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A LIFE FOR A LIFE.
BY «88 MXTLOCK
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Bat it wee oeipeeeeiy" end it was better!

“I intend ao.”
She turned, then come beck 
e. I suppose she thought this 

[.between Mti end me would be 
nel tirewblf:

The cd*Ute h*d scerealÿ driven off, 
when I received e massage that Dr. Dr-

in “
Hertjtr;

own brother

1er that I should have gone through this 
angftsh alone guided by no outw in- i brother killed
Alienee, dhd .«.totted only by thetfST adtaowwC 
strength rtlili always comes in seeeons ‘ 
like these. ,

I seem, while stretching on the rack 
of these long night hours, to have bean 
led by some supernatural instinct into 
the utmost depths of human and divine 

- justice, human and divine love in search 
of the right At list I saw It, clung to 
it, and have found it my rock o^hope
ever since.

When the house below began to stir, 
I put out my candle, and stool watching 
the dawn creep over the grey moorlands, 
just as on the morning when we sat up 
aU night with my father—Max and L 
How fond my father was of him—my 
poor, poor father!

The herrible conflict of confusion of 
mind came back, I felt as if right and 
wrong were inextricably mixed together, 
laying me under a sort of moral paralysis, 
ont of which the only escape was mad 
ness. Then out of the deeps I cried un 
to Thee, O Thou whose infinite justice 
includes also infinite forgiveness;
Thou heardst me.

“When the wicket man tumeth away 
from his wickedness that he hath com­
mitted, and doeth that which is lawful 
and right, he shall save his soul alive. ”

I remembered these words: and unto 
Thee I trusted my Max’s soul.

It was daylight now, and the little 
birds began waking up, one by one, un­
til they broke into a perfect chorus of 
chirping and singing. I thought, was 
ever grief like this of mine ? Yes—one 
grief would have been worse—If, this 
summer morning, I knew he had ceased 
to love me, and I to believe in him—if I 
had lost him—never, either inthià.world 
or the next, to find him more.

After a little, I thought if I could on­
ly go to sleep, though but for half an 
hour, it would be well. So I undressed 
and laid myself down, with Max’s letter 
tight hidden in my hands.

Sleep came; but it ended in dreadful 
dreams, out of which I awoke, screaming 
to see Penelope standing by niv bed­
side, with my breakfast.

Now, I had already laid lay plans—to 
tell my father all. For he must be told. 
K o other alternative presented itself to 
me as possible—nor, I knew, would it 
to Max. When two people are tho­
roughly one, each one guesses instinc­
tively the other's mindi in most things, 
always in all great things, for one faith 
and love includes also one sense of right. 
I was as sure as I was of my existence 
that Max meant my father to be told. 
Not even to make me happy would he 
have deceived me—and not even that 
we might be married, would he consent 
that we should deceit i my father.

Thus, that my fa her must be told, 
and that I must tell him, was a matter 
settled and clear—out I never consider­
ed about how far must be explained to 
any one else, till I saw Penelope stand 
there with her familiar household face, 
half cross, half alarmed.

“Why child, wl.at on earth is the 
matter ! Here are you, staring as if you 
were out of your senses—and there is 
Dr. Urquhart, who has been haunting 
the place like a ghost ever since daylight. 
I declare, I’ll send for him and give him 
a piece of my mind. ”

“Don't, don’t,” I gasped, and all the 
horror returned—vivid as daylight makes 
any new anguish. Penelope soothed me 
—with the molherlinese that had come 
ever her since I was ill, and the gentle­
ness that had grown up in her since she 
had been happy, and Francis loving.

How it

thoagh I did not appreciate 
whe* I was young and foolisl 
novel known care, as she 
came out I cannot tell—I have never re­
gretted it—nor did Max, for I think it 
saved my heart from breaking—but I 
then and there told my sister Penelope 
our dreadful story.

