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X TO HEALTH*

There was no moon, only a. glimmer id 
starlight which Scarcely penetrated the

Kiick branches id the trees in the park 
nd round the Towers. In one of the 
long avenues—at the end of which the 

peaked roof of the house could be seen 
in dim perpeeUve, and the lighted win
dows looked like rows of festal I imps—a 
woman's figure, wrapped in a shawl, 
flitted noiselessly beneath the shadows 
of the trees There waa something in 
her manner of moving which expressed 
hesitation—not timidity, but a certain 
doubtfulness—as if she were not sure 
whether or pot the were in the right 
track, <Sr whether she did not hear 
tome f «.’lowing footstep or distant call 
which might lead her lo retrace her 
step.

But at last a man’s figure appeared in 
a side walk, and advanced toward her. 
She waited for a moment, then met him 
and allowed him to put his arm around 
her and kits her upturned face. After 
this, she slipped her hand into hie arm 
and walked slowly at hit aide down the 
dark avenue.

Their eyes and ears were well occu
pied, or surely they would have seen 
and heard what startled the wild birds 
in the brake sod sent the hares flying 
through the underwood on either hand.

A wild white face looked out at them ; 
stealthy footsteps dogged them is they 
walked along the road. Their voices 
were so low that the man who followed 
coaid scarcely hear what they were say
ing ; hut fragments of their conversation 
floated to his ears from time to time 
upon the wind and lashed his pulses ‘up 
to fever height Hie fingers closed con
vulsively upon something in his pocket ; 
there seemed comfort for him in the con
tact with that something that was so 
hard and smooth and cold. As he 
cowered amongst the high bracken and 
the brushwood, with an ill light shining 
in his eyes, he looked almost like some 
fierce animal stalking its prey.

What were they saying 11» wai she who 
broke the silence first.

"So you gnt try note -----
“My dearest, yes. You are in trou

ble r
“Yee, Anthony."
“And I can help you ?”

family disgrace, a—what, I la slight smile. “Bel it is not possible 
thfc blot, hag» It Beatrice, yet, is it I I must see Motreu fini. 

T "qfjptbuld you have me Mrs Elton comes bapk tomorrow and
for that I Why should you leave me will tee what the Mya. ” 
fer that 1 Why should it distress you "But you will not be guided by them,” 

For she was sobbing sgsinst his I said Anthony with some anxiety of man 
should eg as he hadftever e*en her sob ner. “Oh, my lore, my lore, think how 
bafuea. »<r a a long a time I have spent without you !

Presently ehe calmed herself and Think bow nearly I bad lost you alto- 
liftsd up her head. "Anthony, what gether, and pity me a little. Promise 
is it you mead- Whst do you know ?” I me to follow the inatinete of your own 

But Anthony was cautious He had heart, and not to be influenced by other 
thought of Ueiyld’s misdemeanors, but people's advice." 
tie knew that there might be other sa- "Do you not trust me ?” she said; and 
oretg than Vbogp of poor week GeraljJ with this question Anthony had to be
ttuihven. He would commit himself to] content, 
at little as possible till Beatrice told him He accompanied her to the end of the 
more. avenue, where they took leave of one an-

"I know,” lie esid, “that nothing other. He watched her until she reach- 
but death shall come between you and ed ths aide entrance, then turned back 
me." * and walked slowly through the Park to

Out—disgrace ?” the murmured. the gate by which he had come. And as 
It.is not f»or disgrace," he sail, he walked he was watched and followed 

“You belong to Lord Morven’e family, by the unseen witness of his interview 
that ia true ; hut you neither inherit with Beatrice—watched with an enmity 
their weakness nor shall bear their pun- which he had never, excited in all his 
ishment. What does it matter to you life before, follow with a deadly purpose 
and me what they havo dine ? Will it I by the one man who conceived himself 
lessen your luye for me or mine for you? to be wronged by Anthony Lockhart in 
Are my own ancestors so immaculate a way which in his eyes death only could 
that I should dare to cast a stone at your avonge. 
re stions 1 Beatrice, 1 protest against The last turn in the avenue was reach 
the morbid folly that makes a woman re- on. It was a dark corner, from which 
fuse to tnarry a man who loves her be- a distant view of the lighted windows of 
cause a member of her family has sinned | the house could be obtained. Anthony I

