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1F NEABRLY DEAD

sElng some highly puffed up stull, with
?;:.16; f:ciﬂgmnials, tarn to Hop Bitters, and
have no. fesr of aoy Kidney or Urinary
“roubles, Bright’s Dieease, Dibates or Liver
-Complaint, - Thess digeases ‘canno? reslst the
curative power of Hop Bltters; besides it i
the test family medicine on earth. :

“:[ For the PosT and ﬂ'ﬂvﬂ.'WiTﬂb‘s-]

WAITING FOR- THE TRAIR.
C BY AGAUS BURT.
- - '(C’onélu._slion.) _,! . : .
we' neared the clump of maples the
pnﬁm‘:;geq_into a _brosd averue, bordered
on each side by tall stately trees, at the end
of waich sy the ‘houge, & perfect picture of
<nral beanty, it8 white walls contrasting with
gen _jalousies:and broad veranda which ran
gll aroucd it.. O the lawn ‘were tzstefully
laced large garden vases, or urng, from which
depended trailing - vines and richly colored
erapiume. . : AR
aYe'll come In and rest ye, neebor; for the
day's werm, and mysiel’ T'll be gay glad,
tse sce -onybody frae the hlelavs. Look ye,
yon sbe’s waltin’ for us in the doorway,” and
the wisttul eyes of the aged woman fastened
on my face with & strange longing I conld
pot resist, ¥ :

« Aye, aye, I'll tent an’ bide wl’ ye, 8yne ye
wish it,” I onawered. While etil} speaking,
1 orserved the lady in the doorway was com-
ing down the steps, evidently to welcome thoe
stranger. .. e AT

« ] am. truly glad to see our motker has met
an old frlend,” was her greeting, as she prass-.
ed my hand cordially. S T

uThigis my dochter-in-law, Mysie Caver-
hill, Allav’s guid wife; an’, neebor, I dinna’
min’ ye'r name, what was't 7" .

« MiIeg. Harland,” sald her son, who was just
beslde us;.# ard I hope we may be able to
persuade her to mske us a visit.”

At once I understood the hopse that had
gprung up in the speaker's heart for his
mother’s restoration ; and right willingly did
I accept the Inviiation so that I might ald in
tha worx. '

It was a cheerful, happy iuxnricus home
into which I found myaself 60 unexpectedly
ushered. Good order and perfect bousekeep-
ing in overy detail. The servants, or help,
a3 they call thom, moved around in thelr re-
spective duties—more like the trained do-
mestics of scme baronial residence we read
of in Europe tban those of & farm house in
Vermont. Buts the station-masisr informed
me, young Mrs. Caverhill was an heiress and
a gennine 1Ady at beart, The perfect harmo-
ny on all sides showed that good taste and
wealth worked hand in hand, Ore could
see at ‘& glahce how ths dear old demented
mother was first considered in everything;
when, as the hoatess, Mrs. Caverhill, wished te
canry me off tothe apartment set aside for
visitors,she placed har arm caressingly arooad
the aged form, seying, “Only for o few min.
ntes, dear mother; until Miss Harland re.
moves her bat aud shawl.”

uAye, aye; diona pide lang,” was her re-
sponse.”

«wLet. there be ro ceremony between us,
Miss Harland,” she eegerly eald, ag we pasged
down the corridor. I feel a8 {f Providence
had eent yon speclally to us. Allan has whis-
pered & few words to me, how mother Bas
taken to you. No doubt you are already lu-
formed. through the. Statlon Master of the
grent bereavement that has shattered her
teason. I cannot tell you how I felt when I
seen her dear old faca turned on yours, and
her band clesping your arm a8 ycu came up
the lawn together. You are the firat person
ghe has shown any interest in since her ar-
tival from Scotland.”

« Desr madam, I am only tco happyto do
anything that lies in my power, Oaly just
tell me what you wish me to do.”

