be out to see
the grand illumination?”

“Most ceriainly.”

‘““Then ineet me here an hour after
midnight, and the face so long hidden
shall be revealed. But, once again, on
the threshold of doom, I entreat you to
pause.”’

‘““There is no such word for me!” he
said flercely and exultingly cried, *I
have your promise, and I shall hold
you to it. And, madam, if, at last, you
discover my love is changeless as fate
itself, then—may I mot dare to hope
for a return?”

“Yes, then you may hope,” she said,
with cold mockery. “If your love sur-
vives the sight it will be mighty, in-
deed, and worthy a return.”

“And yvou will return it?”

“I will.”

“You will be my wife?”

“With all my heart!”

“My darling,” he cried rapturcusly
—‘“for you are mine already—how can
I ever thank you for this? If a whole
! lifetime devoted and consecrated to
| your happiness can repay you, it shail
bes yours.”

During this rhapsody her hand had
been on the handle of the door. Now
she turneqd it.
| “Good-night, Mr. Ormiston,” she said
;and vanished.

CHAPTER VII

joy, they tell me, seldom
kill. Of my own knowiedge, I cannot
say, for I have had precious little ex-
perience of such shocks in my lifetime,

Shocks of

heaven knows; but in the present in-
' stance, I can safely aver they had mno |
such dismal effect on Ormiston. Noth-
ing earthly could have given that young |
gentleman a greater shock of joy than
the knowledge he was to behold the
long-hidden face of his idol. That that
face was ugly, he did not for a mo-
‘ment believe, or, at least, it never |
| would be ugly to him. With a form so
| perfect—a form a sylph might have
| envied-—a voice sweeter than the Sing-
ing Fountain of Arabla, hands and feet
| the most perfectly beautiful the sun
ever shone on, ii was simply a moral |
and physical impossibility, then, that !
they could be joined to a repulsive face.
| There was a remote possibility that it |
{ was a little less exquisite than those
ravishing items, and that her morbid
fancy made her i‘m-agine it homely,com- |
parad with them, but he knew he would
i mever share in that opinion. It was the
reasoning of love—or, rather the logic; |
! for when love glides smiling in at the |
door, reason stalks gravely, not to say
sulkily, out Jf the window, and, stand-
ing afar off, eyes disdainfully the didoes
and antics of her late tenement. There |
| was very little reason, there- |
i fore in Ormiston’s head and heart
but a great deal of something sweeter ;
—joy—joy that thrilled and vibrated
through every nerve within him. Lean-
ing against the portal, in an absurd
delirium of delight—for it takes but !
a trifle to jerk those lovers from the
slimiest depths of the Slough of De- :
spond to the topmost peak of the
mountain of ecstasy—he uncovered his
head that the night air might cool its
feverisn throbbings. But the night air
was as hot as hi, heart; and, almost
suffocated by the sultry closeness, he
was about to start for a olunge in the
river, when the sound of coming foot-
steps and voices arrested him. He had
met with so many odd adventures to- |
night that he stopped now to see who
was coming, for on every hand all was
sivent and forsaken. Footsteps and
| voices came closer; two figures took
' shape from the gloom, and emerged
from the darkness in'to the glimmering
lamplight. He recognized them both.
One was the Earl of Rochester; the
otner his dark-eyed, handsome page—
that strange boy with the face of the
lost lady! The €arl was chatting famil- |
farly, and laughing cbstreperously at
something or other, while the boy mere-
ly wore a languid smile, as if anytmng
further in that line were quite beneath
. his dignity.

“Silence and solitude,” said the earl,
with a careless glance around, ‘I pro-
| test. Hubert, this night seems end-
{ less. How long is it till midnight?”

+An hour and a half at least, I should
fancy,” answered the boy, with a strong
foreign accent. ‘I know it struck ten
ias we passed St. Paul’s.”

“This grand onfire of our most wor-
shipful lord mayor will be a sight
worth seeing, resmariked the earl.
“When all these piles are lighted the |
cxt) will ‘be one sea of fire.”