I see her still, sitting on the bed, 
listening with blanched face, gazing, not 
at ma, but at the opposite wall She 
made no eutcry of grief or horror 
against Max. She took all in a subdued 
quiet way, which I had not expected 
would have been Penelope’s way of bear­
ing a great grief. She hardly said any 
thing, till I cried with a bitter cry;

“Now I want Max. Let me rise and 
go down, for I must see Max. ”

Then we two women looked at one 
another pitifully, and my sister—ray 
happy sister, who was to bu married in a 
fortnight—took me in her arms, sobbing.

,‘0h, Dora—ray poor, poor child.
All this seems years upon years ago, 

and I can relate it calmly enough till ] 
call to mind that sob of Penelope’s.

Well, what happened next V I re 
member Penelope came in when I was 
dressing and told me, in her ordinary 
manner, that papa wished her to drive 
with him to the Cedars this morning.

“Shall I go, Dora ?”
•‘Yes’’
‘Perhaps you will ses him in our ab-

<#nce. ”

thia before he was my betrothed 
chom open-eyed, with all my judgment 
my consdenoe, gpd ray soul, loved1, not 
merely because be loved me, but because 
I levied him, henored him, and trusted 
him, se that even marriage could scarcely 
make us more entirely one th... we 
already—bad I been aware of this before 
I might not, indeed I think I never 
should have loved him. Nature would 
have instinctively prevented me. But 
now it wae too late. I loved him, and 
could not unlove him; nature herself for- 
bade the sacrifiée. It would have been 
like tearing my heart out of my bosom; 
he was half ttyeelf, and, maimed of 
him, I should never have been my right 
self afterward. Nor would he. Two 
living lives to be blasted for one that 
waa taken unwittingly twenty years age ! 
Could it—-ought it to be eo f

The rest of the world are free to be 
their own judges in the matter, but God 
and my ooneeienee are mine.

I went down stairs steadfastly, with 
my mind all clear. Even te the last 
minute, with my hand on the parlor 
door, my heart—where all throbs of 
happy levs seemed to have been long, 
long forgotten—my heart still prayed.

Max was standing by the fire; he turn­
ed around. He and the whole sunshiny 
room swam before my eyes for an instant 
—then I called up all my strength and 
touched him. He was trembling all 
over.

“Max, sit down.” He sat down.
I knelt by him. I clasped his hands 

close, but still he set as if he had been a 
stone. At last he muttered.

I wanted to see you just once more, 
to know how you bore it—to be sure 
that I had not killed you also—oh, it is 
horrible ! horrible 1

I said it waa horrible, but that we 
would be able to bear it.

“We?”
“Yes—we.”
“You cannot mean that!”

„“I do. I have thought it all over, and 
I do.”

Holding me at arm's length, his 
questioned my inmost soul.

“Tell me the truth. It is not pity_
not merely pity, Theodora?”

“Ah! no, no.”
Without another word the first crisis 

was passed—everything which made our 
misery a divided misery. He opened his 
arms and took me once more inte my own 
place, where alone I ever really rested 
or wish to rest until I die.

Max had been very ill, he told me, for 
days, and now seemed both in body and 
and mind as feeble as a child. For me, 
childisjikiess or girlishness, with its ignor­
ance and weakness, was gone forever­
more.

I have thought since that in all we- 
men’s deepest loves, be they ever so full 
of reverence there enters sometimes much 
•f the motherly element, even as on this 
day I felt as if I were aomehow or other 
in charge of Max, and a great deal older 
than he. I fetched a glass of water and 
made him drink it- bathed hie poor tem­
ples and wiped them with my handker 
chief—persuaded him to lean back quiet­
ly and not speak another word for ever 
eo long. But more than once, and while 
hia head lay on my shoulder, 1 thought 
of his mother—my mother who might 
have been—and how, though she had 
left him so many years, aha must, if she 
knew of all he had suffered, be glad to 
know there waa at last one woman who 
would, did heaven permit, watch
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decide what next is to be.”
How <lo you moan?” I cried.

“If he requires atonement he must 
have it, even at the hands ef the 
law."

