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Hubert,

»Y *, I, TJWWppipo*,

(cokCLüDÊD molt U«T wsxx.)
The brother and eiater were in fact 

eery much excited ; and this must be 
their excuse for the desperate deed they 
were about to do. After a long series 
of provocations, Kero had just robbed 
them of their dinner and defiantly eaten 
it before their eyes in the back-yard ; no 
wonder then that they were wrought up 
to wreak upon him the only vengeace in 
their power.

The dose, when ready, was placed on 
a piece of the broken plate, and left on 
the table where the meat, had' been 
stolen. Nero’s enormous appetite was 
well-known ; and Hubert argued justly 
that, after a little taste of such steak as 
that, snatched and eaten with impunity, 
the monster would be sure to return for 
more.

The remainder of the steak was cook
ed, and the brother and sister, sat down 
to their cosey dinner in the adjoining 
room.

“Hubert,” said Marion, “ I'm almost 
afraid we have done wrong. I’m sure 
father will think so, and blame 
anything happens to ”-----

“ To the rate !" interposed 
with a more callous conscience, enjoying 
his steak. “Just you keep still. 
Hark !”

There was a noise In the kitchen. 
Marion started up with a little cry of 
alarm, and was going to open the door 
of communication which had been as 
carefully closed as the outer kitchen door 
had been carefully left open.

“ Don't you go ! sit down !" muttered 
Hubert. “If anything happens, we 
don’t want to see, nor know about it.”

She could not eat ; but he continued 
his repast with remarkable self-control, 
until it occurred to him that it was about 
time to surprise her with the dessert, 
which he had left behind the door in the 
kitchen.

He returned laughing, basket in 
hand.

“Is it gone ?" asked Marion, faintly 
thinking only of the little ball covered 
with fresh meat on the kitchen-table.

“It’s gone !” chuckled Hubert, excit
edly. “The rate have been wonderfully 
industrious.”

“It's dreadful !" Marion faltered, with 
a pallid smile.

“I’ll make you forget all about that,’ 
said he, gayly, as he ^produced hie pur
chases. “You didn’t think I would get 
it, but there, sis. is your water-melon.’

“O Hubert ! what a dear,good brother 
you are ! I’m glad you got a cantaloupe 
for yourself. But did you expect I could 
eat such a great watermelon as this ?”
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• ‘You can eat what you want of it, and 
keep the rest till you want some more.
Or for our company this evening." He 
was about to cut it for her, but she stop

Y ■ ped him.
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“I couldn’t touch it now,” she said ; 
“with that — horrible thing — on my 
mind.”

Hubert was sadly disappointed ; his 
generous conduct did not seem to be 
half-appreciated. He couldn’t see why 
she should be any more troubled in her 
mind than he was, about the unknown 
quantity in their little equation. He ate 
his cantaloupe discontentedly ; and 
finally with a large piece in one hand 
and a knife in the other, strolled out of 
the house.

In a few minutes he came back, with a 
frightened face, and hie knife left stick" 
ing in the piece of melon just where he 
was cutting when he made a startling 
discovery.

“What is it?" Marion eagerly inquir
ed.

“That dog ! Nero !” In hie dismay he 
quite forgot that ho was not going to call 
any names. “Instead of trotting his 
carcass home, like any decent brute, what 
does he do but go to our horse-trough 
—to drink, I suppose—tumble himself 
down beside it—and there lie is now !”

“Dead ?” said Marion.
* ‘Dead as the deadest sort of a door

nail, if anybody knows how dead that 
is !” replied Hubert.

Sure enough, when Marion went with 
her brother to look, there was Nero 
stretched out in his last sleep by the 
pump-trough at the. corner of the bam. 
He would never again go prowling about, 
robbing the neighbors of their steak by 
day, or of their sleep by night, howling 
hideously at his chain. Ipe had stolen 
one boy's dinner too man)?; and the con 
tents of the last piece of meat had ended 
his career.

“Anyhow, I'm glad he’s dead,” said 
Hubert, bravely. “Better this way than 
ghting him with the axe.”
“Oh yes ! for after all, it's his own 

fault,” said Marion^/’But what wiil the 
Cripseys say ?”

