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“No,” said Neville, with a little start;
“I have not beard it. When—"

“Well, it's not generally known,’ said
Trale. ‘‘He came down rather unexpscted-
ly, and he’s been i'land confined to the
house. I didn’t know whether you woull
like to see him.”

Neville thook his bead.

“No, Trale,” he answered; ‘I don’t
think I will

“Come down to see about some alterna-
tions at the Court ; to brighten it up for his
marriage with Miss Audrey,” said Tral:.

N iel)e’a face grew grimin the darkness.

«Ear it's to be pretty soon. Well, I
must be going.”

**Mr. Neviile, nothing I can do for you,
sir 7

Neville shook his head and held out his
hand.

“‘No; and thank you for all you have
done, Trale,” he said. I am off tomorrow.”

«Oh, I hope not, sir,” said Trals.

“Yes, I'm off,’ repeated Neville, firmly.
“]'ve seen the old place and—well, l've
found two friends, at any rate,” and he
grasped the man’s hand tightly. ‘‘Keep
my visit a secret, Trsls. Perhaps D'il
come back some day, when” —he smiled
grave' | —“I've made my-fortune.

“Ylru needn’t wait till then for one man
to be glad to see youn,” sail Trale; and as
if ashamed of the emotion trembling in his
voice, he hurried oft.

Nevill: walked on with his hands thrust
into his pockets and his head bent thought-
fully, and reached the clump ot trees.

He threw himselt down at the fost of
one of them, and, leaning his back against
the thick trunk, got out his pipe and look-
ed round musingly.

‘It Syl and 1 had come back to Engisnd
together, this is one ot the places I should
have brought her to,” he said to himselt,
“‘and we would bave picnicked here as we
used to picnic in the valley- She’d bave
been glad to come to see the places 1'm
fond of, dear little Syl. Halloo !” he raised
his band and knocked something off and
laughed. “‘I'd clean forgotten the ants,”
he said, and be got up and bruthed bis
clothes with his hands.

The moon was just showing above
the dark  hill-line, and he felt
loath to go. It seemed so very unlikely
that he should ever see Lynne Burrows
again.

He glanced up at the tree. It was an
old oak with a gnarled trunk, and seamed
with great hollows, and it stretched spaci-
ous limbs toward its fellow-trees.

“It's a long time since I climbed you,
old cbap,” he said, addressing the tree at-
fectionately.

The list time he had done so he had
dragged Audrey atter him, and they had
sat upon the very branch he was now look-
ing at. It Jooked invitiog, and, atter a mo-
ment’s hesitation, he knocked out his pipe
and climbed up and made himselt comtort-
able. He recfilled his pipe but could not
find his match box, and thinking that he
bad dropped it out of bis pocket when he
scrambled to his feet off the ants’ nest, he
was going to descend when he heard a tfoot-
step.

b}‘)ome one was coming toward him. He
could not see who it was for the leaves
and branches betore him, but he thought
it be must Trale,and was going to call out,
when it occurred to him that he had better
wait and make sure, and h2 remained quiet.

Whoever it was. be was coming straight
for the clump, and Neville caught himself
wondering what business a man could have
at Stoneleigh Burrows at that time of night.

“Some poor devil of a tramp bunting up
a night’s lodging.” he mauttered. *'I shall
frightea him out of his life;” and he put
bis hand upon the branch to swing himsel!
down, when a figure, dimly seem in the
dusky darkness, entered the circle of trees
and stopped about a dozen yards from that
upon which Neville was perched. :

Curious to ree if his surmise was right,
Neville remained where he was and wartch-
ed, feeling in his pockets as he did so to
find a copper for the tramp.

The new-comer stood still for a moment,
as i to accustom his eyes to the gloom of
the shadow-casting trees; then he went
round them one by one, and stopped out-
side the ring and seemed, to Neville, to be
looking about cautiously.

“A tramp,” he said. “‘I’ll wait and see
what he will do. It he takes to Mother
Earth for a bed, the ants will make it
lively for him. I don’t wish him any harm
but 1 should rather enjoy seeing him jump

-~

The man came back to where he had
first stood, and striking a match, lighted a
small piece of candle.

This rather startied Neville.

“Tramps don’t often insist upon a light
to go to bed by,” he thought and he look-
ed down curiously at the man.