Then, for the first time, it struck me 
that, though Max was safe so long as ha 
aaads no confession, for the peculiar eir- 
cumstanoee of Harry’s death left no other 
evidence against hü», etiH, thie ooofeeeion 
once publie (aud it waa for had I not 
told PeneWpel), Ida reputation, liberty, 
hfe itself, waa in the hands of mj father: 
A horror as of. death fell apon me. I 
clung to him who waa my all in th* 
world, dearer to me than father, mother, 
brother, or sister; and I urged that we 
should both, than and there, fly—escape 
together enywhere, to the very ends of 
the earth, out of the reach of justice and 
my father.

I must have been beside myself before 
I thought of such a thing. I hardly 
knew all it implied, until Max gravely 
put me from him.

“It cannot be you who say this. 
Theodora.”

And suddenly, as unconnected 
incongruous things will flash across 
in times like these, I called to mind 
scene in my favorite play, when the 
tentative being life or honor, the woman 
says to her lover, “No, die!” Little I 
dreamed of ever having to say to my 
Max almost the same words.

I said them, kneeling by him, implor­
ing his pardon for having wished him 
to do such a thing even for his safety 
and my happiness.

“We could not have been happ7 
child,” ho said, smoothing my hair, 
with a sad, fond smile. “You do not 
know what it is to have a secret weighing 
like lead upon your soul. Mine feels 
lighter now than it has done for years. 
Let us decide: what hour to-night shall 
I come here and tell your father?”

Saying this Max turned white to the 
very lips, but still he comforted me.

“Do not be afraid, my child. I am 
not afraid. Nothing can be woxae than 
what it has been—to me. I was a 
ard once, but then I was only a 
hardly able to distinguish right 
wrong. Now 1 see that it would 
been better te have told the truth 
once, .and taken all the punishment, 
might not have been death, or if it were, 
I could but have died. ”

“Max, Max!”
“Hush!” and he closed my lips so that J they could not moan. “The truth U 

eye» 1 better than a good name. When your 
father knows the truth, all ^jlse will be 
clear. I shall abide by lus decision, 
whatever it be: he has a right to it. 
Theodora,” his voice faltered, “make 
him understand some day that if I had 
married you he never should have want­
ed a son—your ooor father. ”

These were almost the last words Max 
said on-this, the last hour that we were 
together by ourselves. For minutes and 
minutes he held me in his arms silently; 
and I shut my eyes, and felt as if in a 
dream, the sunshine and the flower- 
scents, and the loud singing of the two 
canaries in Penelope’sgreen-house. Then, 
with one kiss, he put me down softly 
from my place and left me alone.

I have been alone ever since; Ged 
only knows how long.

The rest I cannot tell to-day.
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My miserable heart yearned to her, a , ^ through life with the double love of
wofltim like myeell—a good woman, too, I ” any

till
both wife and mother, and whe, in 
case, would be faithful to him 
death.

Faithful till death. Yes, I have re­
newed that vow, and had Harry himself 
come and stood before me I should have 
done the same. Look you, any one who 
after my death, may read this, there are 
two kinds of love: one, eager only to get 
ts desire, careless of all risks and costs, 
in defiance of almost heaven and earth, 
the other, which in its most desperate 
longing has strength to say, “If 
it be be right and for our good—if it be 
according to the will ef God. ” This only 
I think, is the true and consecrated lore, 
which therefore is able to be faithful till 
death.

Max and I never once spoke about 
whether or not we should be married ; we 
left all that in Higher hands. We only 
felt that we should always be true to one 
another, and that, being what we were, 
and loving as we did, God himself could 
not will that any human will or human 
justice should put us asunder. > >-■-

This being clear we set ourselves to 
meet what was before us. I told him 
poor Harry's historjr, so far as I knew it 
myself; afterward we began to consider 
how best the truth could be broken to 
my father.

And here let me confess something 
|>hich Max had long forgiven, but which 
I can yet hardly forgive myself. Max I

CHAPTER XXVII.
HIS STORY.

This is the last, probably, of those 
letters never sent,” which may reach 

you one day; when or how we know not. 
All that is best

You ssy you think it advisable that 
there should be an accurate written 
record of all that passed between your 
family and myself on the final day of 
parting, in order that no farther con dost 
of mine may be misconstrued or mis­
judged. Be it so. My good name is 
worth preserving; for it must never 
be any disgrace te you that Max Urqn- 
hart loved you.

