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Walter Linton, of Waterloo, write» 
that Hagyard’s Yellow Oil lias done grea 
good in his family, his wife '(wit)* cured 
of Oollouse lumps that other "inedirities 
failed to remove, he also ytatea that a 
neighbor was promptly relieved of Uheu 
inatism by the same remedy. 2

legal rare .eel eg,

THREE PEOPLE.

>■

•And so she is coming at last, Dtilee V
*0, yes,’ excitedly. ‘Site is cumin# 

today, and I have hied up her loom so 
pretty and we—you and I, Harold—wi l 
try and make her contented and ,not let 
her miss her gayeties. And we will tak 
her to ell the pretty places, at^d get up 
little partie# for her, and—and—every­
thing !' says Dolce vaguely. is she pauses 
for breath and pats, in a friendly w*y 
the brown hand resting beside her whiter 
one.

‘And probably get snubbed for our 
pains,' say* the young man gloomily, 
don't like this tine city, lady.who id coni 
iog to spoil, with her high and mighty 
ways, all our cozy little walks and In ks 
She will take you from me, Dulre Slu 
will tell you I am too big and brown,anil 
rough for a tender little girl, like you 
She will talk to you about her lily finger 
ed city beaux, with their perfumes, thei 
actresses, and their divine tas o in iar- 
pets and wall-papers—and what do 
know of such things, dear! I kn 
every inch of old Craigmsir Wood I y 
heart. 1 can row a boat with the bes 
of them. I can shoot, ride, and citcl 
more speckled trout in one day than he) 
over saw in their dainty, pei fumed live* 
and I have loved you so dearly, Dulce 
that you have grown not to dislike my 
rough and homely ways, and you iiaie 
found the little good that there is rn me, 
dear. And now,’ still more gloomily, 
‘Miss Helen Mars, who is a critic and 
woman of the world to her finger-tip*, is 
c umiig, and when you see her slyly 
■mile and hear her murmur e-méiting 
a bent *a rustic swain’ you will be aslra.i 
ed that you ever said you loved me ; and 
when I see that—for you wore never 
good at hiding things, Dulce—then 
■ball say that I knew from the very first 
how it would be.’

The girl in the swaying hammock 
laughs lightly, but nestles nearer the de 
jected figure on the campetool, and 
says :

'Nonsense, Harold ; how oanycu paint 
such wretched pictures Î Now,if I were 
eisily frightened I should just pot my 
fingers into my ears and take to the 
woods at the first sign of Miss Mars’ ap­
proach—there to remain and eat berries, 
if there were any, and be covered at 
night by the traditional bird» with the 
legendary leave». Why should she poke 
fun at you ? She won’t, and, if she 
should, do you suppose I’d listen f A 
rustic swain.indeed," indignantly. ’More 
likely she will fall heed over ears in love 
ifith you. I am sure ahe never raw any 
one so handsome, so strong, and so al­
together to be desired.’

‘Stop, Dulce, «top I’ eeies the young 
man holding np both hands, ’ft is not 
likely that Miss Mare will èven notice 
that I am present. She will quite over­
look me. How cheap I shall feel ! In­
deed, I begin to feel eo already. One 
might hare me for almost nothing—eush 
a bargain !’

‘I don’t think you’d be cheap at any 
price,’ says Dalee, at which they both 
laugh, and Harold says : ‘Come, my 
sweetheart, and walk to the gate with 
me. I must be out of eight before the 
dragon, who is to epoil our summer, 
comes. She would not fancy even such 
a nonentity as I to see her descend from 
the carriage, travel-stained and dusty. 1 
will come tonight sad make my beet bow 
and utter a few polite lies to the effect 
that I am glad tv see her here and hope 
her health may be improved py a coun­
try residence. And she will look me 
over and smile at my elephantine at­
tempt at eociety nothings—and then— 
and then—I «hall take my hat and any : 
‘Good-night, Mias Mars ; geod-aight, 
Miss Rodney,’ and touch the tips of 
your fingeru before I go alone here, 
Dulce, where you always go with me. ’ 