He had not much the appearance of the
common tramp, but, was, indeed rather
well dressed in a plain suit of black, and he
looked to Neville, who had seen many and
divers types of mankind, like a r2spectable
clerk—:say a solicitor’s. He was an elderly
man with a gray beard, which gave him
rathey a venerable look, and Neville was
puzzling at the problem why a respectable
clerk at this time of lite should think fit to
come to Stoneleigh Burrows and light a
candle, when the man gave him another
surprise by unbuttoning bis frock coat and
taking from under it a small hand-trowel.

Neville could scarcely refrain from
laughter. It this had been Australia, and
a diggers’ camp, a performance of this
kind would not have been astonishing, for
all sorts of curious things occur in such

laces. But this was England and Stone-
eigh Burrows, and—and what on
earth could a man of this kind want at this
hour of night with a piece of candle and a
hand-trowel ?

Then it flashed upon him. This in-
dividual was one of those harmless lun-
atics who amuse themselves by moth hunt-
ing. That wasit; the man was a natural-
ist in search of some rare sp3cimen of the
flying or crawling tribe, and was going
to dig or scratch for it.

To jump down upon him, or even to
speak would in all probability give the

poor fellow a fit, Neville thought; and he
decided to remain where he was till the
man bad finished his search and gone.

The man stuck the candle on the
ground by the simple method of pouring
frone wax from it and standing the candle
in it ; then, with his back to Neville, paced
slowly from the ftree, counting as he
went.

He made this measurement twice, as if
to be certain ot his accuracy; then went
down on his knees and began to dig quck-
ly. Every now and then he paused and
looked round and listened; and once as
he did #o0, a bird, woke by the noise and
light, flew out of the tree. The man ex-
tinguished the candle in an instant, as if
frightened, and Neville couli hear him
breathing hard as he waited and listened.
Then he relighted the candle and fell to
digging agein.

Nevill: wondered what it could be the
man was in search of, and ransacked his
brain in trying to think of some insector
snimal that hid itself under the solid earth,
but could think ot none.

Suddenly the man uttered a low, sup-
pressed cry ot satistaction, asif be had
tound what he bhad been looking for.
Consumed by curiosity, Neville stretched
hims 1f along the branch and leaned over
at the imminent risk of tumbling down,
and saw what the curious animil was.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

What Neville saw as he leaned down
from the branch was a round tin canister,
such as cocor or coffee is packed in, ljiog
at the bottom ot the hole the man had dug.

Neville had to discard the ‘‘naturalist
theory” and take up the ‘‘buried treasure’
one, though why any sane pereon should
choose a bole in Stoneleizh Burrows in
which to place his valuables, iustead of
depositing them in the local bank, Neville
could not comprehend.

The man took up the canister, forced
open the lid, and drew out, not a bag of
gold or string of gems, but a coil of paper.
This he placed caretully in his breast-
pocket ; then fliinging the empty can into
the hole, he shoveled back ths earth and
stamped it down, and strewed some dead
leaves and bracken over the spot. Then he
sat down, lighted a pipe, and smoked con-
templatively. After a few minutes he, with
a shake of the head. rose, drew the paper
from his pocket, and looked round.

As bis eyes approached Neville's hiding
place, Neville quietly and cautiously drew
himselt up to a higher branch and so es-
caped detection.

The man went up to the tree and care-
fully pliced the paper in one of the hol-
lows, first thrusting in his hand to sece how
deep the hole went. The paper was thus
well within the reach of Neville's arm if he
should siretch it out.

The old gentleman then returned to his
seat at the foot of the other tree and
smoked with patience and contentment.

Nevills was far too curious and
interested to discover  himsell ;
and making himselt as comfortable as pos-
sible, he too waited and watched.

Presently the man took the pipe out of
his mouth and listened with bis head on
one side ; then he got up, knel', and laid
his ear to the ground.

This action etartled Neville as much as
anything the man had done, for it remind-
ed him of his digger days and the way in
which the scouts ofa prospecting party
listened for the approach of tootsteps.
How did it happen that a rezpectable
elde:ly clzrk should know this trick of the
backwoods ?

The man got up, resumed bhis seat and
his pipe with an evident air of satisfaction,
and a few minutes atterward Nevills him-
selt heard some one approaching.

Now, Nevill: was the last man in the
world to play the eavesdropper, and he
was about to speak to the man and des-
cend. wben a tall figure entered the clump,
and Neville, atter a moment or two, recog-
nizad it as that of his brother Jordan.