“I don't know ; and I wouldn't care 
on our own account,” he replied, looking 
furtively over towards the neighbors’ 
house. “But I don’t want to make 
trouble for father. "

“Oh dear no ' Cripsey is such s dread
ful man !" exclaimed his sister. “Can't 
we hide him, and wait till night, and 
then drag him around into their yard 
and leave him j

“I was thinking of that.” Hubert 
looked very gloomy. “They'll suspect 
us the first thing, though ; and when 
they question us, whet shall we say 7” 

“Tell the trouth, of course,” said Ma
rion, “W» can't lie about it,"

“Then we tftajf U well leave him 
her#,1' said her brother. “But of course 
they will never believe that we didn't 
poison him on purpose ; I don’t eee how 
we are going to get out of that. ”

“Can't we bury him in the garden ?” 
•he suggested.

“We shall have to wait till night to 
do that ; and the Cripseys may be around 
looking for him before that time. We 
must hide him somehow."

Looking for something to throw over 
the carcass, Hubert caught sight of some 
boxes in a comer of the barn. His father 
was the agent of a patent apple-parer, 
and the boxes were designed for packing 
and sending off the machines. He 
sprang at the pile, hauled out one of the 
largest and exclaimed,- jubilantly, “It s 
just the thing !"

Why, what are you going to do ? 
asked Marion.

“Box him up.!” he cried. “Catch 
hold here ! We’ll have him out of eight 

minute. Then let the Cripseys 
come; we'll put 'em off somehow without 
lying.”

They dragged the monstrous brute to 
the barn floor, placed the box beside 
him, end then putting forth their 
strength, half lifted, half tumbled him 
into it, upon a bed of straw. More 
straw was packed over and about him; 
and Hubert proceeded to adjust the cover 
while Marion ran for hammer and 
nails.

“Don't you almost feel as if we had 
committed murder !” she whispered 
looking for the twentieth time to see if 
anybody was coming; while he began to 
drive the guilty nails.

“I feel as if we had killed a robber in 
self-defence !” And clack! clack ! went 
the nails into the board which concealed 
their victim.

“But what are we'going to do with 
him now we’ve get him boxed up T’ she 
was anxious to know.

Hubert had not thought as far as that. 
He steed with a nail in the fingers of one 
hand and the hammer in the other, and 
looked thoughtfully at the box.

“That’s so !” he said. “If it was only 
cold weather, we might- keep him until 
the storm had blown over. Though I'm 
not so sure of that; Cripsey might sus 
pect the box. ”

“You can mark it,” ibe said; “as if it 
was one father had left to be sent by ex
press. Any sort of a name will do.”

“You're bright as a dollar, Marion. 
Think of a name while I am getting the 
marking ink.”

Hubert ran off, and came back laugh
ing with nervous glee.

“We’ll not only label him," he said, 
“but we'll actually send him away ! 
Why not ? Where Cripsey never will 
hear from him, sure !”

“Would you ?” said Marion, with 
looks trembling betwixt hope and doubt.

“It’s just the thing !” lie cried, dip
ping his market-brash. “Any name 
will do. How’s this ! JV. Peter*, Etq., 
VosUm, Matt. To be called for."

“That would be dreadfully funny, if it 
wasn’t such a serious business !” she re
plied. ‘"I’m almost afraid !"

“What are you afraid of ? We muat 
do something, and do it soon,! So hear 
goes!” And Hubert boldly began the 
marking. “I'll pay the express charge, 
so there'll be no fraud on the company. 
iVe can well afford to do that !”

“Yes, indeed,—if that will bo the end 
of it !" said Marion.

Things were happening so fast that 
she had hardly time to think about 
them. The dog was boxed, the box ad
dressed, and Hubert off with an order 
for the expressman to call for it, before 
she began seriously to consider what 
might bo the consequence of this step.

When he came back, flushed and heat
ed, but triumphant, and told her that 
the box would be sent for immediately 
and be on it’s way to Boston in an hour, 
ho was disappointed to find that in hia 
absence she had tangled her poor girlish 
conscience in a web of doubts and

“The box .that’s goin’ by express; 
haint you ordered one to be called for t" 
said the gruff teamster.

Hubert caught hia breath, while the 
sweat began to start from every pore in 
his skin.

By express—yes," he replied. “I 
didn’t know that was what you want
ed."