They are walking together now, ovar 
the soft, green grass,under the great oak 
trees whose rustling branches seem to 
whisper to each other sad laugh at the 
lovers’ vows, breathed beneath, to a lit­
tle aide gate half hidden in the aiirub- 
bery that divides Dulce Rodney's home 
from the larger, more extensive Creig- 
mair, the preperty of this tali, stalwart 
young fellow, who strides aleng, cutting 
at the tall grass with his walking-stick, 
and looking ae thoroughly out of humor 
as a handsome, care free bit of masoalin- 
ity can look.

•It seems to me, Harold, you are mak­
ing yourself odious for no reason at all.’ 
says Dulce decidedly. ‘Miss Mere is 
sura to be nice end pleasant, and it ie 
unkind and selfish.Harold, to make such 
a fidget, when you might,’ insinuatingly, 
‘make it eo nice for us. ’

‘I dare say you are right, Dulce—you 
always sre. I will go to the utmost 
limits of hospitable possibilities to take 

“that little wrinkle out of your fore- 
head.' " * ^

He takes’ her in hie arm* as he speaks, 
and Duloe’e nose sinks contentedly into 
Jhis cost cellar

‘How is it that a mite like you can so 
take possession of a great person, as I 
am, and make him do so gladly whaU*^ 
most hates 1 I shall be very glad tosee 
Miss Mars now, and you shall jtj me 
for being glad—how ?—in kUIas, Dulce, 
my dtilto j’'' He raises Jier head and 
presses his lips to her soft, warm mouth. 

When Du'ce it at last ip undisputed

possession of here.-lf she says, with a lit 
tie upward glance : ‘Don't fall in love 
with her, Harold. She is very lovely, 
pipe says.’

They have reached the gate now, and 
he stands, with hi» arms folded upon the 
lop, looking down upop her with half- 
leasing, half-tender smile. Somehow 
little pang goes through Dulc’e’s heart as 
«he looks up at the food face, with dark, 
laughing eye| meeting hers. The mouth 
ie weak and irresolute—the only fault to 
be found ia the handsome, manly 
face.

‘And are you afraid of that horrible 
p nuibility, Dulce,my own V he asks gay- 
ly, drawing her closer to him.

She Lu/hs brightly. ‘If I could tot 
t at yon I should be in agonies of doe 
pair at the present moment, instead of 
s drug you home eo that I may go back 
and dress. You must go now or I shall 
be to. G i d-bye, and come early to­
night,' end Dulce goes happily across the 
lawn looking back once, just in time to 

cli and bluslt brightly at a caress 
thrown from the tips of Harold’s fingers 
as l:a ungers, looking after her.

Very fair ia Dalle Rodney’s home, 
ih the soft moonlight over it. The 

-v stone house with wide verandas, 
upon which the long windows open and 

within a viata of bright lights and 
V rivet bantings of dark and glowing 
tints. Outside, the wide, low step» run­
ning down to the smooth lawn, dotted 
here and there with beds of scarlet flow­
er*,an ! beyond all the glint of the great 
ocean perfectly quiet but for the soft 
lapping of the waves on the pebbly 
shore.

Very quiet and lovely it looks to the 
young man coining through the little 
g ie and into the shadow of the shrub­
bery. He looks toward the house. ‘Can 

rey be so lost to the beauties of thi 
night as to be there! Probably,’ with 
/rowing disgust, ‘Miss Mars lias a lively 
rar of the touch of God's dew upon her 

dainty feet.’
Hut, as he looks t iward the group of 

trees where swings the many colored 
hammnch,a white gleam catches his eye. 
He comes quietly nearer. Yes, some one 
is sitting there,and that some one has on 

hit# dress. He peers into the sur­
rounding shadows. Yes, it is Dulce,and 
done. Where ie the charming guest Î 
O happy thought ! She did net come, 
and Dulce ie waiting in her favorite 
place to tell him eo. He approaches con­
fidently. ‘She has not come, Dulce T 
in a loud tone of unmistakable pleasure 
and self-congratulation.