Anthony that tome leea agile climber the deepest dejection.

in some way against society. It is worse I turned to look at It, Fur what reason 
than folly ; it would be wickedness for did certain words uttered by his mother 
ycu to leave me because your—your upon hep dying bed recur at that mo- 
cousin did a thing which brought him ment to his mind ? “The house is all 
within danger of the law. I’ll hear Co lighted up; there are two in the avenue,” 
more of it ; I should never have thought | she had murmured. "You were never

«;»• «‘i am afraid not.”

that you would bo bound by such anti
quated rags of conventionality.”

Beatrice's heart gave a throb of de 
light in spite of herself. What woman | 
does not like to be thoroughly mastered 
by the man she lores ? Beatrice did not I 
at all resent the momentary harshness 
of hit tone. But the tried to reroott- | 
strate.

"It is net mere conventionality. It I 
is not only for what the world would 
say. You would not like it—yuuraelf

“]
flgrpt "]

i, •
impt

ine 1

“Not help you i” said Anthony, in as- 
thhiahment. “Surely I can do something 
for you. Tell me—”

“Yes, you can do something for me,” 
said Beatrice, turning toward him with 
almost passionate tenderness. “You can 
comfort me, you can comfort me—and 

N you can let me go.”
• Go where ?"
'Away fr'-m you—for ever. I am 

not fit to be your wife. I have gome 
to say good bye. Now, do you under
stand ? ’

"No,” said Anthony. He stopped 
short, and holding her by the hand, 
looked steadily into her face. "What has 
happened, Beatrice I”

"I cannot tell you.”
He paused, still looking at her.
“I hear that Lord Morren came heme 

thia afternoon. Ia it he who ha» 
you change ? ’ __

"I have not changed,” ahe cried out, 
almost wildly, but he only repeated his 
question in a different form.

“Has he persuaded you to give mo 
up ?"

“No, no, Anthony, how can you think 
au ! I have not even seen him since my 
return.

“Whom havo you seen then ? ’ he 
aaked. "I parted from you yesterday 
morning with your promise in my ears— 
and in my heart. Have you seen Ber
tie ?”

He spoke doubtfully. She ebook her 
head, and turned away her face. He 
waited for a moment, and then continued 
quietly.

"I know what it ia. You have beeu 
talking to Dr. Airlie. And he has been 
telling you what a scoundrel he thinks 
me.”

“Oh, no, Anthony, no. He never 
spoke of you—in that way, at least I—" 

“I have laid a trap for you, my dar
ling, and you have fallen into it most 
convincingly,” said Anthony, with a 
half-triumphant, half-tender laugh, as 
he walked on at her side, with her hand 
still clasped in hie. “So it is Dr. 
Airlie ! That it whst 1 wanted to be 
sure of. Now, what has he l-een saying 
to you ?”

'I do not want you to know.
"But if I can guess ?”
“You cannot guess, Anthony, 

impossible.”
“Listen to me," said Lockhart, 

ing’her toward him. "I know 
thiag of Airlie’s methods, I know his 
nature. I should not be surprised to hear 
that he has been working on your feel
ings by telling you something that you 
thought—terrible,something that seemed

in such danger of your life as you wore 
just then. ” The words came back with 
such startling distinctness that he almost 
f.ncied ho heard a voice repeating 
them. And surely there was a strange 
rustling among the trees ! *

Anthony was not exactly a supersti
tious man, but something like a thrill of 
fear shot through his nerves. He drew 
himself up, turned round and faced the 
quarter from which the rustling came. 
He saw nothingV but, although he 
knew it not, he waa looking straight into 