“It’s just what I want,” said Cripsey. 
“They said you was lb a harry to have 
It go by the next train, and as theii 
teamster had all he coaid do, he got me 
to come for It Sometimes he commo 
dates me, and then ag’in I ’commodates 
him.”

“Certainly," said Hubert. "I under
stand. The box is right here. ”

And he lead the way to the barn,

‘If

givings.
1 “It won't do at all,? ' she said, and 
was proceeding to explain why, when a 
wagon was heard driving up to the 
gate.

“Tlie express man !" he said, starting 
out ot the house to meet it. Before she 
could move to detain him, he started 
back again, stumbling on the threshold 
and almost falling into her arms.

“It’s Cripsey !" lie murmured.
It was in fact Neighbor Cripsey him

self, who drove in at the gate, and stop
ped his team exactly ill front of the side 
door where the brother and sister were 
quickly rallying from the confusion into 
which they were thrown by hi* unexpect
ed visit.

They had not the least douot but he 
had come to investigate the fate of his 
dog, which their guilty imaginations 
fancied he must have heard of in some 
mysterious way; and when he demanded, 
in a loud voice, " Where't that box T' 
Hubert had to summon all his resolution 
and courage to face him with an an-

. ‘What inii 
bold front.

!iu said, pale, but with

while Marion stood watching from the 
door, utterly bewildered and confound
ed at this strange turn the affair was 
taking. It was, of course, too late now 
to explain to her brother why the box 
should not go.

Cripsey backed his wagon around to
wards the barn, jumped out, dropped 
down the endboard with its rattling chain 
and laid hold of the box.

“Good goth !” said he, after giving it 
a hitch. “Seems to me it's party hefty 
fer parin'-machines !”

“Is it ?" replied Hubert, innocently as 
possible, in his excitement. “Let me 
help you."
‘ “Ketch holt !" said Cripsey. “There’s 

Bathin' else inside there, sure's ye live !’
“I should think there was!” exclaimed 

Hubert, as he lifted a corner of the box 
and helped to shove it into the wagon.

Then up went the endboard with the 
rattling chains ; Cripsey mounted his 
seat, and Nero, conveyed by his own un 
suspicious master, began his mysterious 
journey.

“I thought I should gv into connip 
lions !” tittered Hubert, tumbling him 
self upon the kitchen floor, and giving 
way to his emotions^ “I was so scart 
and yet I wanted, to laugh so ! Forty 
hefty fer parin’-machinet ! I should say 
Ho ! ho !”

“But, Hubert !" remonstiated his sis
ter, “I’m afraid it will turn out to be no 
laughing matter.”

“I don’t sea why,” said Hubert, with 
tears in his eyes, and hia hair tangled 
over them, sitting up on the threshold, 
“There he goes, carrying off his nuisance 
of a dog, to oblige us ! Hurrying to 
catch the train ! He thought ’twas an 
immense joke when Nero stole our ham 
and buried it in our own garden. But it 
was nothing to this.”

As soon as ehs could get Hubert to 
listen, Marion expressed her apprehen
sions. What was happening at this end 
of the dog's journey was amusing enough 
but what would happen at the other 
end ?

“It makes ' no difference to us what 
happens there," Hubert declared. He 
suddenly sobered, however. “I forgot 
one thing ! I didn’t pay the express ! ' 

“Why didn't you ?" said Marion,more 
and more disturbed.

“They said at the office they couldn't 
tell how much it would be till they saw 
the box. So I was going to pay the man 
who came for it. And Cripsey came ! 
But I'll make it all right ”

You can’t make it all right ! Don't 
you see ? What is going to beconu of 
that box with the dead dog in it ?”

“I don’t care what becomes of it.
“I'm afraid you will care. That box 

is going to stand around the express office 
in Boston ; no AT. Pclert calling for it, of 
course.”

“Of course not !" he replied.
“Then in a few days they’ll begin to 

notice—a—you know what !"
“A smell ! I should think so !"
“They'll traee it to the—box," she 

said, hesitatingly.
“Most likely they will,” he giggled.
“Then what ?” she asked.
“They'll investigate it; and when they 

find there’s a dog inside, and no N, Petert 
coming to claim it, they’ll just have it 
toted to the dumping-ground on Back 
Bay, and dumped there, if they’re the 
sensible men I took them for," added 
Hubert.

