
“To-morrow. Must I then tell him of this 
new affliction!”

“Tee, and tell him that whatever happens, 
we, my wife and I, will be to his little daugh
ter true and tender parents, and that wo will 
take her to our home, where she may forget, 
in time, all this sad trouble. We shall stay 
here as long as there is a hope that poor Hen
rietta's body may be found, and then we will 
go home. I will take charge of Roger’s fac
tory, and manage it for him until this is all 
settled; and if the worst should come the pro
ceeds will be for Suzanne. Tell him he will 
find me at Rue Saint Hour or at my home, 
as long as I live.”

“You are a good and noble man, M. 
Bemardit,” said Lucien.

“And you, also, M. De Noirville. God 
bless you I”

Lucien went on to Versailles, and said to 
Roger:

“Friend, prepare yourself to hear a new 
trouble.”

“My child is dead!” cried Roger, with 
bosky voice.

“Ho, but it is feared, and with, nlasionlytoo 
uch reason, tfaat poor Henriette has thown 

herself into the river in a fit of mental aber
ration.”

Roger’s knees bent under him, and he sank 
to the floor. But he had not strength enough 
left to weep. At last be lifted his haggard 
face. “It is better so, better sa Oh, my 
poor Henriette, my poor broken lily!"

Lucien visited Roger several times before 
the day of trial. He wished to overcome 
that strange obstinacy, but in spite of every 
argument and prayer that he should tell him 
under the veil of secrecy, he could get no 
word on that subject from Roger.

“Let my destiny be accomplished.”
The day of the trial came, and Roger 

learned that they were going to bring Su
zanne again to testify. This was the last 
drop in his already brimming cup, and he sat 
indifferent and apparently the least inter
ested of all there present as the mass of testi
mony was given.

Lucien entered the court room painfully, 
sustained by a brother lawyer, and he went 
direct to Roger and embraced him with 
warmth and genuine affection. The specta
cle went straight to the hearts of the specta
tors. 1

When the order was given to bring in the 
daughter of the accused there was a murmur 
of disapprobation, and one woman—perhaps 
a mother—cried aloud:

“This is not right. ‘Thou shalt not seethe a 
kid in its mother’s milk.’ You have no right 
to make this child condemn her father.”

“Silence in courtl” cried the judge, “or I 
shall clear the hall."

The “president of the tribunal,” or chief 
magistrate of the court of assizes, ordered 
that the child be brought to him.

“My child,” said he, “do you know that 
man!"

“Yes, it is my father.”
“Do you lore him!"
“Yes.”
“Where is your mother!"
“She is dead.”
“What caused her to dieP 
“I do not know.”
“You saw from your balcony a man go into 

Larouette’s house and kill him. Was it your 
father!”

The child made a negative sign.
“Your mother saw him, too—your poor, 

dead mother. You loved her, did yon not!” 
“Oh, yes, sir.”
“Then try to remember, for her sake, what 

or who you saw that night.”
“I did not see anything.”
The president then addressed Roger:
“The silence of this child accuses you.” 
“Alas, sir,” said Roger, “I begged her to 

speak, but she would not.”
“What she saw must be more terrible to 

say than what she leaves us to believe by her 
silence.”

“Did your mother tell yon to deny having 
seen anything!”

“No, sir, she did not”
“Did you see your father or not, child! Re

member, it is hie life that is trembling on 
your lips.”

“I have told you all, so many, many times 
that I saw nothing, nothing at all Please do 
not try to make me teU a lie.”

Here the unhappy little creature burst into 
tears.

“Why do you cry, my child!” asked the 
esident *
Because my papa is crying.”

Here one of the jury arose. He could bear 
this scene no longer. “I think, your honor, 
we have heard all that is necessary.”

Many persons were in tears, and the presi
dent himself was very willing that the little 
martyr be spared further suffering, and she 
was carried ont by an officer and given to the 
tender care of the uncle and aunt who 
awaited her.

Then they questioned Roger, and he an
swered all the questions in detail, repeating 
what he had told them before, but was so ex
hausted when all was done that he could not 
hold himself straight in his chair, but ho had 
not given the name of his mysterious debtor.