“A slight foretaste of what most of
' fts inhabitants will see in another
{world,” said the page, with a French
shrug. *“I have heard- Lilly’s predic- :
tion that London is to be purified by
fire, like a second Sodcom; perhaps it is
to be verified tonight.”

“Not unlikely; the docme of St. Paul’s '
| would be an excedlenc place to view the

onﬂavratxon
i “The river will do aimost as well, my
i
|
|

i

lord.”

“We will have a chance of knowing !
| that directly,” said the earl, as he and
his page descended to the river, where |
| the little gilded ®arge lay moored and
| the boatman waiting.

As they passeq from sight Ormiston !
came forth and walked thoughtfully !
after them. The face and ﬂgure were
that of the lady, but the voice was dif-
ferent; both were clear and musical en-
ough; but she spoke English with the
purest accent, while his was the voice
of a foreigner. It must have been one
of 'those strange, unaccountable like-
nesses we sometimes see among per- .
fect strangers, but the resemblance in
't.hH case was sometaing wonderful. It
brought his thoughts back from him-
! self and his own fortunate love, to his
violently smitten friend, Sir Norman,
and his plague-stricken beloved; and .
he began specu‘atmt'-' what he could
possibly be about just then, or what he '
had discovered m the old ruin. Sud-
| denly he was aroused; a moment before |
' the silence had been almost oppressive,
! but now on the wings of the night there
came a shout. A tumult of voices and
footsteps were approaching. 1

“Stop her! Stop her!" was cried by |
many voices; and the next instant a.l
|

fleet figure went flying past him with a
rush, and plunged head foremost into |
the river. A slight female figure, with |
floating robes of white; waving hair of | |
deepest blackness, with a sparkle o!f'
jewels on neck and arms. Only for an
instant did he see it; but he knew it
well, and his very heart stood still
“Stop her! sto® her! she is $i1 of the
lpla.gue"' shouted the crowd, vressing,
panting on; but they came too late; the
whitte vision had gone down finto the
black. sluggish river, and disappeared.
“Who is it? What was it? Where is
£7t?”’ cried two or three watchmen, bran-

¢ old to wear white or

| Minneapolis Times.

| wonderful.
: mever wear a black or colored gown

i corsage.

: ple’s Church,

! er.
| tossed oak.

{ the doom of
{ says Dr.

their halberds and rusbing up;

and the emaill crowd—a mob of a dozen | of Fife does not rrown the decollette

or so, answered all at once: “She is
delirious with the plague. She was run-
ning through the streets; we gave
chase, but she outstepped wus, and is
now at the bottom of the Thames.”

Ormiston waited to hear no more, but
rushed precipitately down to the wa-
ter's edge. The alarm had now reach-
ed 'the boats on the river, and many
eyes within them were turned in the
direction whence she had gone down.
Soon she reappeared on the dark sur-
face—something  whiter than snow,
whiter than death; shining like silver,
shone the glittering dress and marble
face of the bride. ‘A small batteau lay
close to where Ormiston stood; in two
seconds he had sprang in, shoved it off,
and was rowv*m.g \1goxously toward that
snow ‘wreath in the inky river. But he
was forestalled; two hands, white and
jeweled as her own, reached over the
edge of a gilded barge, and, with the
help of the boatmen, lifted her in. Be-
fore she could be properly established
on the cushioned seats, the batteau
was alongside, and Ormiston turned a
very white and excited face toward the
Earl of Rochester.

[To be Continued.}

OF INTEREST
T0 WOMEN

Proper Adieux.
In finishing a call,

dear young wo-

| mmen, please bear in mind that a thing

“if twere done when ’tls done, then
'twere well 'twere done quickly,” says
Demporest’'s Magazine. ‘When you've
decided that it’s time to go, ‘‘stand not
upon the order of your going,” but go
—and don’t prolong 'the operation.

Don’t wait until after you've gotten
to your feet to knit up the loose? end of
the cenversation and give the finishing
touches. You are subjecting your host-
ess to an undeserved ordeal. Stand-
ing and waiting are a strain even to
the most robust.