“Of course I should not like it ; neith- ! the eyes of the msn who, with pistol in 
er would you. It concerns you more hand and murder in his thoughts,crouch- 
thsn me ; and am I to desert you be- ed among the ahrube and took aim at 
cause you have got something to bear ? hia rival’s hesrt.
Beatrice, would you abandon me if I But that long, steady gaze disconcert- 
were in trouble ?” ed the would-be murderer. His hand

“Never !” trembled and fell ; a mist came over his
"Then don’t you see how illogical yon eyee. When he recovered himself, 

are i Do you think worse of me than ef Anthony was out of sight and out of 
yourself ?" reach, although the sound of his foot-

"It would be harder for you to bear steps could still be heard. And then the 
than for me, perhaps," she suggested— miserable man staggered to hia feet, and 
doubtfully. thanked God that, after all, his victim

“Nonsense !—Now, look here, Bea- had escaped.
'rire. Pot the case in it. worst aspect- Beatrice’s story had made Anthony 
suppose it were murder or anything you unea«y. He came neat morning, almost 

onld like to suggest (why do you start before the sun was up, to reconnoitre

than himself had been there before him. 
Difficult as it looked, the way had 
been rendered really easy by these 
srtfully contrived niches and trained 
branches. He swung himself up by his 
hands and feet, using care indeed, but 
making h>s way with contemptuous ease. 
Was this the clifl that people bad called 
inaccessible ?

The dark hole in the side of the rock 
was reached at last. The creepers that 
partially veiled it were easily thrust 
aside. For a few feet there was nothing 
but darkness and damp, mouldy smell
ing walls on either tide ; and thei 
hie great surprise, hit course was inter 
cepted by some hard substance against 
which his hand struck. Ho fe’t again ; it 
was a wooden door.

He pushed, end felt it giro way ; 
was a crazy structure, half off its hinges 
already. Then he found himself in 
another passage, dimly lighted from the 
top—he could not tell how exactly—and 
by and bye he caiue to another door, 
much stronger than the first. Anthony 
laughed to himself as he tried it. “This 
is like » bit of melodrama,” ho said. 
“Subterranean passages, secret rooms, 
and all. Am I in the Castle of Otranto 
I jwonder ? This is a modern door 
suppose it leads into the house itself, 
shall he met by the servants and taken 
for a burglar if I den’t care.” Hia fing-

it

in that way ?) suppose it were the most 
frightful crime in the world, what differ
ence would it make to you and me if we 
love one another ? We should bear the 
pain and disgrace of it together ; that is 
all.”

She was silent for a few moments ; 
then she said in a low tone.

“Whst is it that you know ?"
Anthony heaitated, then spoke bold

ly. “I will tell you all I know some 
other time. I don’t think I kjjow every
thing, Beatrice. But that makes no 
difference."

“Oh, but it does—it does For s 
moment I thought you knew-----”

"And you cannot tell me ? No, I 
won’t ask you to tell me. But whatever 
happens, Beatrice, you are my own—my 
very own—and nothing shall come be
tween us. Least of all, anybody else’* 
misdoings, whatever they miy be—theft, 
or treachery, or murder, or anything 
else that the world calls crime, but which 
may be the fault of circumstance—or 
disease. I will try to blame no man 
harshly now ; I have done to too often, 
and given you the right to call me hard 
and cruel ; but you must not punish me 
by utter distrust of my love, Beatrice.”

She felt that she could say no more. 
The tears were flowing from her eyes, 
but they were happy tears after all. 
Anthony kissed them away. And then 
she admitted (in anrwer to his demands) 
that she did not know him, and thus the 
two made peace.

But before she went back to the house 
she told him more--more than perhaps 
she meftDt to tell. She said how she had 
stood in Dr Airlie’s room and seen the 
dog writhing, and heard the terrible cry 
for help—a cry about which even the 
doctor’s explanation did not make her 
easy. It was a bird, no doubt, as he had 
said ao—but why should ho keep birds 
and animals in that part of tha house, 
except for purposes if torture ? Beatrice, 
with her love for all “dumb” animals, 
felt a throb of keen indignation and pny 
at the thought. And she told all thia to 
Anthony.