“No they won’t!" she replied. “Thell 
trace that box back to Cripsey and to us! 
Then what ?”

“You don’t suppose they can do that, 
do you ?"

“To be sure they can. They keep a 
record of every package. And now if 
you go and pay for the box, you will be 
giving an additional clue. We’re getting 
ourselves into just an awful scrape, Hu
bert Warner, if you did but know it ! ’ 

“Why didn't you tell me before ?’ 
he demanded, now thoroughly alarm
ed.

“1 was just going to, when Cripsey 
came. 1 tried to make you understand 
then that-the box ought not to go ; but 
you were too excited to heed me."

“Just fancy that box coming back to 
!” Hubert couldn't help laughing 

again, serious as the matter was getting.
Smelling loud enough to knock a little 

wit even into Cripsey a dull brain, if he 
should have the handling of it again ! It 
will all come out in spite of us. What 
can we do ?"

“I’ve an idea,” said Marion.
‘I'll give you ten dollars for it, if it's a 

good one. and it will help us out of this 
fix ?’ he exclaimed.

There » Rufus Swan, at the Boston

School of Technology,’ she began, 
we only dated to ask him’——

*To have the box called for and dispos
ed of r he struck in, catching at the idea.

dare aak him and I will Marion, 
you're just spendid ?'

*1 hate to do it,' she replied, blushing 
vary red.

‘I don't see why ; he’s an old bean of 
route/ said Hubert

•He never was much of a bean,’ she 
declared. ‘But if he were, that would, 
be reason enough why I shouldn't wish 
to drag him into any such disagreeable 
business.”

Hubert's headlong determination, and 
the extreme urgency of the case, over
came her scruples, and she sat down to 
write a letter. She gave Rufus Swan a 
detailed, merry account of the way the 
box came to be sent, begging him to have 
it taken care of, and enclosing a bank 
note for expense#.

If this som is not sufficient,’ she ad
ded, ‘let me know and I will send 
more. ’
■" Hubert hastened to the post-office with 
the letter ; after which there was nothing 
more for them to do but to keep their 
secret and wait.

They had a gay time with the friends 
who came to visit them in the evening, 
and slept soundly j afterwards, for two 
such guilty young fouls.

The next morning Neighbor Cripsey 
came slouching into the yard. They 
thought they knew his errand, and were 
prepared for him.

To their surprise, he merely took 
folded piece of paper from his pocket 
and handed it to Hubert at the door.

• The express comp'ny's receipt for 
that box, I forgot to hand it to ye las’ 
night,’ he said.

‘ Oh, thank you,’ said Hubert. * I am 
very sorry to have troubled you. ’

‘ No trouble, not much.’ Cripsey 
going off again, but he stopped. * By 
the way, ye hanit seen nothin’ of my 
dawg, have ye V

• Nero ? Yes, I've seen him often 
enough,’ Hubert replied ; while Marion 
listened with a fluttering heart behind 
the door.

‘ How leng since !’
‘ He was in here yesterday. '
Late in the aftei noon Cripsey came 

around again.
• Seen anything o’ that dawg yit ?’ he 

inquired.
• Not since yesterday, aa I told you,’ 

Hubert answered. ‘ Can’t you find 
him ?’

‘ Nary hide nor hair ! It’s the curisest 
thing in natur ! I'm afeard somebody’s 
made way with him,’ said Cripsey.

• Oh ! do you think so !' said Hubert, 
sympathetically. 11 shouldn’t suppose 
it would be as easy thing to make way 
with a bfg dog like Nero.’

‘ You won't object to my taking a look 
around {your place V remarked Crirsey, 
who had already been casting his eye 
into corners ot the woed-shed.

• Of course not. ’
1 The curisest thing !’ Cripsey went off 

muttering. And egtin Hubert and his 
sister Vaited for what might come next.

What came next was a thunder bolt. 
Hubert brought it on the folios ing 
morning] from the post office, in the 
shape of a letter from Rufus Swan. He 
wrote that he had sent a man for the 
box, but that the express company would 
not let him have it without a written or
der from N. Peters ; or N. Peters must 
oome for it himself.

‘ What are we going to do ? said Ma
rion.

• I know !’ replied Hubert. ‘Send him 
the receipt the company gave Cripsey. 
That will fetch it.’