Nothing essentially uncomfortable is
good manners.

Don’t fancy that it’s flattering to
your hostess to dawdle at every stage
of the exit. Don’t attack a fresh sub-
ject between the parlor portieres, nor
cleave to it galvanically when you’ve
reached the newel-post, nor start over

| the ground again at the threshold of

the wvestibule.

If, as is not infrequently the case,
it is diffidence that prolongs the agony
and keeps the final wrench at arms’
length the victim cannot take herself
in hand too promptly.

Not that brusqueness and abrupt-
ness, in taking leave, is any more com-
mendable than the lingering process.

The shot-out-of-a-cannon mode of
exit is also a phenomenon of diffidence.

; It has a ‘‘do or die” effect that savors

of the burlesque.

But if the caller will direct her tact
and judgmen't toward this end, she can
taper her “visit in such a way that her
adieux may 'be easily both short and
graceful, and the hostess be made glad
only once, and that not when the front
door closes on the guest.

Ths Drawing String.

‘What funny old fashions are being
revived. Omne that is coming in again

» I8 that of looping the skirts up into
horizontal folds around the Xbtton | .
, With perpendicular drawstrings. Skirts ;

of this description will be 'worn here
next year. They are already on the
streets in Paris. Every grown girl's

; mother can remember when ‘they were
worn before. They remind me more of |
old-fashioned lambrequins and mantel |

covers than anything else I can think
of. When they ‘“arrive,” though, ithey
will no doubt be considered beautiful.
The looped-up skirt is a very notice-
aible part of a blue velvet gown that is
quaint in every particular. The yoke
and sleeves are of cloth, heavily em-
broidered with light and dark-blue
silk. The skirt is in tunic form, cut
out at the ‘boltom in umbrella poinis
that fall over a lambrequin drapery at
the bottom. The drapery is gathered
ontoc a tight lining, is laid in horizontal
folds from the bust to the waist and
the back and front. The lambrequin
drapery of blue velvet covers the edges
of the very deep yoke and passes over
the shoulder. Like the lbottom of the
skirt, it is edged with fringe. There is
no escaping it. It is sure to be inflicted

{ wpon us in a very short while

‘White for Elderly Women.

A woman may be too old to wear
purple or lavender, or any shade of
blue or brown, but she is never too
cream. By this I
mean ‘that, 'when colors prove unbe-
coming and black brings out the teii-
tale lines, a woman should turn to
white or cream, says a writer in the

y The power of
white to soften lines, and bring out
the best motes in ‘the complexion is
Women over forty should
without a bit of white lace

at the

! throat, and I commend all white when

it is possible. At a recent wedding the

| grandmother of the bride made almost
| as lovel
| self.

y a picture as the bride her-
She was dressed In a white rib-

. bed silk, a little lace bonnet on her
. snowy ‘hair.

There were violets in the
bonnet, and a huge bunch of violets
with long streamers fastened at the
‘The cloud of lace made her
complexion as clear as the petals of an
apple blossom, and one forgot the
wrinkles, Jooking at the fresh coloring.

Women and Work.

Rev. 8. G. Smith, pastor of the Peo-
in St. Paul, has found
out the trouble with this tearful old
workd, says the Detroit Free Press.

Women work. Women, fashioned for
dependence and offices. Women, in-

! tended by the Almighty only to dove

and be loved, are giving thelir lives to
manuvfnactur‘ing and figuring. The weak-
er vessel has become the burden-bear-
The clinging vine is the storm-

That is what ails society. That is
the secret of crime’s increase and the
prevalence of poverty. That is why
the American physique is destined to
grow puny. That is what points to
our national strength,
Smiith.