It is

draw-
aome-

“You must be mine very eoon, said 
he, at the last, "and then you will see 
and hear no more of Dr Airlie How 
soon can it bo, Beatrice ?"

“Oh, not yet,” she answered.
“And why not yet ? Why should we 

wait ? You can stay no longer in Lord 
Morven’e house ; it il not right that yon 
should be there now. Make up your 
mini to cine with me as soon as p< i i- 
ble.”
' “As soon ss possible ?’" she esid with

the Towers, in order to see whether eny 
trace of Dr Airlie’s sinister occupations 
could be found. He had tome curiosity 
about the rooms which the doctor in
habited. It seemed to him monstrous 
that there should be a portion of the 
house which nobody might enter but 
Stephen Airlie and the friends to whom 
he gave admittance. He could only ac
count for it by the supposition that Dr. 
Airlie had aonte such hold on the Earl 
at he had had on poorGerald Ruthven— 
some knowledge of past indiscretions, 
possibly of crimes which Lord Morvon 
wai anxious to shield from the light of 
day. Where was thia wing of the Tow- 
era in which he conducted Ins “experi
ments ?” Anthony had a keen eye fur 
architectural measurements, and had 
already acquainted himself pretty well 
with the plan of the Towers ; he knew 
also where Dr Airlie’s apartments were 
situated, but he did not see how there 
could be a continued suite of rooms such 
as Beatrice described, on that aids of the 
home. “They must go right down into 
the rock," he said to himself reflectively. 
"People talk of secret passages and un
derground rooms ; probably Airlie has 
found some convenient cellars for the 
subjects 'of his scientific experiments.
If so, ihey must be on the river aide of 
the house Can one get round that way,
I wonder ?”

It waa only six o’clock in the morning, 
and ho mads hit way by a circuitous 
route to the riverside below the cliff on 
which the hoove was built, without en
countering a soul. He had to pick his 
steps carefully, for there waa no path
way at the steep bank, and the river was 
somewhat swollen. Anthony was, how
ever, a very good mountaineer, and 
found no difficulty in keeping hia footing 
on the wet moss and slippery stones. He 
found himself finally just below the 
house, and, on lookfng up, he saw, at 
some distance above his head, the patch 
of darkness which told of the traditional 
entrance to the subterranean passages 
beneath the house

Anthony measured the distance be
tween himself and the mouth of the cave 
—for such it seemed to be—with a care
ful eye. There waa no path, of course, 
and the side of the rock was nearly per
pendicular ; and yet it seemed to him 
that to tcale it would not be so difficult 
as at first appeared. There were strongly 
growing trees and creepers nearly all tho 
way ; indeed, ha fancied that there were 
some convenient resting places for the 
feet which did not owe their existence, 
apparently, to nature. It seemed to

era were busy at the door as he spoke ; 
they must have come into contact with 
some hidden spring, for at that moment 
it flew open as though by magic. He 
saw before him a Aiall empty room ; be
yond it, there was another—was that 
empty too ? Anthony heard a mean.
A remembrance of all that Beatrice had 
said, of all that the had implied— fleshed 
across his mind, He carefully propped 
oho door open -lith a stone, so that ho 
should not find himself entrapped with
out the power of escaping if he chose, 
and then west forward to the second 
room.

It was a bare enough place, sparely 
furnished, but not uncomfortable. The 
light was so dim that at first Anthony 
could not see more than the outlines of 
a few articles of furniture—a bed,a table, 
a chair or two. But the thing tlmt 
moaned—where was it ? Something 
turned itself uneasily upon the bed— 
turned and moaned and moaned again.

Anthony made a step for the bed, and 
stopped. The* creature—was it a man, 
woman, child ?—saw it and cried aloud 
as if from fear. ■ "1 am alive,” i. said, "I 
am alive ! I am not mad ! They are 
going t > kill me—I know they are < 
Beatrice, where are you ? Help me, 
Beatrice, Beatrice ! I am not mail !”