Since this record is te be minute and 
literal, perhaps it will be better l should 
give it impersonally, as a statement 
rather than a letter.

On February 9th, 1867, I weig to 
Rockmeunt to see Theodora Johnston 
for the first time after she was aware 
that I had, long ago, taken the life of 
her half-brother, Henry Johnston, not 
intentionally, but in a fit of drunken 
rage. I came simply to look at frer dear 
face once more, and to ask her in what 
way her father would best bear the shock 
of this confession of mine before I took 
the second step of surrendering myself 
to justice, or of making atonement in 
any other way that Mr. Johnston might 
choose. To him and his family my life 
was owed, and I left them to dispose of 
it, or of me, in any manner they thought 
best.

With these intentions I went to Theo­
dora. I knew her well. I felt sure she 
would pity me; that she would not re­
fuse me her forgiveness befere our 
eternal separation; that, though the 
blood upon my hands was half her own 
she would not judge me the less justly, 
or mercifully, or Christianly.'- As to a 
Christian woman I came to her—as I 
had come once before, in a question of 
conscience; also, as to the woman who 
had been my fnend, with all the rights 
and honors of that name, before she

said. “And when your father is told, he ' became t, me anything more and dearer.

And I was thankful that the lesser tie 
had been included in the greater, so that 
both need not be entirely swept away 
and disannulled.

I found not only my friend, upon 
whom, above all others, I could depend 
but atÿ own, my love, the -woman above 
aU Women who was mine; who, laving 
me^Wore this blow fell, clung to fte 
still, and believing that God Himself had 
joined us together, suffered netting to 

[put us asunder.
How she made me comprehend this 1 

shall not relate, as it concerns ourselves 
alone. When, at. last, I knelt by -her 
and biased her blessed hand»—my mint I
and yet all weman, and all my own_I
felt that my tin was covered, that the 
All-merciful had had mercy upon 
That while all these years I had 
followed miserably my own methed of 
atonement, denying myeel fall life's joys, 
and cloaking myself with every poesible 
ray of righteousnee I could find, He 
had suddenly led me by another way, 
sending this child's lore, first to com 
fort, and then to smite me, that, being 
utterly bruised, broken and humbled,
I might be made whole.

Now fertile first time, I felt like 
men to whom there is a possibility of 
being made whole. Her father might 
hunt me to death, the law might lay 
hold on me, the fair reputation pnder 
which I had shielded myself might be 
torn and scattered to the winds; but for 
all that I wae safe, I was myself, the 
true Max Urquhart, a grievious sinner; 
yet no longer unfergiven or hopeless.

“I came not to call the righteous but 
sinners to repentance.”

That line struck home. Oh ! that I 
could strike it homo to every miserable 
heart as it went to mine. Oh ! that 
could carry into the uttermost corners of 
the earth the message, the gospel which 
Dallas believed in, theonlyonewhich has 
power enough for the redemption of this 
sorrowful world—the gospel oc the for­
giveness and remission of sins.

While she talked to me—this my saint 
Theodora—Dallas himself might have 
spoken, apostle-like, through her lips. 
She said, when I listened in wonder to 
the clearness of some of her arguments, 
that she hardly knew how they had 
come into her mind, they seemed to 
come of themselves; but they were there, 
and she was sure they were true. She 
was sure, she added, reverently, that, if 
the Christ of Nazareth were to pass by 
Rockmount door this day, the only word 
He would say unto me, after all I had 
done, would be, “Thy .sins are forgiven 
thee —rise up and walk. ”

And I did so. I went out of the 
house an altered man. My burden of 
years had been lifted off me forever and 
6ver. I understood something of what 
is meant by being “bom again.” I 
could dimly guess at what they must 
have felt who sat at the Divine feet, 
clothed and in.their right mind, or who, 
across the sunny plains of Galilee, leaped 
and walked, and ran praising God.