The Decollette Gown.
The Duchess of Fife, the daughter

{ of the Princess of Wales, has under-

taken a ‘herculean job. Tt is nothing
less than the destruction of the Eng-

tish fashion of going decollette promis-
cuausly. The English women, as Marie
Corellli remarks in “‘Vendetta,” expose
themszlves more than the women of
any other civilized nation, despite
their boasted prudery. 'I'ne avomen of
wicked France, surprising to stale,
have long since abandoned the ow-
necked gown for ordinary events. Yet
their Bnglish and American sisters
continue to atibreviate their bodices at
every possible ohance, The Duchess

down entirely; she merely maintains
that at common entertainments, such
as at the theater, the seaside, or at
ordinary receptions, a yard or two of
shoulder, neck and arm are exposed
needlessly. At the first night of some
great opera ‘orplay, she would go with
her gown cut low, but despite the
Queen and the fashions of the world,
she 'must say that:on some occasions

this dress is entirely out of rlace. Just !

what effect her crusade will have  is
hard to prediét. The Queen is firmly

set for the low-necked style, and will |

allow no. lady to ‘be presented at her
court unless so attired, yet the Duchess
of Fife isquite-a leader In society, and
is supposed, in addition to have the
sympathy of her mama, the Princess
of Wales

Correct.

This season the proper way of per-
forming the ceremony of greeting is
something like this: The challenging
party, that is to say, the person who
offers the salute, holds out the hand

't about the level of the 'waist, palm
down. The party of the second part
grasps it, lifts it high in the air, bend-
ing over it as if he were about to kiss
it, and lets it go. There is no side
movement, there is no hint of a shake,
and the operation is performed as
quickly as possible. It is simply a
jerk upward, and the hand is released
high in the air, to get down as best
it can. Of course, it isn’t graceful, but
#f you want to be really correct you'll
begin to practice on it.

sSomething New.

A novel dessert combines cranberries
with bananas., Cook a quart of cran-
berries in one and a half cups of cold
water. When the berries are soft add
two cups of white sugar. Strain
through a colander. Have a deep dish,
put a layer of the cranberries at the
bottom, then cover these with a layer
of banana, and so alternate the two
till the dish is full. Make a meringue
with the whites of four eggs and rath-
er more than the usual amount of
sugar. Add this "to the dish and
brown ‘in the oven. It should be eaten
coid.

DTS TS AT DA @

The Poets.

DTS T T T TSSOSO

Sleep.
Sleer.
Now that the charge is won,
Sleep in the narrow clod;
Now it is set of sun,
Sleep till the trump of God.
Sleep.
Sleep.
Fame is a bugle call
Blown past a crumbling wall;
Battles are clean forgot;
Captains and towns are not;
Sleep shall outlast them all.
Sleep.

—Lizette Woodworth Reese in Atlantle
Monthly.

Saying and Doing.

In the Cathedral of Lubeck, in Ger-
many, there is an old slab with the
following inscription:

Thus speaketh Christ our Lord to us;
call me Master, and obey me not;
call me Light, and see me not;
call me Way, and walk me not;
call me Life, and desire me not;
call me Wise, and follow me not;
call me Fair, and love me not;
call me Rich, and ask me not;
call me Eternal, and seek me not;
call me Gracious, and trust me

not;

e call me Noble, and serve me not;
call me Mighty, and honor me not;
call me Just, and fear me not;

If I condemn you, blame me not.

Find So Much of Honey.

I like the weather rainy an’ I like
the weather dry,
I like the world an’ like thc
Ruler runs it by!
There’'s mebbe drouthy seasons
some fair and farmin’ spot,

While a streak of tco wet weather
blights another, like as not.

But I so love earth’s roses that the
little thorns don’t hurt,

An’ life to me is something more than
drudgery an’ dirt;

God tuned my taste to sweetness, so I
shun the bitter lees

An’ find so much of honey I'm a-rob-
bin’ of the bees.

plan the

in

I've found that corn-fields stunted till
they wouldn’'t pay to shock,
Will yield in huskin’ season lots o’
nubbins for the stock,

An’ the shrivelled wheat that rusted,
one o' Nature's weather tricks,

Will do a sight toward feedin’ all the
hungry hens and chicks.