"I hare Come from Beatrice," said 
Anthony calmly, although his face was 
while to the very lips ; "and I will take 
you to her. Who are you i What is your 
name V

But before the answer came, he knew. 
Meanwhile, Beatrice had returned to 

the Towers and passed a wakeful night. 
She had not yet seen Morren ; and his 
arrival had greatly disturbed her. It 
was certainly not right, according to the 
conventional point of view, that she 
should be staying in the house after the 
recent rupture of their engagement, es- 
pec ally as Mrs. Elton was away ; and 
ahe made up her mind to pack her boxes 
next morning as soon as possible and go 
elsewhere The minister’s wife would 
perhaps take her in at the Manse, and 
Anthony—Anthony would be glad. She 
smiled a little at the thought. Morveu’s 
probable anger and mortification affected 
her but little. She knew that he would 
be vexed ; but honestly she did not be
lieve in his love for her.

She rose early and began to make her 
arrangements. She breakfasted in her 
own room, having a great wish to avoid 
Murven for the present—until, at least, 
she had heard from him some expres
sion of opinion about her conduct. She 
was surprised that he had not written 
to herself ; and, when ahe had breakfast
ed. ahe expected momentarily to receive 
a message from him requesting an inter
view. But, as none came and the day 
wore on to the afternoon, ahe resolved 
to seek him out. She wanted to tell 
him about Anthony ; and also to clear 
herself from the imputation of having 
thrown liiri over for Anthony's sake 
That, at least, she said to herself 
with a burning blush, ehe had not 
done. Whe‘1 ahe broke off her engage
ment to Lord Murven ahe had not 
acknowledged to herself that Anthony 
was anything to her ; certainly ahe had 
never dreamt of being anything to him !

Lord Morven, she was told, was in 
the library—alone. Beatrice knocked 
at the door without hesitation. What 
hau to,bo done was better done quickly ; 
and she knew that her interview would 
be a painful one—not only from the 
sense of her broken troth, but from an 
ever-present remeniberance of the ter 
rible story which Dr. Airlie had poured 
into her ear. And yet she must have 
believed it when she could resolve (as 
she had resolved before she met her low 
er in the avenue) to give up Anthony on 
its account.

Lhe received no answer to her knock.
After repeating it, and waiting a teat» 

enable time, ehe walked straight into the 
room. Then the almost wished that she 
had not como. Morven was lying < n a 
sofa, face downwards, in an attitude of

•peak to him t How ronae him from that 
ttanee of sorrow ? She waited, with her 
hand upon the door, and, as feeling that 
ahe were there, he suddenly raised hia 
head and looked her in the fare.

She was net prepared for what fo'.lo r« 
ed. He tore from the qofa, drew him
self to his full height, and looked at her 
for a moment with haggard, despair» g 
•yea. Then he dragged himself tewsri’e 
her, and fell at her feet. She heard him 
aob. He cowered before her as though 
asking forgiveness, and yet he did not 
•peak.

This degradation of hit manliness 
shocked Beatrice inexpressibly,but it did 
not soften her. She was indignant with 
him for giving way. Dr. Airlie mutt 
have told him that ahe had heard the 
story of Gerald’s death—and now—now, 
she felt with a cold chill at her heart, 
now she knew that the story must be 
true. Morren would never lay down 
hia pride beforejher if he were innocent.

But it was terrible to see him there— 
at her feet, with wild sobs shaking him 
from head to foot She could not bear 
it. She bent over him and put her hand 
upon hia head. “Morven,” she said, 
“dear Mcrven ; be calm. ”

He caught at her hand and kissed it, 
but the force of his emotion would not 
be controlled. For once the storm would 
not be controlled. For once the storm 
would have its way. She knelt down 
beside him presently, and let him hold 
her hands and press them to his lips as 
he wished to do. Her brain was in a 
whirl. Why was Murven so unlike him
self Î Was it possible that he lnd loved 
her, after all ?