When Lucien rose, sustained by his 
crutches, and his poor maimed limbs ending 
with wooden stumps, there was a murmur of 
pity all through the hall, and several mem
bers of the jury could scarcely restrain their 
tears. He opened his plea slowly, in a low 
voice at first, but which warmed into elo
quence as he went over step by step Roger’s 
past life and history, told of his courage and 
devotion to his country, his family, his friend, 
and then tried to show that such a man could 

.not have become a murderer even to save his 
business from ruin. Ho made them feel that 
a man so honorable ns Roger must hold an
other’s secret safe at the risk and sacrifice of 
his own life, and that the secret of the person 
who gave him this money was sacred and 
might even be baptized in blood. He had 

ken an boar and was now about to attack 
evidence and try to prove that this was a 

case of mistaken identity, and that probably 
Henriette and Suzanne had seen some one 
whom they imagined from a resemblance to 
Roger to be him, and that it was an easy 
matter to bo mistaken, under such circum
stances and hi the excitement, when one of 
the officers o* the court handed him a small 
note marked “Important; read at once.”

Even while continuing his speech Lucien 
opened the note and the envelope fell un
heeded to the floor. Still speaking he opened 
out the sheet which bore but a few lines in an 
unknown handwriting, and then he took up 
n glass of water and read as ho drank. At 
first lie did not understand it. This was 
whnt it contained:

“You undertake the defense of Roger La- 
roque. You speak of his honor in keeping 
silence about the money and who paid him 
Go home and ask your wife, or, better still, 
ask her lover, whose life yon are trying to 
save.”

This letter was from Luversan, who feared 
that Roger might escape.

Now, aa by a lightning’s flash, Lucien saw 
all, knew all. All that had been inexplicable 
before was explained. And the light came 
so suddenly that he fell backward to a seat 
and remained there for a moment as if dead. 
When he arose again, with the help of the 
gendarmes, he looked like a corpse, only that 
he moved.

He turned to Roger, and murmured but 
two words:

“Infamous man!”
“Laden!” said Roger.
“Look me. Julia’s husband, your friend, in 

the face!”
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Then the uncle kissed the paie little face, 
and his heart swelled with grief, but he tried 
to bear up.

“My precious baby,” said he, “your father 
needs you, and you must go. He will do all 
he can to make you happy. Do the same for 
him. If you ever come back to France, come 
home here, where you are our own child. 
God bless you. Roger, write to us, and let us 
know how she is, and send her photograph if 
yon can, and as often as you want money 
send for it”

“Good aunt and uncle, I will never forget 
you, and I will love you forever," said the 
child.

Then Ro

For answer, Roger hid his eyes in both his 
hands and bowed his head in silence. Lucien 
was answered.

Lucieu thought His eloquent plea for 
Roger had ceased, but he dimly felt that he 
must proceed. He must continua He was 
here to save Roger from the accusation of 
the crime he did not commit, not to condemn 
him for the one he had. At least he could do 
his duty, but ho felt something give way in 
his brain. He rose to the occasion and his 
duty, and began again his interrupted ad
dress, though his voice was hoarse and faint.

“Repose yourself a little," said the presi
dent.

But Lucien shook his head. He now knew 
all, and Roger’s innocence of this crime com
manded his best efforts. The rest could come 
afterward.

Ho spoke, and his voice and heart grew 
strong together, and that vast audience hung 
breathless upon his words, and into them he 
put so much of his own despair that every 
heart melted. Roger ligard nqtbing of tilt 
this. Those two awful words resounded like 
thunderous reverberations through his brain, 
deadening every other sound.

But suddenly that tide of impassioned 
words was checked and then resumed feebly:

“I charge you, men of the jury, to remem
ber that Roger Laroque is innocent. I know 
it. I swear it, but I cannot divulge his secret”

And with the last word Lucien fell into the 
arms of those nearest him, and when the doc
tor reached him he said: “He is dead; he has 
ruptured a blood vessel in his brain.”

Roger tried to reach him, but he was held 
firmly in his seat, and when they told him 
Lucien was dead he burst into an agony of 
sobs, which he vainly tried to stifle. He alone 
knew whnt had been Lucien’s death blow, 
and be felt himself condemned of God and 
man. Already two deaths upon his con
science, Henriette’s and Lucien’s. He wished 
to die that he might expiate bis sin.

When the president asked him if he had 
anything to add, he said, in » sonorous voice:

“I am guilty. Condemn ma”
But his measure of sufferings was not yet 

full And when the jury, after a short con
sultation, returned, they gave in their verdict:

“Guilty, but with extenuating circum
stances;"

So he could not even die. He was con
demned to the galleys for life. Thus he must 
expiate his wrong, and he was led away, his 
heed bowed, and his face that of an old 
broken down man.

bread, for pity’s sake; I bave not 
three days.”