He ran all the way to the post office, 
in order to get the receipt, with a hasty 
line from Marion, into the next mail. 
Then more waiting, of the anxious sort,

That afternoon Mr. and Mrs. Warner 
came home ; and werejgreatly amazed 
as well as amused, when Marion made a 
frank confession of what had occurred in 
their absence.

What a couple of madcaps you are ! 
exclaimed the father, laughing in spite 
of himself, while he scolded his children 
well for their rash conduct. ‘ We shall 
never dare to leave you to take care of 
things again,’

' You’re not sorry the dog is dead, are 
you ?’ said Marion.

He gave a significant shrug, and tried 
hard to conceal his satisfaction.

What I’m afraid of is, that you’ve 
got us into a bad mess, not only with 
Cripsey, but with the express company.
I wish I had known nothing about it till 

w is all over ; or till I had talked with 
Cripsey, at any rate.'

We thought of that,' said Marion. 
But we were afraid he would mention 

the box we sent off, and if you knew 
nothing about that, you might call us 
up and expose the whole affair. ’

Well ! well ! we ll hope for the best,’ 
said Mr. Warner. ‘The dog is gone— 
that’s one good thing !’

In the evening Cripsey came over; and 
Mr. Warner heard with a sober face the 
story of Nero's mysterious disappear
ance.

‘You may be sure of one thing,’ he 
replied. ‘That dog never followed me. 
We were never good enough friends for 
that.’

So I kin’ o’ thought,’ said Cripsey. 
And again, after no little talk, he went

theoff perplexed, and muttering, ‘It e 
confonndedest, curisest thing !’

Marion had to wait several days for 
another letter; the whole family anxious 
with her this time. At last it came, left 
by a neighbor in passing ; and hearing 
her scream over it in her room, Hubert 
hastened to learn what new calamity bad 
befallen.

•From Rufus!’he cried, seeing it in 
her hand. ‘What’s the news ?’

The strangest yet,” she replied, 
laughing hysterically. “Thu narrowest 
escape !"

“How ? what ?” He snatched the let
ter. But he could not read writing 
easily ; and he was glad to have her tell 
him its contents. _

He got my letter with the receipt, 
■he said, “and went himself with a team
ster for the box. And what do you 
think 1 It was gone!”

1 How could that happen ?’
* Why, you tee, the clerks had looked 

in the Directory, and finding there was 
a Nathan Peters, dealer in leather, on 
Pearl Street’——

Actually an N. Petert ?’ ejaculated 
Hubert.

•Yea ! they had notified him that a 
box was waiting for him, and he had 
sent for it. It had just gone when Bu- 
fus got there. He and his teamster set. 
out on a chase after it, and reached the 
store on Peal Street just as Mr. N. Pet
ers himself was going to break open tint 
box.

•Mr. N. Peters wasn't quite satisfied 
to let t go,' she continued, reading from 
the letter, ‘until after he had opened it; 
then he gave it up with the alacrity 
which is vulgarly compared to the drop 
ping of a hot potato. '

‘I should suppose so !' said Hubert. 
‘But what's this ?'

‘The money, which Rufus has sent 
back.’

‘What’s that for ?’
‘He ssys there will be no expenses fur 

us to pay. He knows some young fel
lows in the Institute who are studying 
anatomy, and who have been waiting an 
animal to dissect; they are only too glad 
to pay the slight cost, to have so fine a 
subject as we have sent them. To 
think,’ she added, laughing again, ‘of 
Cripsey's dog being made useful in that 
way !’

They hastened to inform their parents 
of the good news. They also, from time 
to time, imparted the diverting secret to 
a few intimate friends. But it never 
reached the ears of Cripsey; who, for 
months afterwards, weuld often look 
about him, when ho had occasion 
to enter a neighbor’s premises, snd re
mark, wonderingly and regretfully, as 
he scotched his busy head,—

‘It’s the curisest thing in nater, what
ever ’come o’ that dawg !’