«Stay with uwsas long as you can,” was
her eager ruply. “I know it will appear sel-
fish, a8, no doubt, you have other demande on
your time, other frlends to tolok about; but
our extreme cage will plead my excuse. The
Scotch accent that comes 50 esgy to your
tongue has rouged eomethisg In her culled,
clouded mind that makes both Allan and my.
sslf hope against hope.”

u Arp you a native of Scotland ?’ she con-
tinued,

uNo, I was born in Montreal, Canado, but
of Scoteh parents; and from childhood it has
been my delight to copy and imitate the
accent nsed by my mother, Border talesand
ballads, gualnt delineations, Burns' songs and
poetry, has bsen a contlnual source of en-
joyment. And, now, so long as I can remain
with you, Mra, Caverhill, 1 am only too happy
to belp all I can. But, tell me, do the Doctors
think there is no hopes for her recovery ?”

#They all agres in the one answer, and we
have had the best medical skill brought io
bear on her casa, Nothing in sclence can do
her any gocd, probably sbe will slip away
like a child going to sleep, with her darling's
name on her lips. Buat since I have seen
her eager look fastensd on your face, I will
hope egalnst all thelr learned and wise deci.
elons,” :

Retarning to the pleasant airy parlor, we
found the mother coming in sesrch of us,
saylng, * Mysle, lassie, dinna keep my neebor
eae lang frae me.”

Myele canght my hand and pressed it
almost bysterloally at this confirmation of
her sangulne hopes.

I had no plan marked out to follow, but
lnwarily offering a prayer for divine direc-
tion for each word 1 should say, sat down
beeide the old lady on a low oitaman, when
with childlike engerness ehe bogan:

“Did yo come far the day, meebor; an’
what's ae -the folk duen in yer part oo the
klntrie?

I t0ld her the reason of my delay at the
statlon, and the kindness of the Station.
master and his wife ; that a messenger would
g0on come for me, but that if she wished it I
would send bim away, and make her e long
visit, In telling ber this I used the same
ib:oad Scotch accent I had firet spoken to her

L

¢ Aye, das, I wish i, wi’ se’ my heart. Ye
mauna luv’ me, noo that ye'v cam. 1 could
ne' thole that at ae’.” o

The dear old .soul babbled and talked of
the ecenes ot her early life ; and were it not
that some of the places were familiar, from
the many times I bad hesrd my mother
deacribe them and the motley collection I had
1end of old Iashioned Scotoh legends and
storles, I would have been, many times,gst a
loss to keep her In reples. o

Now and then Mrs. Caverhill jolned us and
listened with evident pleasure, occasionally
remarking romething that seemed to give the
old lady great delight. . - ‘

At the appointed time my mountain conrler
mada his appearance. I despatched him with
a written meseage.0.the effect that 1 would
write more fully fa-:the ocouree of the week
the conse of my delay ; that probably he was
acquainted with ‘Mr. Caverhilly my host, 8o
he need have no anxisty on my accouat.

Tho afterncon, passed - quickly, - Both my
host and hosteas remarked - the - apparent
change in the mother, with hopefal delight.

In speaking of the . exqulsite scenery sur-
rounding his home, Mr,: Caverhill -asked me
to accompany him in abou

up the mountalns to a particnlar bend in one

of the green glante, as some tourlsts call our
hills, where just about sunsst nature feems to
surpass all attempts at artistic imitation.

“u Il no hide lang frae ye, mither,” I wkis-
pered, In answer to her eager questioning
glance. .

# Mind bring her back -the niché, Allan,
l1ad,” was the sad, aweet refrain of her quaver.
ing volce. : ’

« Mies Harland,” caid my host, as we drove
uader the epreading maples, ‘‘words are ton
fsoble to exprese Mrs., Ouverhill’s thauks and
mine for your kindness in giving your time
to cheer the ‘datkened way of my affilcted
mother. But to the traly generous Christian
‘beart, thanksare fuleome. May your efforts
to lighten her welght of sorrow mest thesame
conelderation from thoee around you. :*And
now,” he added, in a lighter tons, «I have
done thaunking, 88 X know it 1a not pleaning.
I will only gay, as.the Indian chiefs say when
tuey meet in  council. and each Sachem or
kend of his tribe concludes his epoech with
‘T have spoken.'" L