Jordan had got on a dress Inverness,
with the collar turned up; but Nevills was
sure of his man. Could it be possible
that his proud, haugnty brother, the Right
Hororable Sir Jordan, had come to Stone-
leigh Burrows at this time of night to meet
a man who dug up buried tin canisters.

The whole business wore so grotesque
and unreal an air that Neville was inclined
to doubt the evidence ot his senses.

That his brother desired to escape ob-
servation and recoguition was plain from
way in which he looked round him—very
much as the elderly man had looked be-
tore he entered the plantation—and the
care with which he kept the coat collar
about his face.

Jt was like a scene in a melodrama,
Nevilla thought, as he looked down at
Jordan’s pale face and tall, thin form.

Jordan made his way toward the other
man, wbo remained seated, puffing at his
pipe and eying Jordan coolly, and Jordan,
in a tone of impatience, said, haughtily :

“You are here ? Let us get t:is busi-
ness over quickly, please.”

The man looked up at bim with an easy,
insolent grin

“What are you afraid of, Sir Jordan ?’
he retorted. *‘‘We're quiet enough here.”

At the sound of bis voice Nevill:'s heart
leaped and the blood rushed to his head.
Was he mad or dreaming, or was that
Lavarick’s voice ?

He shook and trembled so violently un-
der the emotion aroused by the man’s
voice that he almost fell from the branch,
and he had to grip it hard and set his teeth
to keep himselt from crying out.

Lavaiiok here, and in collusion with
Jordan ! Surely he—Neville—must be
dreaming ! His heart beat so tast and furi-
ous that it made a singing in his ears, so
that he could scarcely hear the voices of
the two men below bim, near asthey were.

‘1 am here very reluctantly,” said Jor-
dan, haughtily,” and I am desirous of com-
pleting this business and returning as soon
as possible.”

“Right !"” said Lavarick, curtly. “Did
any one see you on the way, Sir Jordan ?”

“I think not,” replied Jordan. *‘But
some person, some tramp, may come upon
us at any moment, and—"

“You'd rather not be seen holling a
confab with a stranger at this time of mght
eh P gsaid Lavarick, as coolly as before.
““Well, I dare say you are right; it would
look singu'ar, wouldn't it, if you were
seen? People would begia to ask them-
selves queer questions. Bat there, you'd
bave some explanation cut and dried for
them, wouldn’t you? You can't put the
Right Hoanorabl: Sir Jordan Lynne in a
hole easily,” and he laughed.

If Neville had entertained any doubt as
to the indentity of the man it would bave
been dispelled by the laugh.

It was the laugh he had heard i the
tent on the night he had ransomed Sylvia—
the laugh that bad rung in his ears as he
saw her borne away across Lvarick’s sad-
dle, and the sound of it now filled him with
sn almost irresistible desire to spring upon
the scoundrel and knock the life out of him.
But he restrained himseli with an awful
effort which caused him to break out into
a fit of perepiration.

That there was villainy hatching between
thess two was evident, and if he could only
learn its character he might be able to
thwart them.

“It is your nature to be insolent,” said
Jordan. *‘*When you have finished, will
you be good enough to proceed to the
ma'ter which brings me here? As I raid,
I cime reluctantly, and it will not require
much provocation to induce me to leava
you.”

Lavarick rose and knocked out Lis pipe.

*“You've got the notes ?’ he said.

“I have the notes,” replied Jordan,
curtly.

£, vari k held out his claw-like hand.

“Pas« them over, then,” he said coolly.

Jordan sn-r d

“Excuse¢ me,” he said. “I brought
them ss an exchange, not as a gift.”

L. varick swore.

““We don’t trust each other much,” he
said, ssrcast cally.

Joraar r-mained silent.

““Wral's to prevent m2 from knocking
you on the head and helping myself to the
notes " sa1d Lavarick, with engaging frank-
ness.

““A regard for your own safety,” replied
Jordan, calmly. “‘BeforeI lett the Court
I told my servant that I was going for a
walk on ths Burrows, and if 1 did not re-
turp in an hour he was to drive here for
me. If you murdered me—as I bave no
doubt you would like to do—"

“Well, I should,” assented Lavarick,
with coli-blooded candor.

—*You could not conceal the evidence
of your crime and escape in that time.” He
looked at his watch as he spoke. *‘As it
is, the time is passing rapidly, and my ser-
vant will be here soon.”