So what’s the use o’ whinin’ if the run
o’ things don’t suit,

You get to smelil the blossoms though
some insect takes the fruit!

I reckon life’s so happy I can wander
where I please

An’' find so much of honey I'm a-rob-
bin’ of the bees.

A happy life’s dependent not on gump-
tion or on grit,

But jes’ the plain philosophy of make-
the-best-of-it!

Of course I aint denyin’ Sorrow’s
stalkin’ through the land,

But her sister, Joy, is with her,
a-holdin’ of her hang,

So write me down as happy,
summer, spring or fall,

An’ even storms o’ winter doesn’t ice
the blossoms all,

So I jes’ keep an a-huntin’ in the frag-
rance or the freeze,

An’ I find so much of honey I'm a-
robbin’ of the bees.

—Jamesg Rlley.

THE GZAR’S
PRIVATE TRAIN

A Magnificent Moving Hstablishment
Fitted Up Luxuriously.

an’

in the

[London Standard.]

The imperial train in which the czar
and czarina usually travel is wholly
of Russian wiorkmanship, having been
made in the Alexander works at St.
Petersburg. It consists of eleven car-
riages, painted blue and gold. They
mre connected by corridors and pro-
vided with eveny luxury. Behind the
luggage wagons there are, first, the
kitchen, containing a splendid Frenca
stove and two large fixed samovars.
Then comes the pantry with all its
appendages, to ‘which {is atached a
second-class. carriage for the kitchen
servants. - The dining-room, a whole
carriage, is furnished with a large ta-
ble in the center and smiall tables along
the sides, the walls being paneled witn
red beechmwood inset 'with huge mir-
rors. The chairs are upholstered with
brown Russia leather.

Another carriage serves as a recep-
tion room, the walls being ornamented
with stamped leathed in beechwood .

BELFAST,

than that’ usually charged for
Real Irish Linen Sheeting,

Irish Linen I

Glass Cloths, 1 14 (F ozen. e
Special Soft Finishe Long Cloth from 6c

lIlSll Damask Table Linen s

Cloths, 23c each. Strong Huckaback Tow:

Maichless Shirls Zrsas

Flannels for the season. nﬁld shirta mad
banas, cufls and fronts, for $3.36 the halt

Gentlemens Y4c per doe.

[rish Linen Coliars and Guffs

from $1.42 per doz.
Churches in the Kingdom.

A luxu
trimme

now

liish Underclothing

Surplice Linen, 14c per yard. Dusters from 78¢c per dozen. Line
Linens and Linen Diaper, 17¢ per yard.

Fish Na kins.
1.!2per OZ.

of Arug_:_d Inmals, &c., woven or embroidel

Iish Cemoric Pocke(-Handkerehiefs

Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.”—Sylvia’s Home Journal. Children’s, £0c per
Ladies’, 54c per doa.; Gent.lemen s, 78c per doz. HEMSTITCHED—Ludies’, 660 per dos.;

embroidery, 47c;
tions, 84c. India or
Trousseaux, $25.80; Infants’ Layettes, $12.00,

&& Write for Samples and Price Lists sant post fsee) and save fifty per ceat. .

ROB!‘ NSON & CLEAVER

IRELAND,

And 164, 168 and 170 REGENT STRHET, LONDON, W,

2o lish Linen ond Dumask Manalachrers

“) AND FURNISHERS

g ,»‘ ng H.M. THE QUEEN, EMPRESS FREDERICK,

2 Members of the Royal Family, and the
Courts of Europe.

Supply Pal&ceﬂ Mansmns, Villas, Cottages, Hotels, Railways, Steamships, Instltutlunﬁ
.egiments and the general public direct with every description of

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

Which being woven by hand, wear longer and retain therich satin appearance to the last
By obtalmng direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is no more

TO

From the
Least Expensive to the
Finest in the World.

common-power loom gooda.

fully bleached, two yards wide, 46c

er yard
rd. Roller Towelling, 18 inches w

e, 6c per
en

Our
per yard.