Just then he drew the 1ein,and the horse
obeyed the check. .« Look, Miss Harland;
can there be anything to surpass that gight in

‘picture.1and 7

. Midway up one of the mountsing, just
where an opening gave a view of the range of
lewer hills with rich farms, meadows and
pastures on their sides and between them,
threaded with silver streams and waterfalls
gleaming in the rosy light as they leapad from
rock to rock In their downward cource. Then,
up almost to whers we rested, came the floods
of golden hsze, blending into pale amber,
decp rose, melting out into an exquisite pink,
purple, paseing in ripples and  waves of, amy-
thist. Buch a glorfons commingling of ' hues
and shades was sufficlent cause to bring lovers
of the beautiful from many lands to enjoy the
sight,” We waited until the last glesm of
sunlight dled away ere we returned. On the
way he gave me .gome particulars of his
mother's loss of mind,

« My youngest brother, Alec, was her idol,
as youngest sons generally are, but he was a
worthy son ; a generous, warm-kesrted, hand-
some young man, and loving his mother
above all beings on earth. Nothing too good
or to handsome for her vse; he dearly loved to
dress her in the tartan she s&till wears; and
invarlably he sent or brought with him-{rom
Aberdeen, the town where his employment
Iey, & drese and sostf to moetch for his
¢ Bonnis wee mither,’ a8 ke loved to call her.
Asg soon as the least, tear and wear, became
appatent on its rich colors and checks, Alec
replaced the old one with new. I had lsft
home when butsa boy. A couesin of my
father's, a wealthy East India merchant, took
me on one of his trips to Calcntts, intending,
he toid them at home, if we suited each other,
to pdopt me as his successor and helr.
Bat, I suppose, something was wanting in
my natura to suit my rich relative. I could
nat toady or play epaniel. Ove reminder of
my dependant situation was quite enongh for
me, and I hired on bozrd ship as cabin boy,
and ssid good-bye to Golden Iladla. I
tather feared to mest my father, as he might
blame me for my disobedience, and my way-
ward, ignorant youth was pretty well punished
betore my parents and relf met. I seen life,
hard and soft, snd was man-grown when I
next stood in Auld Scotla. I found ome
after another of my brothers and sisters
had died, all except Alec, the youngest, whom
I had left a baby 1n the cradle, now grown a
young man, and the comfort of his parents’
old age. 'That same year my father died, and
mother and Alec lived on io the old home-
stead, almost under the shadow of the Ochill
hills. Alec was employed in a large houss
as book-kEceper, and every Ssturday eveulng
gaw him at home with :Bonnie wee mither/
until the following Monday morn. Bome yeara
since I had the wxood fortune to win a prizs
in the matrimonial lottery, for,without nndue
exaggeration,my wife is a jewel above price.
We visited the land of my birth fora wedding
trip aud to have tho blessing of ¢ wee mithor.’
Afcer thut 1 settled bere, where my wifs was
born, and where shae best loved to dwell. On
that fatal evening that brought so much &or-
row tp watching, expecting friends and rels-
tions in Scotland, Alec was on his way, for he
wrota to Mother to meet him at the atation,
and to wear the last new dress and tartan
gcarf or plaid he had sent her; that he would
ride with the engineer, who wasa great frlend
of his, end for +wee mither’ to invite him
to spend OChristmas Day with them,
a8 he was a stranger in Scotland and had no
friends there but Alec. Well, mother wes at
the station to meet her boy and his friend,
but there was no expresa train that night.
When the fearinl truth was understood, rea-
gon tottered and fell, and the physiclans in
attendanoce declared her case hopeless, Mrs.
Oaverhill and myself went over in the firat
steamer going out, for there was none else of
ber children Jiving, and brought her home
with us. BSince then we have watched her
caretully, and up to the present mest-
ing with you, to all strangers, and
in fact, everybody, she seems allke in-
different. Sometimes ske will be a whole
weok without remembering whoI am, or that
Mrs, Caverhill is my wite, Perbaps she hears
gome tones In your volce that recalls Alec to
ber mind, I noticed her start when you
called her ¢mither.’ Another strange feature
in ber cage 1s, she showa no remembrance of
her tormer religious tondencies. Qur family
has always been Roman Oatholic on father
and-mother's side, and no children were
more carefully trained or taught our religion
by s mother thsn we have been.
That early teaching bas been my armor
when youth and inexperience soraly needed
help. And a8 for Alec, he was truly a Chris-
tian and Catholic gentleman, Theone hops
now of Mrs. Oaverhill and myself i that God
will restore her reason and remembrance of
per esrly falth before He calls her home.
Now, Miss Harland, just use your owa judg-
ment how you speak to her ; everythlng you
do will be for the best, and may God bless
your efforts, I hope yon will not deem me
intrustve in bringing my poor, sflicted parent
go forclbly belore you ; but, like my wife, I
have a strong feeling that the interest you
have aroused in her hitherto numbed facul-
ties is the precunsor of good tidinga.”