*You refuse to give me the notes first?’
said Lavarick.

‘“Absolutely,” retorted Jordan.

“I thought you would, and I refuse to
hand you the will before I get the notes. I
wouldn’t trust it into your hands for a mo-
ment until I got the ‘ready.” What do you
propose, Sir Jordan ?” and he filled his pipe
with insolent leisureness.

Jordan thought a moment, then he said :

“‘I will place the notes on the ground be-
side me here; put the—the will on the
ground beside you, together with the paper
fon; which I stipulated. Have you brought
it ?”

Lavarick took a paper from his pocket,
and, advancing, held it, very tightly, near
the candle so that Jordan could read it.

“That’s what you want, eb?’

“It will do,” said Jordan. Now., go
back twenty paces and lay it and the will on
the ground. I will do the same with the
notes, and we can cross and make the ex-
change.”

Lavarick looked at him admiringly,

*“A good dodge!’ he siid, nodding.
“You're wasted over here in this stupid
old Englabd, Sir Jordan. You ought to
come out with me across the herring pond,
where those kind of tricks would come in
handy and profitable.”

Jordan vouchsafed no acknowledgement
of this genuine compliment.

“One moment,” he said. ‘‘The other
evening you spoke of the girl.”

Lavarick puffed at his pipe and nodded,
keeping his skew eyes watchiully on
Jordaun’s face.

““Well P
L “You said that you knew where to find

" Ry

“Idon’t remember that I did,” interrupt-
ed Lavarick; “butif I did I spoke the
truth. I do know where to find her, and I
could put my hand upon her in a few hours.”

““And th:t she bad the means of proving
her identity—yon stated that distinctly.”

“I did,” assented Lavarick. < Well ?”

Jordan drew a little nearer and looked
round, as if he fearad that the very trees
might have ears.

I should like to see those proofs,” he
said.

Lavarick laughed with sinister enjoymen-
ment.

‘““How prettily you said that!” and he
grinned. “‘Ot courss you would like to
see them. I should think so. And once
you'd seen them—got ’em in your hands—
you'd take devilish good care no one else
ever saw them.”

Jordan bit his lip.

““You boasted that you could obtain
these so-called proofs,” he said, ignoring
Lavarick’s taunt. ‘‘If that be so—" he
paused. ‘I should not think it fair for you
to run any risk on my behalf.”

*““You may take your solemn oath that I
never shall run any risk on your behslf !”
remarked Lavarick, bluatly.

“‘Just so,” assented Jordan, impassively.
“I am therefore about to make you an of-
fer.” :

““An offer P repeated Lavarick, suspici-
ously. **Whatisit?"

“Simply this: that I am prepared to
compensate you for any trouble or expense
you may incur in—in obtaining these proofs
ot which you speak.”

“Ob, I see !’ said Lavarick. “You want
me to steal them and sell them to you.
Well, what’s your price ?”

Jordan did not wince at the brutal
frankness.

“It is only right that I should remind

you that they are of no value to me,” he
eaid.

““Then what do you want them for ?” de-
manded Lavarick.

“That is my business solely,” he re-
plied.

““You're afraid that there may be anoth-
er will, eh ?” said Lavarick. *““Well, there
may be; but, as you ray, it’s no business of
mine. What will you give, eh?’

‘1 will give you five hundred pounds.’

Lavarick interrupted him with a coarse
laugh of distain.

“I care say ! Do you know how I should
have to get those proofs ?”

Jordan did not answer.

“I’il tell you,” said Lavarick. I should
bave to perhaps—I think I'd better
not tell you. Anyhow, th2 price
isn’t good enough. What! risk—"" he put
his hands to his neck in a hideous panto-
mim? represerting a man being hanged.
“Not much, Sir Jordan. No; it Igetthe
thing 11 bring ’em to you and we’l
make a bargain. But I've got another job
in hand first, and I’m going to do that te-
fore I touch anything else. I'm going to
find the man who ruined my girl.” He
stopped and drew a long breaih. ‘‘But
that ain’t your business, you'd say;
and it isn’t. IUs only mine, and by—"
he swore an awful oath—*‘1'll make it his !
I’ll find him wherever he is, and—"

Jordan coughed as it this subject bad no
attraction for him, and Lavarick, under-
standing the cough, broke off and said:

“Now then, I'm no more fond of this
place thao you are. Sir Jordan. Put the
notes where you said, and I'll do the same
with the will.”