‘Yes,’ said Dulce, rising end coming 
to meet him.

‘No 1 Is she really here V in a voice 
expressive of the deepest disappoint­
ment ‘And is she all your fancy paint­
ed her, Dulce f Til swear not ! These
beauties are alwaye overrated, and----- ’
Here he becomes conscious that Dulce is 
endeavoring to convey some information, 
and at the same moment a «lender, dark 
figure comes out of the shadows and 
says, in a voice the like of which Harold 
never heard before, it is eo low, and soft 
and musical, ‘Am I tbs unhappy person 
who has disappointed Dulce T 

Dulce is laughing, with a keen appre­
ciation of Hsrold'a mental condition,and 
says, brightly : ‘Oh, that is si like you, 
Harold ! Yes,this ie Miss Mars—Helen, 
this ie Harold. He has another name, 
and it ia Deemond, hut no one calls him 
anything but Harold.'

Then of coursa I shall do the same as 
every one elae,’ lays Mias Mars, decided- 

and lays a slim, soft hand in 
Harold’».

Then they all ait down quite cozily 
and laugh at Herald's blunder,and Dulce 
plane all sorts of festivities in Miss Mars' 
honor, and Harold finds himself listen- 
iog for that toft, arrange voice, and 
wishing she would speak oftener. How 
many times after his thought» went back 
to that first evening. The silvery moon­
light over house and grounds, Dulce's 
merry chatter, but, more distinct than 
all else, that low, clear voice. At last 
Dulce says, ‘Let us go into the house, 
and you will sing us one song, Helen ; 
you are tired, but you will sing just 
one ? and, Miss Mare assenting, they go 
ap the steps and across the wide varan- 
da, into the drawing room.

As yet Harold has had but the most 
shadowy view ef Miss Mars’ figure, and 
as they enter the lighted room he looks 
at her with pardonable curiosity a^to 
what manner of woman this 
She was exquisitely lovely both 
and form. She had a traneperen1 
leas skin, like the petals of a ndktseus. 
She had Oriental eyes of btué-black, 
which loused immensely large in her 
delicate face. She had slender feet and 
tiny ears, and a perfect aelf-peeseesion 
which gave her almost an air of distiuc- 
and make her seem out of, place among 
Dulce’s bric-a-brac, canary birds, and 
houes-plants. She was lÿte a picture, 
with her adk’pale gold tajir coiled low 
down palier- neck in high-art faihion. 
Like a soft harmony in black and gold 
she was, with her filmy nfbes clinging 
closely round her end the old gold, like 
tarnished yellow, touching her here and 
there.

She goes to the piano and sings, The 
song was all about a soldier and a knot 
of ribbon and there was a little 'érifl^of 
‘•dieu’ and heartache through it which 
Harold knew she did not feel, but still

he felt unreasonably eptry for her. She 
gives him her hand again as be is going, 
■nd he carries the thrill which the tsush 
of her fingeri brings long after Duloe’e 
tender kies in a dark corner of the ver­
anda is forgotten.

•Is she not lovely r saya Dulce, and 
‘Very’ is the concise answer she receives, 
at whieb aha wondeff mightily, and 
thinks Harold strangely Mind,

The long, sweet summer days go by 
and each one finds Harbld Deemond 
with Duice and her guest. Ofteoeet 
with Mies Mars, now, for Dulee 1ms 
gradually dropped out of their ex­
cursions. *My household caros are 
many,’ she would say, and sometime» 
now they forgot to ask her, but would 
set off, Harold laden with Mise Mere’ 
easel, camp-chair, collsr-box, and all the 
artist's paraphenalia she affected

This afternoon they are all together 
under the great trees trying to believe 
that they are cool and comfortable. Mise 
Mars, ia a wioker chair, with her long 
primrose satin and eoft muslin drapery 
about her, is looking more than usually 
lovely.