Arrived at the house, the first one to greet
ug wag * Bonnie wee mither,” and a8 her thin,
gmall band sid Into mine, I Kklesed the
beautifal child-like face, thounking her for
her welCome.

u Aye, meebor, yo'r welcome; welcome a3
the suplicht is tae dark Looch-na-gar, Allam
brocht ye back, Come ben and rest ye,” and
she drew me, gently and kindly, a3 one would
a person they deeired #o honor.

“"Her'mood had chabged since the morning.
Daring the evening repast she acarcely spoke,
and Mre. Caverhill noticed she est very little.

Mr. Oaverhill was called away on some
buslness connsoted -with the sale of cattle,
and a8 hia' ywlife led the way into an exqui-
sltely fornfshed; drawing-room, ehe 'sald,
laughingly's I will bave to do Allan's ghate
of entertaining until" his return. Now, will
it be tauslo, or would ypu prefer I should do
as the .ohildren, when visiting. each other
ighow yor my ploture boo?'" ..

"“iuphy tusie by all means,” I replied, #as 1
gseo you have a superd plano.”. .

i Just before - seating herself at the Instru.|:
t an’ hour's drive > ment ebe placed her mother-in.law in her ac-

_customed arm.chair,shook up the eof: cushions
‘and drew a hassock for her fset to rest om,
saying, “Now, mother desr, I am going to
play for you.”

One could see the old lady was accugtomed

to all these little attentions, and took them
as a matter of courss,
. .. Beautiful indeed was the music my hostess
entertsined me with. Exquisite, dreamy
melodies, - that almost transported ms
with  delight. For a fioasl, she glided
into #Auld RBobin Gray,” and pgave
it such pathos and expression that
must huve captivated the heart of its com-
poser, if that lady still lived, and heard her
rendering of it. Whille enjoving the muste,
I was curiouns to watch the effect, on ©wee
mither,” She seemed far away in mind dar-
ing the fitat part, until « Auld Robin Gray "
came stealipg on the ear like a eplrit of the
past. Bhe glanced over at the plano with a
quick, startled ook, then at me, saylng :

-4 What'a yon,” Mysie's sayin' about Auld
Robin Gray? Aj¥e, aye, Auld Robin Gray;
it's lang syne I heard it firet,” and then re-
lapsed into her former abstraction.

Mrs. Caverhill left the fpstrament as she
spoke, saying aa she bent over her: « Mother,
dear;’ I was not speakiung, I was playing for
you.

Bat “'wee mither” took no notice of her; did
not seem to hear her, and with a look of dis-
appolatment she took a ssat beslde me.

When thanking her for the great pleasure
her playing gave me, I remarked * yours has
been no ordinary tralning, and you must be a
passionate lover of the art to arrive at such
perfection. Very few amateurs play as you
do. .

«Tig true I am passionately fond of musie,
and I'am proud to hear my dear teachers
spogen of a8 no ordipary instructors, The
sisters of St. Mary's Qonvept, where I was
educated, used to tell me ¢ Music was & talent
God bad glven me to be used as a solace for
those around me,’ and to-nighi, when mother
noticed, for the first time, anything I played
I realized the force of the saying.”