After having eaten, Roger told his story of 
how he had escaped with three political pris
oners, and they had made their way, step by 
step, from one place to another, working 
their passage as sailors until they reached 
America. At New York Roger had found 
a position in a machine shop, and as soon as 
he had earned enough money he had returned 
to Europe, but he had not enough, and at 
Antwerp he found himself without money to 
buy food, and he dared not attempt to make 
the voyage in France on foot for fear of being 
recognized. So ho paid railroad fare and had 
reached here almost starved. He knew from 
Lucien that the Bemardits would take Su
zanne, and here he came, scarce daring to 
hope she was alive.

eaten for

THE »

Saturday
ger took her in his arms and wont' 

out into the tempest of snow and icy wind, 
and in twenty minutes more they were speed
ing away toward the frontier, while the two 
desolate old people wept in their deserted 
home.

Gazette
É»f CHAPTER X.

There was a grave in the churchyard at 
Ville d’Avray, artd on the headstone was the 
name of Henriette Laroque, with the date of 
her death engraved upon it; but she who 
slept beneath was not the unhappy young 
wife of that still more unfortunate man.

Henriette, after that last day at the court, 
had fallen into such a state of mental apathy 
as would have caused her friends the liveliest 
apprehensioh had the poor creature had any 
one capable of appreciating her dangerous 
condition; but those who surrounded her 
thought this only the natural reaction after 
such acute suffering as she had undergone.

And so at last the poor overwrought brain 
gave way and she lost her reason completely. 
Her instinct, which now governed her move
ments, made her feel that this was an un
pleasant place; that it was connected some
how with something that gave her pain, and 
she wandered off into the woods, bareheaded, 
in her simple black dress, which she had now 
adopted entirely, and with thin house slippers 
on her tiny feet.

The silence and calm of the cool green for
est soothed her and she wandered down to the 
water’s edge. While there a little boat came 
floating along, tenantless, and a little eddy 
brought it within her roach. With a child
ish, unmeaning laugh she seized it and drew 
it gently to her and then sprang in, and the 
movement gave impetus to the boat, which 
floated out and into the swift current. The 
gentle movement of the boat calmed the 
overwrought nerves and Henriette fell asleep 
and never awoke until daylight on the fol
lowing morning.

She was far away from her home then and 
in the heart of a mountainous region, where 
herds and flocks were browsing and farming 
in the valleys was the principal industry. At 
a bend in the river some floating brushwood 
turned the little boat to the bank and Henri
ette stepped ashore, with one bare foot and 
one foot shod with a satin slipper.

Her blind instinct led her toward a habita
tion and she limped along until she reached a 
farm, and she went on silently, like a black 
shadow, and up a flagged walk to an open 
doorway, through the door and into a large, 
neat farm kitchen, where she stood smiling 
with childish innocence upon the astonished 
inmates.

The owners of this farm were an old couple 
named Dubois, aud they were childless, and 
had been very unfortunate i#i their crops for 
throp or four years. They were simple, 
ignorant and superstitious, but possessed of 
good hearts. They had not heard Henriette 
come in, nor had they seen her until some
how they turned and there she was. She 
smiled and appeared so gentle, and yet so 
strange that they regarded her with awe, 
and she sat down with them at the table a ad 
ate like a famished creature, but they saw 
that her soft, white bands bad never done 
any work. They asked her questions ns to 
whence she came, who she was, but the only 
answer she would give was;

“I know nothing about it”
At night the good old couple placed her in 

their own clean bed and they slept upon a 
pallet. They .said to each other:

“We must keep her. She may be a Mas
cotte and bring us good luck agaiu.”

And so poor demented Henriette found 
shelter and a home with this simple, worthy 
couple, and she staid there contentedly, help
ing the old woman in many ways.

Always smiling, always gentle and amiable, 
and whether it was that she was a Mascotte 
or no, the next eight seasons’ harvests were 
so full and abundant and everything 
pered so welLwith these two old people, that 
one might say that their kindness to a help
less stranger had brought God’s blessing 
with it.