70c per doz. Dinner ankins.
Tn.ble Cloths, 2 yards sq

3 yards, §1.32 each. Klt.cnen 'f&ble
perdoz. onograms, Crests, Coats
(Special attention to Club, Hotel or

yards by
els, 31.

Fine qna.h Longcloth Bodies, with 4-fold pure linen fronts
.52 the haif-doz. (to measure 48c extra.)
ns in our epeolal Indiana Gauze Oxford and Unshrl.nknble

New de-

ood as now, with best materials in

“The Cambrics of Robinson-and
Cleaver have a world-wide
fame.”—The Queen. ‘‘Cheapest
OL.;

CoLrLARrRsS—Ladies’, from 84c per doz.; Gent
lemen’ a 4-fold, all newest shapes, 81 18 per
doz. CurFs_for Ladies or Gentlemen

“Surplice makers to Westminster Abbey” and the Cathedrals and
*“Their Irish Linen Collars, Cuffs,
merits of excellence and cheapness.”—Court Circular.

Shirts, &c., have the
within the reach of all ladies. Chemises,
Nightdresses, 84c; Combina-

Colonial Outfits, $40.32; Bridal
(See list.)

ROBINSON & CLEAV

Please mention this paper.
P e R R R

#aTo prevent delay, all Letter Orders and inquiries for samples should be addressed

ER, Belfast, Ireland.

frames. The seats are salmon-colored
with white stripes in Louils XV style.
The reception room also contains five
small and beautifully inlaid tables and
three hanging candelabras. The |
czarina’s carriage is light blue with |
padded walls, and contains her majes- :
ty’'s -writing table and an
mirror, and is decorated with beauti-
ful creeping plants, ©of which
czarina is particularly fond.
the czarina’s moom, and In the same
carriage, is the imperial nursery, while
the whole of the adjoining carriage is
also devoted to the children’and their
wants. Here are their low cradle beds.

A special coupe is reserved for the
governesses and nurses. ‘The czar's
apartments consist of two rooms, his
study and a dressing room. The study
i{s fitted with brown Russia leather,
and the study table is ornamented with
fine bronzes. The next two carriages
are rTeserved for the suite. In them
travel Baron Fredericks, Gen. Pless,
Princess Orbeliani, and ithe court mar-
shal. Each coupe is lined with brown
leather, and contalins a red beechwood
chair, a writing table with bronze fit-
tings, and washstand table. The elec-
tric light can be switched on at will
The floor is campeted, and the double
window hung with elegant curtains.
The last carriage is reserved for the
railway official. Here the speed of the
train Is regulaited.

IAll the carriages are connected and
heating 1is carefully attended to. Over
three hundred lammps are supplied bz
the electric battery on the train. Ou
the 'train being transferred from ' tae
Russian to the German railway, the
gauge of which is smaller, the axles
are changed. The itraln runs quite
noiselessly, even at the highest speed.

HIS STATUS.

‘Dorothy,” said the mistress of the
establishment,happening in just as the
gardener went out,who is that man?”’

“Only a hoe beau, ma’am,” replied
the kitchen maid, blushing rosily.

THIS MINISTER
HA) ITCHING PILES

Three Painful Surgical Operations Fail
ed to Cure—Suffered feo: Twenty
Yoars—Found Relief and Cure in Dr
Chasze’s Ointment.

Next to

Rev. J. A. Baldwin, Baptist minister,
Arkona, Ont., writes: “I wish to say
that I have been a great sufferer for
over twenty years with itching piles,
both external and internal. I have
used a great number of remedies and.
undergone three very painful surgical
operations, all without obtaining bene-
fit.

“When I had given up in despair of
ever being cured, I was toid to try Dr.
Chase’s Ointment, and found relief at
once. It took three boxes to entireiy
cure the pain and itching.”

Dr. Chase’s Ointment is a positive
and guaranteed cure for piles. You
can rely on it absolutely in every case,
60 cents a box, at all dealers, or Ed-
manson, Bates & Co., Toronto.