As he spoke he drew out his revolver.

“Don’t be atraid,” be said, with a grin;
“‘but I think 1 should teel more comfort-
abls and easy in my mind with my little
iriend in my band.”

Jordan shrugged his shoulders con-
temptuously, and unbuttoning his cape,
took a pocket-book from it.

““The notes! the notes! No empty
pocket-book for me !” said Lavarick, as he
stood watching.

Jordan took some bank-notes from the
book and flattered them in the feeble
candle-light, then laid them down on the
ground and set the toe of his boot on
them.

At this moment, while Lavarick, with
his back to the tree, was intently watching
Jordan’s motions, Neville stretched down
and took the paper from the hole in the
trunk in which Lavarick had placed it.

““The no‘es are here,” said Jordan,
haughtily, and he tapped them with his
toot.

“Righbt !” rejoined Lavarick, and he
turned to the tree eagerly and put his hand
in the hole.

As he did so, Neville saw him start and
utter an impatient oath. Then Lavarick
thrust his band in further, down to the
bottom of the hollow, and fumbled about
searchingly.

Then he swore aloud, glaring suspicious-
ly over his shoulder at Jordan.

“What is the matter ?” said Jordan,
coldly.

““Matter ? Why”—here followed a
string of oaths— *‘the—the thing was here !
I put it here just betore you came up !”

The sneer which curled Jordan’s lips
stung Lavarick to fury, and be passed his
bands up and down the trunk of the tree,
to feel it there was another opening into
which be could have put the will.

““You have not got it ?” said Jordan.

Got it ? Yes, 1've got it ! retorted Lavar-
ick savagely; *‘I’ll put my hand upon it in
a moment. Curseitall, I only stuck itin
here just before you came. I thought it
rafer. You might have made a rush for
me, you know,” and he grinned—‘‘so I
thought I'd pnt it in a hiding place till we'd
settled how to exchange—"

Jordan smiled contemptuously.

“There is no will,” he said with suppress-
ed triumph.

“Thereais ! By all that’s living, there is
a will, and it was here a minute—five min-
utes ago !" broke out Lavarick, hoarsely.
*‘Here, give me the candle;” and forgetful
of bis undertaking, he advancad toward it.

Jordan drew out his dainty revolver and
pointed it. gy -

**Come & step nearer and I fire!” he
eaid. ‘‘You are a liar and a fool! You
have lost the will. Idety you. Pat your
hands up above your head, or, as surely as
there is a heaven above us, 1 will shoot
you! Don’t hesitate; my plan is ready;
I shall say you stopped and tried to rob
me, and that I killed you in self defense.
Up with your arms or I fire !’

Lavarick, croached ready for a spring,
read determination in Jordan’s pale face,
and did not dare to touch his own revolver.

*“Wait !”" he said, hoarsely.

“Not & minute. One—two—three !”

Lavarick threw up his hands.

““Now go!” said Jordan, sternly.
*“Turn and go without looking round. I
shall cover you while you are within range,
and fire the instant you turn!’

“‘Right!” said Lavarick, his lips writhing
“You have beaten me this time, Sir Jor-
dan. You've got that will; you watched
me and stole behind me while I was sitting
here, and got it out of the tree.”

Jordan smiled grimly.

*“Yes, that’s it; you've got me! I'm
beat this time ; but,” he ground his teeth
together, *‘I'll be even with you, if I swing
for it!"”

“Go ! said Jordan, with an exasperat-
ing laugh. ‘I give you two hours to es-
cape ; at the end of that time I shall give
information to the police.”

He bad 'gone a step too far. With a
howl of tury, which reminded Neville of
the wolves he had beard prowling hungrily
round the camp, Lavarick made s dash for

Jordan.

At that moment, as Neville leaned ex-
citedly forward to witness the conclusion
of the contest, and to join in it if necessary,
the candle was extinguished. Whether it
bad been overturned and trodden on by
one of the villamns, Neville did not see;
but it was out, aryway, and the scene was
plunged into instant darkness. He heard

the sharp snap of a revolver, and saw the
flash which momentarily lighted up the

darkness, heard a ensrling grow!, as of
some wounded animal: then, unabl: to
hold himselt in leash any longer, he leaped
to the ground, and colliding agzainst a fig-
ure, seiz2d it in his strong grip.

Whichever man it wss, be (urped upon
Nevilie with furious evergy, and Neville
knew that it was a struggle to the death.