1 am really getting tat ; absolutely, 
downright fat,’ she says, attentively re­
garding one perfect hand and arm and 
holding it up for inspection. There ie 
something so repulsive about that word 
fat,’ something so grow and ^common­

place and so disgustingly suggestive of 
the butcher and the grocer's boy,’ die 
continues, ae she slowly waves a large 
fag back and forth to coax some refresh 
ing breezes to her fair face.

‘But a judicious quantity of the real 
article is immensely becoming,’ says 
Dulce, who is sitting on the grass with a 
broad expanse of lavender rauelia and 
lace about her ; ‘just look at Helen and 

what our country air has done for 
her. ‘Why, upon my word, he* cheeke 
are as pink as mine—are they not, Har­
old ?—and it is vastly becoming. ’

Yes, I shall resemble a dairy maid in 
no time whatever,’ says Miss Mars with 

low. laugh and a glance at Hsrvld. ‘It
your close and impolite scrutiny,Dulce 

that has brought the tardy blushes to
my cheek.’

Harold is lying fall length on the grass 
and has not taken his eyes from Miss 
Mars’ flower-like face for a longer time 
than perhaps hr knows. She ie perfect­
ly conscious of his gaze, and let» her 
eyes meet his occasionally for an matant 
before her white lids fall.

Miss Mars will never. look like a 
dairy-maid,’ asje Harold slowly. ‘She 
will never be anything but white and 

looking ; not fit to meet thb 
hard, roogh edges of life.’

Bless me !' cried Dulce. ‘If I eat 
pickles and slate-pencils end get nice and 
sallow and bony, .will you say those 
pretty things to me, Harold t But,’ 
with a profound sigh, T am always so 
ffeneively well. There seems to be no 

chance of my ever having a nice linger­
ing illness. ’

Dolce is not looking like her happy 
self. Her eyes are heavy and have dark 
rings beneath them, suggestive of tears 
and wakeful night», but ehe is alwaye in 
the gayest spirits, and Harold and Helen 
are strangely blind.

Him Mare rises from her rocker with 
languid g .ace and draw» on her long, 
loose, tan-colored gleves carefully, ‘1 
am going into Crmigmair Wood,’ ahe an­
nounce». T cannot well be warmer 
there, and I hare a fancy that the shade 
ia deeper. Come, Dulee, and we will 
stay until evening aad Harold shall have 
our tea sent out to us there.’

Obedient to her mandate they rise, 
and Harold unfurls Miss Mars’ lace 
parasol end holds it carefully over her ; 
while Dulce follows with laughter on her 
lips, but something very like tear» in her 
eye».

The long, hot day ia over at last, and 
the glaring, horning sun has sunk out of 
sight. But with the deepening shadows 
come no cooling breezes ; the air is hot 
and oloee, and a feeling of oppression ia 
over everything. There is a dull bank 
of clouds against the horizon, but over­
head the stars sre shining bright and 
clear.

By the side of the little stream that 
flows through Craigmair, Harold and 
Dulce are standing together. She has 
no pink cheeks and rosy lips now. Her 
faoe is all a leaden white, and there is a 
drawn look about the mouth that has 
taken away all the pretty curves and 
dimples. She ebems somehow much 
older, and thinner, and weaker than the 
Dulce of an hour ago. He ia holding 
both her hands against his breast end 
speaking rapidly.

‘Dulce ! Dulce !' he is saying, ‘what 
can you think of one who is eo false as IT 
I did net mean to love her. I fought 
against it enough, God knows, but from 
the flrst it was no use. Many and many 
times I have vowed to go away and break 
my own heart rather than hurt you, 
dear. But I am such a pitiable coward I 
could not leave her ! I am bound heart 
and soul to that one woman ! I cannot 
make you understand how I love her ! I 
would give worlds to hate her and be 
back again with only your kind little 
face in my heart. But when I see her— 
when! even hear her roioa—1 could fall 
4»wpjte4, woighip the very earth her 
dainty feet hare pressed I I don't know 
why I tell you all this, only that yon 
havs always been the one true friend I

have ever had.’ His voice breaks 1er», 
but lie goes ou : T am not hurting yon, 
Dulee 1 O, my true little girl l Can you 
forgive and, what is better, forget me, 
whole so unworthy of you I

She draws her hands gently away and 
says, with a wan little smjle : ‘You do 
not want me to forget you. You went 
me always to remember you and be fond 
of yon and—and—your wife.’