I crossed the moorland, walking erect, 
with eye* fixed on the blue sky, my heart 
tender and young as a child's. I even 
stopped, childlike, to pluck a stray prim­
rose under a tree in a lane, which had 
peeped out, as if it wished to investigate 
how soon spring would come. It seemed 
to me so pretty—I might never have 
seen a primrose since I was a boy.

Let me relate the entire truth—she 
wishes it. Strange as it may appear, 
though hour by hour brought nearer the 
time when I had fixed to be at Rock- 
mount, to confess unto a father that I 
had been the slayer of his only son—still 
that day was not an unhappy day. I 
spent it chiefly out of doors on the moor­
lands, near a wayside public-house, 
where I had lodged some nights, drink­
ing larga droughts of the beauty of this 
external world, and feeling even outer 
life eweet though nothing to that re­
newed life which I now should never 
lose again. Never—even if I had to go 
next day to prison and trial, and stand 
before the world a convicted homicide. 
Nay, I believe I could have mounted the 
scaffold amid those gaping thousands who 
were once my terror, and die peacefully 
in spite of them, feeling no longer either 
guilty or afraid.

So much for myself, which will explain 
a good deal that followed in the inter­
view which I have now to relate.

Theodora had wished to save me by 
herself explaining all to her father; but 
I would not allow this, and at length she 
yielded. However, things fell out differ­
ently from both our intentiena; he 
learned it first from his daughter Pene­
lope. The mement I entered his study 
I was certain Mr. Johnston knew.

Let no sinner, however healed, deceive 
himself that hie wound will never smart 
again. He is not instantly made a new 
man of, whole and sound; he must grow 
gradually, even through many a return­
ing pang, into health and cure. It any 
one thinks I could stand in the presence 
of that old man without an anguish 
sharp as death, which made me for the 
moment wish I had never been bom, he 
is mistaken.

But alleviations came. The first was 
to see the old man sitting there alive and 
well, though evidently fully aware of the 
truth, and having been so for some time, 
for bis countenance was composed, his 
tea was placed beside him on the table, 
and there waa an ope» Bible before him

in which he had been reading. Hia 
voice too had nothing unnatural or 
alarming in it, as without looking at me, 
he bade the maid servant “give Dr. Ur- 
«mfeart a chair, and sa{, if any one inter- 
ruptod, that we were paitioularly ea- 

UM , 8e the door was shot ape* us 
leering ee free to face.
’ But it wae not long before he raised 

Mi* eyw to mine. It is enough, ones in 
» lifetime, to have heme such a look. 

“Mr. Johnston"—but ha shut hissera. 
“Do not speak,” he said; “what you 

have come to tell me 1 know already. 
My- daughter told me this morning. 
And I "have been trying ever since to find 
out what my Church says to the ehedder 
of blood; what she would teach a father 
to say to the murderer of hia child. My 
Harry, my only son ! And you mur­
dered him !”

Let the words which followed be 
sacred. If in some degree they were un­
just, and overstepped the truth, let mo 
not dare to murmer. I believe the curve 
he heaped upon me in his own Words and 
those of the Holy Book, will not come, 
for its other end diviner words, which 
his daughter taught me, stand ms a shield 
between me and him, I repeated them 
to myself in my silence, and eo I wae 
able to endure.

When he paused and commanded me 
to apeak, I answered only a few words, 
namely, that I was here to offer my life 
for hie son's life; that he might do with 
me what he would.

“Which means that I should give you 
up to justice, have you tried, con 
demned, execute-i. You, Dr. Urquhart, 
whom the world think» aa well of. 
might live to see you hanged. ”

His eyes glared, hit whole frame was 
convulsed. I entreated him to calm 
himself, for his own health's sake, and 
the sake of his children.

"Vos, I will. Old as I am, this shell 
not kill me. I will live to exact retri 
bution. My boy, my poor, murdered 
Harry—murdered—murdered. "

Ho kept repeating and dwelling on 
the word, till at length I said:

‘If you know the whole truth, you 
must be aware that I had no intention 
to murder him. "

“What you extenuate? You wish to 
escape i But you shall not. I will have 
you arrested now, in this very house. "

“Be it so, then "
And I sat down.
So, the end had come. Life, and all 

its hopes, all its work, were over for me. 
I saw, as in a second of time, everything 
that was coming-the trial, the con­
viction, the newspaper clatter over my 
name, my ill deed, exaggerated, my 
good deeds pointed at with the finger of 
scorn, which perhaps was the keenest 
agony of all—save one.