He set bis tecth bard acd locked the man
with one arm while he felt for his throat
with the other.

_But his opponent seemed to understand
his object, and gripping Nevill: tightly,
bore all his weight upon him ; and so they
writhed to and tro, locked in a hideous
emhrace.

Neither tpoke ; each reemed to tacitly
acknowledge that while life Jasted the fight
must continue.

Neville was surprised by the strength
that was put out to meet his, but he attri-
buted it fo the fury of rage and despair
which must be burning in both Jordan's
#nd Lavarick’s bressts. For the moment
Le did not know which of the villains he
had got hcld of ; but presently he felt a
beard touch his cheek, and he was con.
vinced that it was Lavarick.

“Now,"” he thought, with a joy which no
words can express—‘‘cow at last is the
beur ot reckoning !”

He thought ot Sylvia of the last
time he Lad eeen Lavarick—with
Sylvia in his grasp—and in bis veins ran
the fierce desire to crush the life out of the
scoundrel.

To and fro they swayed, the grip of each
growing more intenze, more intolerable
each moment. At last, just when Neville,
with a sickening sense of balked ven-
geance, was feeling faint, he mansged to
get his leg under that of his opponent, and
with a crash the latter came to the ground,
lI:.Ieville falling on top of and still gripping

im.

“You—you scoundrel !” he panted. ‘‘At
last ! Move sn inch and I'll kill you where
you lie I” and bis hands tightened upon the
prostrate man’s throat.

_ Then—oh, irony of fate—came a chok-
ing voice in responee, gurgling out :

“Mr.—Mr. Neville ! Good God, is it
you ? Don’t you know me—Trale ?’

(To BE CONTINUED)

Expert
Ladv
Dyers.

Mrs. Willliam Warder, Spry, Ont., says:
““Your Diamond Dyes are excellent, and
nothlng could now tempt me to use any
other make of dyes. Diamond Dyesalways
give me entire satisfaction.”

Mrs. McNeill, Stanley Bridge, P. E. 1.,
says: ‘I bave used the Diamond Dyes
with great success. 1 recommend them
to all ladies who wish to do their own dye-
ing. For coloring dress goods they are
just perfect.”

Mrs. I.. Reid, Newcastle, Ont., rays:
““We have used your Diamond Dyes for
the last ten yesrs and find them to be the
best dyes made.”

A Real Prize,

‘If I bad such a wife as Mrs. Negley I
think I could be supremely bappy.’

‘Why, I don’t consider ber especially
good-looking, and it is easy to see that
she isn’c very clever.

‘I know, but when her husbsnd starts to
tell # funny story she doesn’t assume the
look of a martyr or try tocbange the sub-
ject.’— Chicago News.

The Victim'’s Revenge,

First Doctor—Well, I've lost old Yel-
lowboys !

Second Doctor—You didn’t expect him
to recover, did ycu ?

First Doctor—No; but I dido’t tLiok
he'd die.

The relations of & man’s wife always ex-
pects more of bim than he expects of him-
self.

" A CARRIAGE MAKER

Suffered ten years from weak heart
action and nervousness.

Cured by Milburn’s Heart
and Nerve Pills.

No trade or profession is exempt from
disease or derangement of the heart and
nerves, The pressure of work and the
mental worry are bound to produce serious
consequences sooner or later,
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My, Donald Campbell, the well-known
carriage maker of Harriston, Ont., said 3
“I have been troubled off and on for ten
years with weak action of my heart and
nervousness. Frequently my heart would
palpitate and flutter with great violence,
alarming me exceedingly. Often I had
sharp painsin my heart and could not sleep
well at night. I got a box of Milburn’s
Heart and Nerve Pills and from them de-
rived almost immediate benefit. They re-
stored vigor to my nervesand strengthened
myentiresystem,removingeverysymptom
of nerve or heart trouble, and enabling me
to get restful, healthy sleep.”

Milburn's Heart and Nerve Pills cure
palritation, throbbing, dizzy and faint
spells, nervousness, sleeplessness, weak-
ness, female troubles, after effects of grippe,
ete. Price 50c. a box or 3 for $1.25, atall
druggists, T. Milburn&Co., Toronto, Ont.

LAXA-LIVER PILLS cure Constipa-
tion, Biliousness, Sick Headache and
Dyspepsia. They do not gripe, sicken
or weaken. Every pill acts perfectiy.
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