She says it bravely and smiles in so 
friendly a way that the clonde almost 
disappear from his face. ‘And you do 
not cere after all, Dulee f 

Not care—with that gray pallor and 
those white, set lips—with those hunted, 
hopeless eyes, with thoee small hands 
clinched so tightly that the nails leave 
purple crescents on the eoft palms.

He asks her if she cares, and she, 
looking at him,knows that all the bright­
ness has gone out of her life forever; she 
feels numb, and cold, and dead, but ahe 
stands erect with her little head thrown 
back, and her brave voice aays steadily ; 
‘I never cared much for anything, did 
III waa never one to go into heroics, 
though, I dare iay.it ie the proper thing, 
Helen is in the garden ; go to her, and 
if you let me be your friend I shall be 
happy.

She gives him one of her hands and 
smiles, and he kiaaea it and says ‘You 
have made me a new man, Dulce. I waa 
miserable in the thought that in gaining 
my happiness I would wreck yours.'

‘Well,’ she says evenly, ‘you need not 
have been afraid, you see—now go,’ and, 
with a lait pressure of thé hand he holds 
he goes from her.

And then Dulce lies down on the soft 
grass, with her head on the knotted 
roots of a great oak. How Still and 
calm it ia there—how tired she ia She 
will not go home, but stay there always, 
in the soft cool grass—and Harold does 
not love her—does not love her—strange 
she cannot cry—how dim the stars are 
growing—and she was to have been hia 
wife—Harold’s wife—she can almost 
laugh—Helen will be that now—and 
what waa that—a drop of rain—another 
--and still another—and faster they 
come. How nice and cool they are, 
thinks Dulce.

The grass is getting wet, and ehe 
presses her hot face and hotter hands 
into it.

She ia not afraid, but ahe cannot think 
for the noise the thunder makes. She 
is tjred—so tired. The lightening blinde 
her eyes. Always without Harold now. 
Can that be for her to bear. Never 
again to watch for him. Never again to 
hear hia dear voice. 'Ah, God,' criee 
the tortured girl heart, T cannot bear 
it V

She raises herself in her drenched 
clothes to her knees, and claspe the rug­
ged tree-trunk with both arme.

‘I cannot bear it ! Let me die ! Let me 
die !’ and aa if in answer to that prayer 
there comes a flash that seems to rend 
the heavens, and the old oak is shattered 
to its rente.

The clinging arms loose thetr hold,the 
eching heart ia forever at rest, and the 
sunny head falls forward ; Dulce has 
gone ‘through the straight and dreadful 

taa of death.’
• # # #

Only one scene more: A quiet country 
churchyard and a little new-made grave.

The fresh earth heaped avove the 
•tilled form ia almost covered with white 
scented flowers, placed there by loving 
hands. All is still, peaceful and lovely, 
and surely Dulce is content, resting eo 
quietly among the flower» she loved, 
with the eoft summer bressea blowing