“Theodora !’*
Whether I uttered her name, or only 

thought it, I cannot tell. However it 
brought her. I felt she Ü, the room, 
though she stood by her sister's side, 
and did not approach me.

Again I repeat, let no man say that 
sm does not bring its wages, which must 
be paid. Whosoever doubts it, I would 
he could sit as! „t, watch,ng the face, 
of father and daughters, and thinking 
of the dead face which lay against my 
knee, that midnight, on Salisbury plain

“Children," I hevd Mr. Johnston 
toying, “I have sent for you to be my 
witnesses in what I am .bout to do. 
Not out of personal revenge-which 
were unbecoming s clergymen-but be 
rouse God and man exact retribution for 
blood. There is the man who mur- 
dared Harry. Though he were the beet 
fnend I ever trad, though I esteemed 
him ever so much—which I did—still 
discovering this I must have retribution. ”

‘How, father?" Nat her voie., but 
heryuter'i

Let me do full justioe to Penelope 
Johnston. Though it was she who told 
my secretto herfsUier.ahedidit notoutof 

. ** 1 afterward learned, chance 
led their conversation into such a channel 
tlut she could only escape betraying the 
truth by a direct lie. And with aU her 
harshnesses, the prominent feature of 
her character is its truthfulness, « 
ratter its abhorrence of falsehood. Nay 
her fierce scorn of any kind of duplicity 
u such that she confounds the crime 
with the criminal, and, once deceived
never ran forgive-., in the matter of 
Lydia Cartwright, my acquaintance with 
which gave me this insight into Miee 
Johnston's peculiarity

Thus, thbugh it feU to her lot to be­
tray her confession, I doubt not she did 
so with meet literal accuracy; acting to­
ward me neither as a friend nor foe, but 
simply as a relater of facts. Nor was 
there any personal eamity toward me in 
her question to her father.

It startled him a little.
[to b» coirmnrao.
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Mr. Francis Jones, ex-M. P., will 
lecture upon “Astronomy," a( Shaftes­
bury hall, on the 13th and 14th of April, 
taking the view opposed^ to the New­
tonian System.

The Roman Catholic College at Ri- 
mouaki. Que., was totally consumed by 
fire on Tuesday morning, entailing a loss 
of $60,000, partly covered by an insur­
ance of $24,000.

“They au. wo it - —To beautify the 
teeth and give fragrance to the breath 
aoe “Teaberry’ the new toilet gem. Got 
6 eeat «ample. 1763

SEE WHAT

PHYSICIANS
And People in Canada say about

Scott’s Emulsion
Of Pure Cod Liver Oil

WITH

HnwMiia of Lie 4 Soil
ASA

REiEOY FOR CORSUHPTIOR
AND

WASTING DISEASES
etltoodiac, N. a. Nor. 5,18* 

Messrs. SCOTT dr BOW NE:-1 hare wed «ad 
prescribed for some time “boott’s Emuleâoa ef 
Cod Liver OIL" end And it en excellent prepa­
ration, agreeing well with the etomach, easily 
taken, and its continued use adding greatly to 
the strength and comfort of the patient.

A. H. PBJI, M. D.
Penn. Med. College.

Amherst, Nora Scotia, Nor. 8,1888. 
Messrs. SCOTT fc BOWNE.-Gents: For 

nearly two years I have been acquainted with 
Scott's Emulsion of Cod Liver CHI with Hypo- 
phosphites, and consider it the In est prepara­
tion now before the public. Its permanency m 
an Emulsion with the pleasant flaror, makes It 
the great favorite for children, and I do highly 
recommend it for all wasting tUssssss et the 
system.

Yours, very truly.
C. A. BLACK, M. D.