« pear friend,” I seid, ©let us hope 'lis the
beginning of the awakening from the mental
torpor. I am as hopeful as yourself on that
subject, Mr. Caverbill gave me some par-
ticulsrs when we were out this evening, and
I find the strangest part of her malady i3 the
total oblivion of God or religions sentiment.”

«Yes, Iiss Harlend, that to me is the
strapgest and most painfal part. Up to that
fatal event her life was that of an exemplary
Christian wife, mother and friend. Krom
what Allan tells me of his early recollections
of her teachings, examples and dally prac-
tices of our holy and beauntifal faith, their
household must bave been an edifying one
to thelr dissenting neighbors, Grlessyouarea
Catholic—a ‘Roman Catholic, 1 mean, Miss
Harland—yon cannot understand our feelings
in thig case. To have the dear, old mother slip
away to the other world without some pre-
paration to met her God, without being able
to say, pardon me, my Savionr, my slns 2nd
offznces, without being able to make one
conscfons Act of Contrition. They say there
are uone perfectly happy in thls life,and 1
supposs ‘tis true; for were it not for that one
heart pain there I8 no happler couple than
Allan and his guld wife.”

For an answer, I drew my Roeary from the
pocket of my travelling dress and kissed it.

wWell, well,” she exclaimed ; to think how
my firet impression has misled me. I et you
down in my mind a3 a strict Presbyterlag—one
of the real ortbodox stamp.  After that I'l1
never trust my first impiessions. Won't
Allan bave a good laugh at me, for I mean
to tell him how fancy misled me.”

Wkhen Mr. Caverhill joined us, he epjoyed
her mistake quite a8 much as hersslf.

u ] often told you, iysie, never to trust or
be carried away by first impressions.”

Before taking his seat he ealnted his mother
with tender andireverend respect, but she
took no notice of him whatever. In & low
voice Mrs, Caverhill {old him of her sudden
recogulition of ¢“Robin Gray.”

Well, st us be thankful fer even that;
the full awakening will come in God's time.
Bave you been playing, Mysie? Glive us my
favorite, Haydn's ‘God Siave ths Emperor.
After that we will beg something from Miss
Harlend. The last time I was in New York,
abouts month since, I heard it beaatifully
rendered in St. Patrick’s Cathedral, with full
orchestra accompapimert. The choir sang
one of the Banediction hymns to it, Tantum
Ergo, I think, were the words. It wasa glo-
rious final, of the aweetest and mosat golemn
part of Sunday’s devotion. I hope you will
be charmed with it, Miss Harland, 88 well a8
myselt.”

Asg Its beautifal modulations rose and fell
under the artistle touch of the performer, I
felt my whole belng under the spell that per-
fect music always holds over its admirers.
When ita last ncte died on the ear, Mr. Caver-
hill requested his wifo to play an accompani-
ment and siog the simple alr to the words of
the Benediction Hymn. Her sweet and
carefully trained voice took it up and with-
cut belng aware of an effort, I found
myself joining in with sn alto part; Mr.
Caverhill added his deep bass, and qulte a
respectabls trlo was the result.

« Why, Mies Harland, that music and you
must be old friznds. 'Tis not the first time
you have sang it as a conmcerted arrange-
ment,” eaid my polite host.

it That melody 18 an established favorite,
1n every Catholic Ohurch in Canada,” 1 In-
formed bim; 80 you need not wonder I
welcomed it as an old friend. I could not
help singing it with you.”

And the ¢ wee mither,” the render wlill ask;
did the grand eld anthem awaken no recol-
lection of the past? No, sot the slightest
sign did she give that she even heard ua. She
reciined awmidst the cushions, her eyes
wandering here and there, the thin small
hands nervously entwined, Bhe ssemed like
one swalting somsthing the heart dreaded.

Mrs, Caverhill bad observed me, watching
the « wse mither,” and in a low tone she re-
quested some old Bootch song. #Slog it for
ber, and to her.”