The “Reé. Mr Colling,’’ the chaplain 
see# oooeplououe bravery during the 

battle fought on a recent Sunday near 
Saokim, and who has been lie subject of 
Unstinted admiration on the part of sev. 
eral of the .war correspondrait* in the 
Bouden, is Father Reginald Collins, the 
Cetholie chaplain to the forces, who, un­
til recently, wga stationed at Alexandria. 
The oouragaoua, part which he bore in 
that desperate engagement — and for 
which he has pall earned, and will prob­
ably secure, the Victoria cross—is thus 
described by one ef the correspondents : 
Outside away from the squire a number 
of men, ou various fstigue duties, such 
as cutting brush for the zareba makers, 
were cut off from the main body. Un­
daunted end resourceful, they quickly 
improvised a square, hard by the field 
kitchens, and their promptness ssved 
their lives- Conspicuous amongst them 
were to be seen Major Alston and the 
Rev. Mr. Collins (one of the chaplains) 
lighting back to back, the reverend com­
batant having seized the nearest available 
weapon, which he wielded vigorously as 
if “to the manner born." Here, I am 
sorry to say, I must somewhat qualify 
my previous praiee of the 17th Loyal 
Goerkahs ; not however in respect to 
the actual fighting which, aa I have al­
ready said, was splendid, but they were 
sadly unsteady, and in their excitement 
not amenable to that discipline the dis­
play of which was eo conspicuous by the 
Marines. The bugles were repeatedly 
sounded for them te cease tiring at peri­
lous random, especially to the little 
square managed by Major Alston. As 
the bugles were ineffective, the Rev. Mr 
Collins volunteered to cross the bullet 
swept ground and convoy the orders to 
cease firing. Stepping forth, calm and 
collected, the chaplain walked, hie life in 
his hand, across to the Indians, to whom 
he gave the necessary orders, aad return­
ed as calmly to the little square he had 
just left. His reception must have been 
some compensation for the risks he had 
run. The men, struck with his heroism, 
cheered him excitedly, and, sticking 
their helmets on their bayonets, franti 
cally waved them in their enthusiasm.

The Valley ef Beret.

The special correspondent of the Daily 
News with the Afghan Boundary Com­
mission, in s letter written from Bala 
Murghab, gives *n interesting descrip­
tion of the city and valley of Herat and 
some of I he adjacent regiena of Northern 
Afghanistan. He says :—Herat hss what 
may be called the eiater river of the 
Murghab, that ia the Heri Rud. Both 
streams have their birth in the same 
mountain chain, and Doth flow on until 
they are lost in the desert of Turkestan. 
The fertility and the richness of the val­
ley of Herat have been the theme of hia 
toriana for many centuries. Even down 
to our diy it has been described ae fruit­
ful and beautiful. Connolly, who saw it 
in 1831, says, “I can imagine nothing 
like it except in Italy." A bund, or 
dam, on the Heri Rud, sends its waters 
all over the valley, and by thia means 
the fields produce abundantly ; the gar­
dens sre watered, so that all kinds of 
vegetables and fruit are plentiful. Mel­
ons, peaches, plums, sprieots, and the 
grape in many varieties, sre all grown in 
great profusion. With suoh productive 
wealth Herat has been celebrated for its 
publie buildings. It bad palaces and 
royal gardens or pleasure grounds, splen­
did mosques, colleges, and its tombs ere 
maeterpieoee of art. Science and art 
were cultivated, eo that the city was cel­
ebrated ; so much that an Eastern say­
ing has the words, “Khorassin ie the 
oyster shell of the world and Herat ie its 
pesrL" All these results which have 
made Herat eo famous are «imply owing 
to an ample valley, and a river with a 
plentiful supply of water flowing through 
it. These are exactly the condition we 
fined in the Murghab valley. Mery was 
beyond the range of our visit to Penjdeh 
and Ak Tapa, but it, and the oasis of 
fertility around it, are all derived from 
the water of the Murghab, w'uoh flows 
north beyond and ie lost in the desert. 
Now Mery was large and populous, and 
eo celebrated that it waa known aa the 
“Queen of Cities.’’ In tbs 60 asiles we 
have passed over iq the Murghab valley 
we have seen the remains of many towns 
or cities, for it Is diffloult now to say

over her. But across the grass comes a exeotiy what waa their au or importance
man with a white haggard face, and he 
fall with outstretched arms prone upon 
the ground by the little mound. O ! 
Dnlce, your heart never ached as hia 
doee now ! He went from Dolce that 
night, now a weak ago, with quick, 
eager steps to her. And ehe laughed at 
him.