But these poor creatures lived so far away 
from Paris, and knew so little of what passed 
in the world outside of their narrow valley, 
that they could never have imagined the 
truth, and as Henriette had dropped into 
their world without warning or knowledge 
they accepted her advent and never dreamed 
of irakingTnquiries. They called her Marie, 
not knowing any Other name, and she was 
treated far better than they used themselves. 
What work she did was done voluntarily. 
She fed the chickens and lambs and gathered 
fruit, and did much sewing, her beautiful 
work seeming like fairy stitches to the old 
people. But her out door life and the pure 
air, and excellent food rendered her physical 
health much more robust than it had ever 
been, and her chest, which had shown ten
dency of weakness, tilled out with renewed 
vigor, and her beauty took a richer type, 
even though clouded by the impenetrable 
mists of insanity. Her insanity took a mild 
type and she seemed to have gone back 
mentally to the state of a child of 6 or 7, so 
innocent and so ignorant did she appeal'. She 
spoke very rarely, and then only in mono
syllables, and to every question that was 
asked of her on any subject she replied:

“I do not know,” and then she might after
ward say what was desired of her, but it was 
indelibly fixed in that poor wrecked in
telligence that she must always disclaim any 
knowledge.
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And kissed the dimpled hand.
“And what do you intend to do!”
“Do not fear that I intend to trouble you 

long. I would not wish to do you any harm," 
answered Roger, a little bitterly.

“I had no such thought,” said the good old 
man. “I only wished to know your plans. I 
know that you would be lost if you remain in 

•France.”
“I shall leave France to-night, and only 

ask of you that you lend me a few clothes 
and a little money. The money is not for 
myself, hut for Suzanne, who could not en
dure deprivation. Be sure that I will repay 
it"

“But Suzanne!”
“I have come to take her."
“You are going to take her from us?”
“Why are. you surprised? Is it not my 

right! I cannot live without her.”
“Listen, Roger,” said the old man slowly. 

“Here Suzanne will live in peace and com
fort Here she will have an honored name, 
which unfortunately you cannot give her 
now. Think twice before you drag her into 
a life such as yours must be henceforth, in 
exile and far from her mother’s grave. 
Roger, leave her with us. We love her well; 
as well as you, and it seems to me that it is 
your duty.”

“Uncle, hear me! I am, as you say, a dis
graced and hunted man, condemned inno
cently to exile from my country. I have 
nothing but this child. She is everything to 
me. I need her, otherwise my heart will 
break. Listen to me and hear the true story 
of this crime for which I am unjustly pun
ished. I have never told it before, and would 
not now, only that you may feel'that I 
not entirely unworthy the consolation of my 
child.”

And then he told them all, reserving noth
ing except the name of Julia; and they heard 
and believed him truly, and said 
against lus right to take Suzanne, though 
their poor o?d hearts bled.

“But the guilty one. Have you ever 
thought it was that woman!"

“Yes, but I cannot believe she did it. Had 
she a lover who gave her the money? Was 
it for vengeance? I am lost in conjecture. 
But I shall never give up my intention to 
cleanup this crime.”

Long they talked of the past, of poor Henri
ette, whose body they found in the river, 
though unrecognizable, and whom they 
buried piously in the little churchyard at 
Ville d’Avray, of the machine works which 
the good old Bemardit still managed for Su
zanne’s sake. Then he gave Roger what 
money he had, which was some 80,000 francs, 
which was the profits of the past year and a 
half, and a suit of his own clothes. When 
all this was done it was nearly 1 o’clock. 
Roger said:

“I most go from hero at 2 on the train, and 
it will bo necessary to rouse Suzanne and get 
her dressed.”

With heavy hearts the old couple roused 
and dressed the child and wrapped her in a 
warm far cloak and a hood and pulled thick 
woolen stockings over her shoes that she 
might not be cold. A small bundle of neces
saries for Suzanne was made up, and then 
the time had come for them to go. The old 
aunt wept those hard wrung tears of the 
aged as she wrapped the little child she loved 
so tenderly, and then they opened the door. 
The weather had changed and the snow 
falling in great flakes, obscuring the road 
and rendering it almost impossible to see a 
yard in advance.

“Roger,” said the old man, “I forgot to 
say that Suzanne, after the fever she had, 
has never seemed to remember that dreadful 
experience. She thinks that you and her 
mother are traveling. I would not try to 
awaken her memory. She will be happier 
so. I think God had pity upon her yonth and 
tenderness and so veiled her memory.”

“God grant it,” said Laroque. “I wish I 
also might forget.”

Suzanne had not aroused enough to know 
anything that was taking place, or that she 
was beinjf dressed for a voyage. But at last 
she opened her eyes.

“Is it morning!” said she drowsily.
“No, precious one,” said the old "lady. “It 

is in the middle of the night, but we had to 
take you up to tell some good news.”