C. f>. Judaon, Wal’aoeburg, says, Dr, 
Fo'-lti’s Extract of Wild Strawberry, 
for Summer Compli inte is a splendid pr4-^, 
pa ration, and I do not know of a single ■ 
case in which it lias not given satisfac
tion, but on the contrary have had many 
testimonials to its efficacy. 8

Dear Sirs,—For over twenty years I 
bars suffered greatly from Nas.il Catarrh; 
sometimes being unable to smell or taste 
properly- The disease cawed a severe 
pain over the eyes, and frequently stop
ped my writing on sooount of dizziness. 
The phelm in my throat gave me much 
annoyance, especially in company, balls 
ot which would occasionally fall down 
into my throat, and T could seldom 
breathe thiougli iny nose. I have 
taken quarts of various •.mdicince with
out any apparent benefit, until I wan 
induced, by your agent of 69 Muter 
street, to try your Fountain of Health. 
After using five bottles I am prepared 
to give it as my honest opinion that foe 
the cure of Catarrh it is s grand success.
I have recommended it to many of roy 
friends, one of whom encloses his testi
monial W'th mine, Wishing your de
served subcesi,

I am gratefully yours,
Joseph Bkown, Bookkeeper,

2i 25 Sherborne st., Toronto.

Summer Boarding.

J. E. Kennedy, dispensing chemist, 
Cobourg, says that no blood purifier that 
he has ever handled lias had such a large 
sale as Burdock Blood Bitters, and adds, 
“ in no case have I heard a customer say 
ought but words of highest praise for its 
remedial qualities.” 2

Wise Peeple
Are always ready to accept a suggestion, 
especially one that is likely te minister 
to their comfort and happiness. The 
name Neviline—nerve pain cure—is a 
suggestion in itself, but a farther and 
more important one is in pointing out 
that a trial test bottle can be bought at 
Wilson’s drug store for 10 cents. Ner- 
viline is a most wonderful remedy, for it 
works so quickly, banishing the most ex- 
cruiciating pain in a few minutes. Poi
son’s Nerviline, in large bottles, 25 cts. 
Trial bottles, 10 cents. Sold by Wilson.

MAITLAND^ PLACE !
MR. RICHARD HAWLEY S Elegant Resi

dence is now f

OPEN for the SUMMEÙ
For the reception of a few guests. The rooms 

are vet y 1 irge and

NICE! Y FURNISHED
Bath Room with hot and cold water. Bowling 
Alley, Croquet and OrnamenUU Grounds, 
plenty of choice fruit, a good table, and every 
comfort will be found.

Guests will be met at the station.

TERMS :—Seven to Ten Dollars 
per Week.

Addrcsh :
MAITLAND PLACE,

Goderich. Ontario. 
Goderich. Juue 14. 18'3. 1896-

Eye, Ear and Throat.
DR. RŸERSON,

317, C'bareh street, Tereate, Oat.,
L. R. C. 1\, L. R. C. 8. E., Lecturer on the 
Eye, Ear and Throat, Trinity Medical Col- 
lege, Toronto, and Surgeon to the Mercer Eye 
and Ear Infirmary, late Clinical Assistant 
Royal Ophthalmic Hospital, Moorflelde, and 
Central London Throat and Ear Hospital, may 
be consulted at

THE WINDSOR HOTEL,
STRATFORD,

Ob Last Satnrlay of Every Hntfi.
June 5th. 1883. 1888-

A ge’itfeman who always kept a sup
ply of Dr. Dow’s Sturgeon Oil Liniment 
on hand for his horses, for whfch it is a 
sovereign remedy, thought to try it on 
his rheumatism from which for years he 
had been a sufferer; what was his delight 
to find that it cured him completely.

rriHE GREAT SUPERIORITY OF
Ar .r,r- Wheeler’s Compound Elixir of Phos- 
phstes and Calisaya consis's in its beinir 
purely physiological in Its action ia restoring 
all forms of debility by supplying the waste of 

from mcnlal and muscular 
f, °n> and thus preventing nervous pros- 
tration and general debility. For building un 
constitutions of low vitality from scrofulous^ or consumptive diseMes. or impalrld by dffi 

i "ablts. it Is unequalled, as it 
immediately Imparts energy to the digestive 
ÏE5 Jh.'/h’ •and <'rea,ee healthy blood, toning Ka. iee.lalng*t °“ce a" ,h« organs of the 
body in the same manner as our aily food 
Phosphates are the only compounds of phos- 
phorous assimilated by the system and are 
Nature s agents for maintaining the vital now

McColl Bros. & Co., Toronto.
Manufactures and Wholesale Dealers i

LARDINE,
CYLINDER,

BOLT CUTTING, 
WOOL OILS.