‘My dear Harold I shall net marry 
yon. How absurd you are ! Did 1 say 
I loved yoe I Well, you should not have 
believed me. I am going home tomor­
row to be married. What1 Have I not 
told you that before T You love me 1 
Well, that is not my fault. Love yon t 
Not the least bit in the world, my 
friend,’ and she railed into 6ii face, 
aareae, affable, nonchalant

And now he has brought his broken, 
remorseful heart to Dulee, and lies there 
in the «till, evening twilight, without 
hope in life or beyond it ; with his 
changed face on the damp earth and hie 
outflung arms crushing the white flowers. 
—[Chicago Tribune.

A SmS Tees.
For over sixteen years G. M. Everest, 

of Furaet, hss sold Hagyard’s Pectoral 
Balsam, and its sales are steadily increas­
ing. It cures coughs, oolde and all lung 
complaints ; is plesnant to take and al­
waye reliable. 2

Karas1» n»M sAafctalu
Is the only instantaneous relief for Neo- 
ralgia, Headache, Toothache, etc. Rub­
bing a few drope briskly ie all that ia 
needed. No taking nauseous medicines 
for weeks, but one minute's application 
removes sill pain and will prove the great 
valee of Kram’e Fluid Lightning. 26 
cent» per bottle at George Rhynes’ drug 
store. b

Dr. Low's Pleasant Worm Syrup—An 
agreeable, safe and effectual remedy to 
remove all kinds of werms. lm

when they existed. Nothing now re­
mains but mounds and ridges. The 
fields are watee and covered with long 
grace and reeds. There ia scarcely such 
a thing as a tree in the valley ; fruit ia 
unkaown and the vine ia nowhere te be 
seen. The eruptions of human lava from 
the great crater of Central Asia have 
continued eo long that th* existence of 
men and women is impossible. There 
ia an oft-quoted reference about the 
horse of the Turk—where it goes gram 
cesses to grow—but for the last few 
weeks we have been on the ground trod­
den by the Turkoman'» horse, and it 
telli s sadder tale, for on that toil human 
beings have ceased to live.

A llrrat Mistake.
It is a great mistake to suppose that 

dyspepsia can’t be cured, but must be 
endured, aad life made gloomy and mis­
erable thereby. Alerander Burns, of 
Coboarg, was cured after sufficing fifteen 
yean. Burdock Blood Bitten cured 
him. 2

Saw l»*n Knew;

It has been found that the tip-end of a 
growing root—which is protected, as is 
well known, by a firm protective cap— 
has a curious rocking or rather squirm- 
ing motion enabling it to soled the pas­
sage of least resistance for it* onward 
mevement. This comparatively solid 
tip is moved forward with great power by 
the continued formation of new cells 
jutt behind it, ana this is the only part 
of the root that elongate». The formed 
and fixed root behind it extends from 
its «idea in the ahape of root, hairs whiufi 
would be brushed off if the parts they 
issue from moved onward. Rootlet» also 
issue which term branch roots. The 
root-hair* seem to be the chief asorbente 
of water impregnated with air and nutri­
ment.—[W.

Well se Brraesaber.
A stitch in time saves niae. Serioui 

résulta oft follow a neglect of constipate l 
bowels and bad blood. Burdock Blood 
Bitters regulate and purify the stomas i, 
bowels, liver, kidr.ivi and th« b'oil 
Take it in time "2

If a man would, according to law, give 
to another an orange, instead of saying, 
“I give you that orange"—which on-* 
would think would bs what is called In 
legal phraseology “an absolute convey 
ance of all right and title therein"—the 
phrase would run thus : “I give yon eli 
and singular my estate and jixUrost, 
right, title and claim, and advantage of 
and in that orange, with all its rind, 
akin, juice, pulp, and pips, and all right 
and advantage therein, with full power 
te bite, cut, suck, and otherwise eat the 
same orange, ur give the same away, as 
fully and effectually as I, said A. B , am 
now entitled <o bite, cut, auck or ether 
wise eat the same cringe, or give tlie 
same away with or without its rind, juioo, 
pulp and pips, anything heretofore or 
hereafter, or in anv ether demi or deeds, 
instrument or instrumenta of what na­
ture or kind soever to the contrary in 
any wise notwithstanding.“

Can Dealers* Hr Verni.
Mr. John Clark, of Mildridge, Ont.;, 

decarea it can, and that Hagyard’s Yet 
low Oil ia the remedy that cured him, It 
ie also a specific fur all inflammation and 
pain. 2

THr Sutnllu Black.