After a long, long time (or so it seem
ed to her) he found voice.

You may forgive roe," he said in a 
broken tone which she could never have 
recognized as his ;'“Yuu may forgive n e 

some day—but not now.”
“Forgive you !” she ejaculated. Whst 

did he mean ?
“Because," he went on, “I am inne- 

cent, after all. I did not fire. I was 
almost mad—but net quite. Although 
you loved him—and I—I loved you, 
Beatrice—I did nut" kill hioifhnd you 
will be happy yet.”

“I do not know whit you mean," said 
Beatrice, recoiling.

“Did Lockhart not see me ?" said 
Morven passionately. "Hiseyes looked 
straight into mine— though he saw ; I 
thought he knew. I was in the avenue 
last night ; I watched you both- -good 
God ! I could have killed you both—but 
I waited till you had gone. Then I rais
ed my hand to tire ; but Lockhart turned 
and looked—looked at me as if he knew 
—and my hand lell. He’s safe enough 
now ; you may forgive me, Beatrice, for 
1 loved you.”

She had risen from her kneeling pos
ture, and stood like a statue with her 
eyes fixed upon hia still prostrate form. 
There waa something hard and rigid in 
the fixity of her features, the sternness 
of her eye.

"Is that any claim to forgiveness ?” 
she said quietly. He started and held 
his breath. Beatrice ceuld be inflexi
ble, when she liked—and yet he had 
trusted, more than he knew, to her 
warm-heartedness. He listened again, 

“For Anthony, I forgive you,” she 
went on. “He is safe, you tell me, and 
I trust your word. But what is that— 
what is an intention compared with an 
actual crime ? You ask my forgiveness 
for what you did not do ; but have you 
nothing else to say ? If you must needs 
show your repentance in this—thia un 
manly way—at least let me know that 
you are sorrowing also for the wrong 
you did to Gerald.”

“To Gerald !” he repeated with
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I do not fcsHeee that 
Ayer’s Sarsaparilla has 
an equal aa a remedy 
for Berofnlooe Hu
mors. It ie pleasant 
to take, gtvee strength 
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thoroughly eradfcate 
this terrible disease. — 
W. F. Fowler, M. D., 
Greenville, Tens. «» »

For forty years I 
have suffered with Ery
sipelas. I have tried 
all sorts of remedies 
for my complaint, but 
found no relief until I 
commenced using 
Ayer’e Sarsaparilla. 
After taking ten bot
tles of this medicine E 
am completely cured. 
—Mary C. Amesb'iry, 
Rock port, Me. « . ,

I have suffered, lor 
years, from Catarrh, 
which was to severe 
that It destroyed my 

ppetite and weakened 
ly system. After try

ing other remedies, 
and getting no relief, I 
began to take Ayer’e 
Sarsaparilla, and. In a 
few months, was cured. 
— Susan L. Cook, WO 
Albany et., Boston 
Highlands, Mass. .

Ayer’s Sarsaparilla 
Is superior to any blood 
purifier that I have 
ever tried. I have 
taken It for Scrofula, 
Canker, and 8a)t- 
Itheum, and received 
much benefit from It.
It Is good, also, for a 
weak stomach.—Millie 
Jane Peirce, South 
Bradford, Mass.

Ayer's Sarsaparilla,
Prepared by Dr. J. C. Ayer Hr Co., Lowell, Mass. 

Price St ; six bottles, 06.

TED
IASESI

groan, and yet with an accent of so 
much wonderment that it startled her 
into a doubt of Dr. Airlie’s story.

“Yes, to Gerald. Ah, Murven,” she 
cried, breaking down into tears as she 
met the miserable eyes which at last he 
raised to hers, “I did not mean to speak 
harshly—I am sorry for all that I have 
said and done that gives you pain—but 
how can I forgive you if it is true that 
you —that you kil'ed Gerald—that y< u 
were Gerald's murderer ? Oh, Murven, 
toil me that it is not true !”