—)0UK CELKBRATKI)( —

“LA R. ID I 1ST E
brand is unexcelled by any other oil on the 
market. In recognition of its superior merit, 

we have received

Ail the Highest Prizes !
wherever we exhibited it since 1878. among 

other awards a large number of

Gold, Silver & Bronze Medals,
besides numerous Diplomas. It is warranted 
not to gum or clog ; wears equal to CastorjOil 
and being less than one-hair the price is the 
cheapest oil on the market. «“TRY IT.

For Sale by

R.- "W. IvCcKLenzie,
1886. God cric t.

' No!
Did She Dir T

‘She lingered and suffered along, pin
ing away all the time for years. ' * 

j Th® doctors doing her no good ’
,at last WIB cured by this Hop 

Bi ters the papers say so much about.' 
Indeed ! Indeed V

‘ How thankful we should be for that 
medicine.

, „ * Danghler-, Misery.
a I Jd fe" year* °ur dau?f!iter suffered on 
a lied of misery,

‘ From a complication of kidney liver 
rheumatic trouble and Nervous debility
cisnr C“r6 "f the b"lt Phjsi!

I .\Vbo K»»® her disease various names 
But no relief. “eB|

•nhd"”W..eh-e:l,^8tored t0 « in «““J

Bitters, 
before using

ITSV remedy «» Ho,,that we had shunned for years 
sing :t.—The Pahext-s *

. ». . FHII"’r •“«trtllne Well.
”y daughters say :

usèd^H «p* Bjtters.*146' ...................« h.

AYER’S PILLS.
A large proportion of the diseases which cause 

human suffering result from derangement of the 
stomach, bowels, and liver. Ayer’s Cathartic 
Pills act directly upon these organs, and are 
especially designed to cure the diseases caused 
by their derangement, including Constipation, 
Indigestion, Dyspepsia, Headache, Dyiett^ 
tery, and a host of other ailments, for all of « 
which they are a safe, sure, prompt, and pleasant 
remedy. The extensive use of these Pills by 
eminent physicians in regular practice, shows 
unmistakably the estimation in which they are 
held by the medical profession.

These Pills are compounded of vegetable sub
stances only, and are absolutely free from calomel 
or any other injurious ingredient.

A Sufferer from Headache writes t 
“Ayer’s Pills are invaluable to me, and are 

my constant companion. I have been a severe 
sufferer from Headache, and your Pills are the 
°n7 thing I could look to for relief. One dose 
will quickly move my bowels and free my head 
irom pain. They are the most effective and the 
easiest physic I have ever found. It is a pleasure 
to me to speak in their praise, and 1 always do so 
when occasion offers.

„ ... W. L. Page, of W. L. Page A Bro."
Franklin St., Richmond, Va., .Inna 3, 1882.
“I have used Ayer’s Pills in numberless in

stances as recommended by you, and have never 
tbem to fail to accomplish the desired re

sult. w e constantly keep them on hand at our 
Pti*6 lhem M » pleasant, safe, and reliable family medicine. FOR DYSPEPSIA 

tbev are Invaluable. j. T. Hayes."
Mexia, Texas, June 17, 1882.

Francis B. Harlowe, writing from 
Affaufa, Ga. Uys: “For some years past! have 

aubject to constipation, from which, in 
ot the use of medicines of various kinds, 

LüU*vre<1 ^creasing Inconvenience, until some 
months ago I began taking Ayer’s Pills. They 
hîlî ent£relJ corrected the costive habit, ana 
nave vastly improved my general health."

Ayer’s Cathartic Pills correct irregulari
ties of the bowels, stimulate the appetite and 

gestion, and by their prompt and thorough 
action give tone and vigor to the whole physical
economy.

PREPARED BY
Dp. J. C. Ayer 4 Co., Lowell, Men.

Sold by all Druggists.
young"

OLD, AND 
MIDDLE- 

AGED.

All experience the wonderful baneft- 
cial effects of

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla.
Children with Sore Eyes, Sore Ears, 

maw N- ra.j°rv*n7 scrofulous or syphilitic taint, 
®tky be made healthy and strong byits use.

6°ht by alt Druggists; ft, six bottles tor ft. ,

X