Mother’s favorite remedy for croup,
bronchitis, ccughs and colds is Dr.
Chase’s Syrup of Linseed and Turpen-

A SLin of Beauty Isa J oy Forcver.

Or. T Felix Gourand's Criental Cream

or Magical Beautifier,

Removes tan
})hnp]es. freck.
es, moth pat-

No other

Cozmeotic will do it.

skin diseascs,
and

beauty,
defies deteo-
tion. Ithas
stood the test

and

the Skin.

o

we taste it to

Purifies as well as Beartifies

be sure it is |
properly made. |

Accept no

similarname. Dr.L. A. S

Sayre said to a lady of
the haut ton (a patient):

the least harmful of all the skin preparations.
Also Poud;-e Sgbtnle removes superfluous hair
without i injury to the skin.

FERD. T. uovxms Prop., 37 Great Jones |

street, New Yo
For sale by all drug
Dealers throughout th

gil;xtc and Fancy Goods
end Furopg,

nited States, Canade
swi

|
i

. FREE TO MEN.

!THE writer will send. absolutely free the
formula which restored him to vigorous
‘ health atter suttering for ycars from the etfects
of the follies of youth, which caused a failure
he vital foroes, and nervous exhaustion. If
are really in need of treatment, I will

[ gladly send the formuia fpee to weak, suffering
uun. Geo. Mglntyre. C—i2, Fort ls.rie,

ches, rash and |

every |
blemish on

of 51 yearsand
is 80 harmless |

counterfeit of !

“*As you ladies will
use them I rewmmend G-JUla\ldh Cream’ as ,

T
I}re
supplied
in various
qualities
for all
purposes.

enormous !

the *

Pure, Antiseptic, Emollient.

Ask your dealer to obtain full particulara
for you.

F. C. CALVERT & CO., Manchester

TINY TIM.

How many of us have spent a dee
licious hour with Dickens’ little “Tiny
Tim,” He pleased us because he was
for ever helping, or ready to help
some unfortunate.

Dr. Hope’s TINY TABLETS are
doing exactly the same thing. They
are helping thousands of unfortunrate
nervous, broken-down people to get
strong.

One little TINY TABLET after
each mea. and before retiring will
give you ne x life. If you feel tired
~IT’S NERVES.

TAKE

D8 HOPE'S

INY

ABLETS
FOR

IRED
NERVES

All Druggists. By Mail from Or. Hope
Medicine Co., Limited, Toronto.

USINESS
DIRECTORY

Ready Reference Guide of Lon
don—Banks, Wholesals Deal-
ers and Manufacturers.

Auction Mart, Storage and Moving.
PORTER & CO., 'phone 1,162.

Banks.
DOMINION SAVINGS AND INVEST.
MENT SOCIETY.

CANADIAN SAVINGS AND LOAN.

Brushes.

THOMAS BRYAN, 61 Dundas street.

Building and Loan Companies.
BIRKBECK LOAN CO., 16¢ Dundas.

Dyers and Cleaners.
STOCKWELL'S, 259 Dundas street.

Drygoods.
ROBINSON, LITTLE & CO., 343 Rich.

Hats and Caps.
FRASER, McMILLAN & CO., Rich'd,

Fancy Drygoods and Millinery.
{ JOHN C. GREEN & CO., 122 Ridout.

Hardware.
HOBBS HARDWARE CO., 339 Rich.

i JOHN BOWMAN HARDWARE COM.
PANY, Y&k street.

Iron, Brass and Wire Works.
DEENNIS WIRE & IRON CO., King.

Insurance.
1HHORTHERN LIFE, Masonlc Temple.

Lumber Boxes.

LONDON BOX MFG. &
CO (Limited).

LUMBER

Tea Importers.
MARSHALL BROS. & .CO., 67 Dundas.

Wholesala Drugmsts
JAS. A. KENNEDY & CO., 342 Rich

‘Whoiesale Grocers.

' A. M. SMITH & CO., 176 York street.
| ELLIOTT, MARR & CO. 333 Rieh.