TO BÈ CONTINUED.

I . SI
^SrwpeLior

LIVER
CURE

HAVE YOU ♦<
Liver Complaint, Dyspepsia, Indigestion, Biliousness 
Jaundice, Headache, Dimne», l>ain in the liacli 
Jostivcncss, or any disease arising from a derange 
iver, Dr. Chare s Liven Curs will be found a sue 
tod certain remedy.

NATURE’S REMEDY 
Die unqualified success of Dr. Chase’s Liver Cure ii 
Liver Complaint rests solely with the. fact that it 1 
impounded from nature's well-known liver regulators 
Mandrake and Dandelion, combined with men; 
>ther invaluable roots, barks and herbs, having i 
powerful effect on the Kidneys, Stomach, Bowels ant 
Blood. 600,000 SOLD
Over one-half million of Dr. Chas ft Recife Book 
were sold in Canada alone. Hre want every man 
woman and child who is tronl/’ed with Liver Com 
plaint to try this exceRent remedy.

Sometnins New. Given Away FNee
Wrapped around every bcttleof Dr. Chase's Liver Cue 
is a valuable Household Medical Guide and Recip* 
Book (84 cages), containing over too useful recipe* 

lounced by medical men and druggists as invalue 
and worth ten times the price of the medicine.

TRY Ciuse’S Catarrh Cure, a isis and pwiib,
*emedy. Price, 35 cents.

TRY Chaee'i Kidney and Liver Piua. »s «i.p*r box 
SOLD BY ALL DEALERS ^

T ECRAAVSON ft CO- Sals ft(«n«t. BraNler*

ana"rdAMES WILSON, 
cs- oxjtchici-x-

Oct. 2rrd. 1RS». Sis iy

EXTRAC

CURES.

9 THE REV. GEO. H. THAYER, of 
Bourbon, Ind., says : “Both myself and 
wife owe our lives to SHILOH’S CON 
SUMPTION CURE.” For sale by J. 
Wilson, druggist.

Ir. the history of medicines no prepa 
ration lias received such universal sum 
mendatiou, for the alleviation it affords 
and the permanent cure it effects in kid 
11 ey diseases as Dr. Van Buren’s Kiuney, 
Cure. Its action in these distressing 
complaints ia simply wonderful. Sold 
by J, Wilson. 2m

cHOLERA

CHOLERA INFANTUM1
D/fiRRHCEfi.

ALL SUMMER COMPLAINTS
Sold BY/iuDt'/JLERS.

West Street_Meat Market.

AMroUoMsE
ALL, KINDS OF

MEATS

3 Sleepless Nights, made miserable by 
that terrible cough. S liloh’s Cure is the 
remedy for you. For sale by J. Wilson, 
Druggist.

June 19, 1835.
For two years my wife suffered 

from lung and heart disease 
> through rheumatism. She was 
greatly emaciated and too weak 
to do anything for heraelf ; she was 
given up by five doctors, they all 

[passed their opinion tha: she 
hould not live. She commenced 

__________lasing Dr Jug’s Medicine in De
cern oer, a6»4, and after taking six bottles she 
was so much improved that she could look 
after htr household duties.

J. M. Roddick,
Engineer. C. P. U., T„.ouU>. 

For sale b; i. Jordan. I

Carcf Attention and Prompt Delivery.

A CALL SOLICITED.
Dec 21th, 1885 . 27-

HURON AND BRUÇE
LOAN AND INVESTMENT COMPANY
This Company is Loaning Money on Farm 

Security at Lowest Fates of interest.

MORTGAGE i PURCHASED.

SAVINGS BANK BRANCH.
3, 4 and 5 per Cent. Interest Allowed on 

• Deposits, according to amount 
and time left.

OFFICE Cor. of Market Square and North 
Street, Goderich.

HORACE HORTON.
MaxaOXMGoderich Aug. 5th, 18», 1891-