“Is it Christmas!"
“No, darling, but your dear papa, who has 

been away so long, has come home.”
A nervous tremor passed through the deli

cate frame of the child, and she took on sud
denly that same look she had worn daring 
those terrible days, but she said nothing, and 
the three anxious persons around her did not 
notice. By aud by she said slowly:

“Father lias come? Where is he, then!”
Then Roger stepped forward and took her 

in his arms and covered her with kisses, and 
be did not notice that she did not kiss him. 
Then he asked :

“Are you glad to see me, my child ?”
“Yes, father.” "
“We will not be parted again. We are go

ing away together.”
“Going away? Going to leave Val Dieu and 

good uncle and aunt? Father, why cannot 
you stay here?"

“For reasons which you cannot understand, 
my darling.”

“I am very sorry to leave here, father, but 
we will go.”

“She has entirely forgotten,” said he, thank
fully,.to himself.

At last Suzanne, muffled up to the eyes, was 
ready, and the old aunt, with tears streaming 
down her withered cheeks, said:

“Go, my child, my darling. I am too old to 
hope to ever see you again. Take, then, my 
last kiss, and may God guard you and guide 
you!”

Can be had from the following News
dealers and Rooksellers :

J. A. McMILLAN, Prince William 
Street

T. O’BRIEN & CO., King Street

T. H. HALL, comer King and Germain _
Streets.

M. L. HARRISON, King Street.
D. McARTHUR, King Street

E. G. NELSON, comer King and Char
lotte Streets.

WATSON & Co., comer Charlotte and 
Union Streets.

D. JENNINGS, Union street 
J. D. McAVITY, Brussell Street
G. A. MOORE, comer Brussels and 

Richmond Street.
R. W. McCARTY, Haymarkct Square.
JOHN GIBBS, Sydney Street
JAMES CRAWFORD, comer Dnke and 

Carmarthen.
R. A. II. MORROW, Garden Street.
JAMES CRAWFORD, Main Street 

Portland.

J. D. ROBERESON, Wall StrcetPortland'
R E. COUPE, Main Street Portland.
ALBERT McARTHUR, Main Street, 

Portland.
JAMES McKINNEY, corner Charlotte- 

and St James Street
J. BROWN, Indiantown Post Office.
G. W. HOREN, Union Hall, Portland 
WM. ROBERTSON, Exmouth street
E. WALSH, corner Clarence and Bms-

’ sels streets,
D. J. GILLÏS, Marsh Road.
KING & IRWIN, comer Princess and 

Charlotte street
THOS. L. DEAN, comer Duke and'Car- 

martlien streets.
RICHARD: EVANS, comer Carmarthen 

and Brittain streets.
L. E. DbFOREST, Coburg street 
NEWS STAND Intercolonial Passenger 

Depot
W. MALONEY, comer Duke and Sydney 

streets.
P. DAVIS. Mill Street

CHAPTER IX.
After the scenes related in the preceding 

chapter Suzanne was taken ill of brain fever, 
and for a long time they despaired of her life, 
but at last she regained consciousness and 
little by little her strength. As soon as it 
was possible she was removed to her great 
uncle’s home in the Val Dieu, near the Arden
nes mountains. Here the old man had a 
foundry and a large, roomy bouse surrounded 
bv trees and a garden, while not far away 
flowed the river Meuse. The sweet, quiet and 
pure air soon restored the child to health, 
but she seemed to have forgotten ail about 
the tragic scenes through which she bad 
passed. The old couple told her that her 
parents had gone away on a voyage, and she 
looked at them quietly without speaking as 
they told her, so that when they were alone 
they said thankfully:

“She has forgotten all that Went before this 
sickness. Let ns thank God that it is so.” 

Winter, always severe in the Ardennes, 
d ice and snow took the place of the

:

came, an
grme and fruits of autumn, and winter and 
summer went, and winter and summer came 
again. Roger had been one year aud a halt 
in the galleys.

The snow bad fallen several days and the 
frost had made it hard and brittle, and Havel 
was almost suspended in the Val Bien, and the 
foundries seemed silent as the heavy enow 
deadened the noises, and the wooden sabots of 
the workmen were as silent as if made of 
wadded wool as they walked over the thick

no more

snow.
Night came, calm, cold and still, and the 

moonlight gave an unearthly brilliance to the 
scene. As the cold was intense til the houses 
along the street of Val Dieu were closed, and 
cheerful lights showed from the open win
dows. The rigorous cold seemed to throw the 
whole village into a state of torpor. The 
street was deserted, though it was but 10 
o’clock, except at the great foundry, where 
they worked night and day. !