Back to my mind came a ballad I had geen
in an old newspaper, composed by the Rev.
Dr. Bethune, of Brooklyn, N, Y, It seemed
ag If that one song alone would come o my
lips; So striking a few quaint old chords
that fitted to the measure, I sang it, ag Mrs.
Oaverhill requested, #To the dear old
mother.”

Oh ’“‘,5 tae me the auld Scoteh sange I'the braid
braid Scottish tongue,

The sangs my faither loved to hear the sangs
my mlither sung,

‘When she sat beside my cradle or crooned me

op her knee, -
An’ ] wad-na sleep she sang sae sweet the anld
Beotoh sangs for mse.

Yes, sing the auld, the gude aunld sangs, Auld

. Naotia’s géntle pride, )
0O'the wimplin burn an.sunnle bras an’the

cosle ingle side,
Sangs o’ the broom an’ heather, sangs o' the

. trysting tree, -
The Lavrook’s 1ift the gowan’s blink, Auld Sco-
tin’g sANZE forme.
Sing on ging mair o’ thaeauld sangs for ilka ane
o 333‘:}: ml)h-ow o' the past where memorylovos
“to dwe :
Let émir v'vlln grey gnd lmbs win anld until the
ry ; .

ay Ide ‘ ; .
1 5ok ihe Seotiish tongue that 8lngy my
" mither'sgangs for me, - _ -

"\ (To be continued,)

Medical.

New Advertisement.

Biclk Meadache and relieve all the troubles inel-
dent to a bilious state of the system, such ag Djz-
ziness, Nausca, Drowsincss, Distress alter cating,
Pain inthe Side, &e.  While their most remarE-
able success has Yeen shown in curing

${C

Headache,yet Carter’sLittle Liver Pillsarcequnlly
valuable in Coustipation, curing and preventing
this annoying complaint, while they n‘uo correct
all disorders of the stomach, stinwulate the liver
and regulute the bowels, Even if they only cured

HEA

Ache they wonld bealmost priceless to these who
sufler from this distressing complaint; butg fortu-
nately their goodnessdoes not end here, and thoeo
who once try them will find these little pills valu-
able in 80 many ways that they willnot be willing
to do without theus. Butafter all sick head

ACHE

Ia thekane of o meny lives that here is where wa
moke our great boast., Our pills cure it while
others do not.

Carter’s Little Liver Pills are very small and
very casy to take. Oneor two pills makea dose.
They are strictly vegetable and do not gripe or
purge, but by their gentle action please all‘who
usethem. Tn vials at 25 cents; five for$1 Sold
by druggists everywhere, or sent by msii.

CARTER MEDICIXE CO.,
New York City,

TRNCAS, O

LIDIMENT.

"The Buemt External Rentedy for
fheumatism, fleuraigia,
Cramps, Sprains, Fiesh Wounds, Durns
and  Scalds, Feet and ILiars,
and all otier I'zins and Aches.
Liniment fr porses it has no equal.
One trizl will proveitsmerits.  Its edects
are in most cases [nstantancous.
tEw:r)’ bottlewarranted te givesatisfaction.

Froswd

As oa

Price 25 etz & 50 ¢ts. per Bottle.

EARS for the MILLION

oo Choo's Balsam of Shark's 0i

Positively Restores the Heariug, and is the
Only Absolute Cure for Deafness
Known.

This Ofl is abatracted from peculiar speclesa.
small White Shark, caught in the Yellow Sea,
known as Carcharcicn iongeleth. Every Chi-
nese fisherman knows it. Its virtuesas g re-
g orative of henring were discovered by a Bud-
dhist Priest about the year 1410 Its cures were
50 numerous and many 80 seemingly mira-
cualons, that the remesdy was officially pro-
claimed over the entire Empire Its ute became
80 universal that for ovexr 300 yenrs non
Denfness has existed amoxy thie Chinese
people, Sent.charges prepaid, (0 any address
at Sl per bottle.