Halifax. N. 8.. Nor. it, &888L 
Messrs. SCOTT dr BOWNE,-Gentleman: I 

have prescribed your Emulsion for the peat two 
years, and found it more agreeable to the 
stomach, and have better results from Its use 
from any other preparation of the kibd I hare 
tried.

H. M. CAM1BOW, M. D.

Belleville, Ont
Messrs.SCOTT* BOWNK.-Dear Sire: I 

feel it a duty I owe not only to you but to the 
community, to make the following statement: 
About three years ago my eldest daughter waa 
taken with a severe cold which settled on her 
lungs, and not withstanding all that her médi­
rai attendant could do. she got worse and 
worse, and appeared to be in the last and bone­
less stage of consumption. The Doctor said he 
could do no more, but recommended your Em­
ulsion. and the effect of it was in the opinion 
of every one who knew her. «imply marvelous. 
Before she had used the first bottle, she felt 
much better, and to the surprise of us all. she 
continued to mend so rapidly that In three 
months she was able to go about as usual, and 
has continued in such excellent health that 
she got married 18 months ago. and has now 
as flue am! healthy a son as you can find in the 
country.

WILLLAM BLAND.

Flora. Ont., July, 1880. 
This is to certify that my daughter has had 

Lung disease for some time, and very much 
reduced in flesh, and had not strength enough 
to walk across the street. .She was advised ny 
a lady friend to try Hcott’s Emulsion, and to 
our groat surprise before she had used three 
bottles her health was completely recovered. 
I recommend it to every one troubled with the 
same disease.

JOHN W. B0W18.

THE GREATEST WONDER OF MODERN 
TIMES I—The Pills Purify the Blood, correct all 
disorders of the Liver, Stomach, Kidneys and 
Bowels and are fn valuable in all complaints in­
cidental to Females. The Ointment is the only 
reliable remedy for Bad Legs. Old Wounds, 
Sores and Ulcers, of however long standing. 
For Bronchitis, Diphtheria, CoughaColds.Gowt, 
Rheumatism and all Skin Diseases, it has no
Beware or American counter­
feits.—! meet respectfully take leave to rail 
tke attention of the Publlogeaerally to the foot 
tket certain Horace In New York are «ending te 
many paru of the globe .furious wrriiton 
of my Pill, end Ointment. These trends beer 
on their label, low addrem In New York. I

affixed to the spurious make is a caution warn­
ing the Public against being deceived by coun­
terfeits Do not be milled by this audacious 
trick, or they art the emtnterfeU* they pretend 
te denounce. Thrae oooaterfetta are purchased 
by unprincipled Vendor* at one-half the prlo* at 
my Pule and Ointment and are .old to you as Of 
genuine Medicine.. I meet earnestly appeal to 
teat won of Justice, which I feel rare I may ren­
ter. upon asking from all honorable person*, to 
assist me, and the Public, a* far as may lie In 
their power, tn denouncing thle.hameful Fraud. 
Each Pot and Box,of the Genuine Medicine 
beam the British Government Stamp with tbe 
word* “HonHollow*Ye Pills and
London." engraved thereon. On the label I» 
th* add pew, SB Oxford Street, London, where

tPilUetioweand Oi any other as
ad in Ottawa. Hence any one 
British Possessions, who may 
in Counterfeits for sale, will be

prosecuted. (Signed) THOMAS H
Oxford Street, London. Jan. 1,1878.

CINGALESE 
H AI R RENEW ER

The crowning glory ef men or wowt 
beautiful en*t> or hai*. Thin ran only i 
Mined by wing CIR4AÏMR. wide provedfieelf tobothe BBST HA 
RK8TOBB1B In tie market, 
mote, a healthy growth of the hair, rend 
•oft aud silky, strengthen» It* room, an 
venta Its falling out, and acta with rapid

RESTORING GREY HAIR
TO ITS NATURAL COl

Try it befor .using any other. Sold 
druggists. Priera 50 eta. a bottle. 1755

Aft CIUTO Wanted. Big Pay 
nuL.ll I O Work. Constant employ 
No Capital required, James Lee 8c Co. 
treat. Quebec. 1782.