At 10:30 a man appeared near the tunnel of 
the railroad, on the jetty by the river side. 
He had come in on the late train. He was 
tall, though he walked bent as if he bore a 
heavy weight on his shoulders, and he walked 
direct toward the foundry belonging to M. 
Bemardit, and when there bis feet refused 
to carry him aud he leaned against an up
turned cart, as if not» knowing what else 
to do.

A few moments he stood thus aiyl then felt 
a heavy hand clasp his shoulder and a voice 
say somewhat rudely :

•‘Who are you and what are you doing 
here?”

“You are M. Adrien Bemardit, are you 
not!"

“I am, and who ore you?” •
The unknown looked about him timidly, 

and then said in a low voice that seemed 
broken by emotion:

•‘Alas, I am Roger Laroque!”
“You, in France and free!”
“Yes, I am here,” said Roger, lifting his 

hnt so that M. Bemardit could see him 
clearer, and then he continued: “And 
Suzanne, my child? You do not tell me if 
she lives.”

“She lives and is well, and is with us.”
Roger sighed as if a great weight was 

lifted from his heart There was a short si
lence between them, then Bemardit said :

“Come, come home with me. We can talk 
there at our ease, for you want no one to see 
you, I suppose?”

They walked in silence to the bouse, where 
the old lady was still sitting before the fire. 
When she saw her husband come in with that 
pale, ragged man, with his long hair and 
beard in disorder, she rose with a look of 
fright. Bemardit closed and locked the door 
and then coming close to bis wife said:

“It is Laroque, the child’s father.”
“You here and free?” said the old lady, 

trembling, and using almost the same words 
as her husband had.

Roger bowed without speaking, and sank 
into a chair. Finally he mastered his emo
tion enough to ask to see Suzanne. The old 
couple looktel pitifully at each other. Had 
he come to lake their child!

“She is asleep,” said the old lady.
“I will not disturb her. Only let me look 

at her. 1 never hoped to see her again. Oh, 
let me see her now!”

They opened a door and signed him to fol
low. There was a dainty little room, a little 
bed with snowy curtains, and on the white 
bed slept Suzanne, the light falling softly 
upon her rosy face and her shining hair. He 
knelt beside the bed and kissed the dimpled 
hand that lay outside the cover, but so softly 
that the sleeper knew nothing.

With his heart relieved Roger retired from 
the room and returned with the old couple to 
the fireside, and then he wept in silence for a 
few moments. His heart was rent with sor
row, and by the sight of that little fomi he 
loved so well and from whom he had been 
so cruelly separated a year and a half ago. 
Suddenly he gasped for breath and seemed 
attacked by vertigo, and was falling from his 
chair when Bemardit caught him, and Roger 
murmured as if ashamed: “Give me a little
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W. H. MURRAY.
A Matter of Economy.

As a matter of economy B. B. B.is the 
cheapest medicine in use for it takes less 
to cure chronic diseases of the stomach, 
liver, kidneys and blood, than of any 
other known remedy. B. B. B. is only 
One Dollar a bottle. "

A Postmaster's Opinion.
great pleasure in certifying to 

the usefulness of “Ilagyard’s Yellow Oil,” 
writes D. Kavanagh, postmaster, of Um- 
fraville, Ont, “having used it for soreness 
of the throat, bums, colds, etc., I find 
nothing equal to it.”

A Claim Verified.
B. B. B. claims to cure all curable dis

eases of the stomach, bowels liver, kid
neys and blood. That it actually per
forms all it claims,- is proven by testi
monials from parties which none can 
dispute. Send for testimonials of re
markable cures.

SUSSEX.
H. A. WHITE.

HAMPTON.
Dn. MacPIIERSON,

ALBERT.
I have L. M. WOOD.

CHARLOTTETOWN.
T. L. CHAPPELL.

>

EASTPORT.
E. S.WAIDE.

!
SHEDIAC.

»FRED. H. SMITH.

AMHERST.
* "jG. F. BIRD. . J

A Hint to Housekeeper*.
Mrs. Robert Williams, of Glenila, Par

ry Sound, Out, says, “I could not keep 
house without Ilagyard’s Yellow Oil at 
hand, I have used it in my family for 

■ croup, sore throat, and a ent foot and can 
! highly recommend it to everybody.”»
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