A Sond LEveERywiIzR,

HEAR WHAT THE DEAF S8AY!

J¢ has performed s miracle In my case.

I have no unearthly noises in my head and
hear much betier.

I have been greatly benefited,

My deainess helped 8 great deal—think an-
other bottle will cure me.

4 Its virtues are UNQUESTIONABLE and its
CURATIVE CHARACTER ABSOLUTE, AS THE
WRITER CAN FPERSONALLY TESTIFY, BOTH FROM
EXPERIENCE AND OBSERVATION. Writeat once
to HAYLOCK & JENNEY, 7 Dey street. New
York, enclosing $1.00. apd you will receive by
return a remedy that will enable you to hear
like anybhody eise, and whose curative effecis
will be permanpent. You will never regret doing
80.”’—EDITOR OF MERCANTILE REVIEW.,

2=~ To avold loss_in the Malis please send
money by Registered Leiter,

Only ixzported by

HAYLOCK & JENNEY,
(Late Haylock & Co.)
‘7 Dey Ktreeot, Noew York.

Sole Aepntr for Ar.erica. 8 G

BRISTOLC
/s%mﬁ.{l'@ N]
> aRISTOLS

Sucag goprep PILS

THE-BEST BLOOD PURIFIERS”
. PREPAREQ BY
Ni&

~ 'NEW YORK.

When 1 say cure I do not monn merely to siop them Br n

tima and then have them retnrn’lqguln. 1 mean aradleal cure.
1 have mado the disease of FI1TY, EPILEPSY or FALLING
EICENESS a lifo-long study. remeody tocore
the worst cases. Bocausp othors have fuiled 18 no reasan for
not now recelving acure. Sendatonce for o treatlscanda
Freo Pottle of my (nfullthle remedy. Glvo Exproasand Posg
Ofica, 1t costs you nothing for a trial, and 1 will enro you.
Address Dr, H. d, ROOT, 183 Fenrl 8t., Now York,

158

Iwarrant m

CONSUMPTIOH,

1 havo a poeltiva remedy for tho nbove direase: by Lt usa
tnousands of cases of the warst kind and of lnn[,: standing
have becn cured. - Indoed, 8o s:ron&- s my faith inlts ciflcacs,
that X witl send TWO BOTTLES FREE, together with & VAL
DABLETREATISE on this dlsease, to any sufforer. Klve Ex.
pruss & P, O, eddress- DE, T. A, BLOCULL, 181 Pearl BL N, ¥
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ADVERTISING

Contracts made for this paper, which is kept

on file at office ot
LOBRD & THOMAS,
McOormick Block, Chieago, X1l
e ——————————e———————

Sawing Made Easy
with ¢he Monarch Lightning Saw ]

n fent on 30 Days
. Test Trial.

- BURRA' JMlch, writed: ‘A

the MONARCH. LIGH <3 gxw. 1 gawed off o
- Toge into suitablo

SR e T B i e

fengths for family stove-wi
rices and A gr
g lior Dae Sent on Tegt il
Tilustratod Catalogue, Frea. AGENTS VA 3
ention this paper. = Al , MONARCH LIGHTNING -
W CO., (63 Randolph Strees, Chicagu, l.LL

S L T g 4
logd faat tnd eas P,
Aboyvl.ggnmmold s l‘m rouch pleased with .

LIST OF MEDALS

WOR AS PRIZES BY THE UNDERSIGNED:

~Medal at the Paris Universal Exhibition, 1867,
IN COMPETITION WITE THE WORLD.

THE CENTENARY MEDAL, 1876

IN COMPETITION WITH THE WORLD.

the Provincial Exhibition

OF' 1863.

Medal at

SILVER MEDATL, IN 1868.

— !

.

' A Diploma for the Best Domestic Havane Cigars was
Awarded at the Canaditn Exhibition
of 1880 to

Sam’l DAVIS & SON

Manuiacturer of

CABLE,SENECAL, EL PADRE,

And other Choice Brands of Oigars.

54 — McGILL. STREET — 56

" & T GREY NUN STREET,

MONTREAT.