Of all the object* shown to visitors 'in 
the Tower of London the most impres­
sive, perhaps, are the block and axe 
formerly used for beheading persona 
convicted of treason. The block iaa 
rough, heavy mass of wood, about two 
feet high, two feet thick, and three left 
long, with an excavation in the upper 
part lo receive the breast of the sufferer, 
and a corresponding excavation on the 
other aide for the chin. The marks of 
the axe era atill plainly visible on the 
block, some of them showing by their 
depth the needless force of the execu­
tioner's stroke. The axe U*n ancient, 
swkwerd instrument, which Seems to me, 
when I handled it, to be very ill adapted 
to its purpose. There used to be shown, 
aleo^anawful-lciiking black mask, which 
the executioner wore when he perform 
ed hia office, so that he should not he 
afterward recognized by the spectators.

A Wide Awake Dresatst-
J. Wilson ie always alive to his busi­

ness, and spares no pains to secure the 
best of every article in his line. He heS 
secured the agency for thecelebratedDr, 
King's New Discovery for Consumption, 
the only certain cure known for Con 
sumption, Coughs, Colds, Hoarseness 
Asthma, Hay ^Fever, Bronchitis, or any 
affection of the Throat and Lungs. Sold 
on a positive guarantee. Trial bottle» 
free. Regular aise 81.00. (3

Freeman’s worm Powders destroy and 
remove worms withont injury to adult 
or infant. lm

I

I

Warren Leland,
whom every body know* * the socceeelnl 
manager of ÜM ' v-

Largsst Hotel Eiterpriw
of America, safe that while a passenger frara 
New York OB board a ship geiag arowA Oa|m 
Horn, hi «be early days of eeMgnWtoe to OM­
IT ora is, he learned thsA one » the oBosn el 
lbs vessel had oared bUMOIl, during the voy­
age, ot aaohsUaat# disease by the use o(

Ayer*a Sarsaparilla.
■lees thee Mr. Lblaw» has recommend se 
Area's ■aaaarsnm.A m mao y similar 
eases, aad he has never yet heard o< Its tall 
areteeBsstendlaal cere.

Boses years ago owe of Mr. Let aim's feras 
laborers braised his leg. Owing te the bed. 
■Oslo a* hie bleed, aa ugly eorofnloos sweUieg 
ee tara appears* on the injured limb. Hor­
rible itobieg of the skin, with burning end 
darting peins throagh the temp, made Urt 
almost letoiersMs. The leg berime ease 
measly salaried, and running sleets Conrad, 
dlsohseglsg greet qsantMiee of extreme!» 
sffnslvsmasser. Ko treatment wasoIs* 
•rail aseu the men, by Mr. Laajunvs dfree- 
Use, was supplied with Aral's Sanaara 
WAA, which allayed the palm sad Irritante, 
heeled the erase, removed the ewsUleg, aad 
seraptstsly restored the Umb tones. , i

Mr. Lanasro h* personally seed ' 7 L

Ayers Sarsaparilla ]
for BfeenmetUm, with entire enceeee ; ooi, 
after careful observation, declare* that, km 
his belief, tiiero is no medicine in the world , 
equal to it 1er the cure of Liver Dleordem, 
Gout, the effect» of high Ur Ins. flail | 
Rheum, Sores, Eruption», nod ell tho*| 
various form» of blood disease*. « |

We have Mr. Lelakd’8 permission to invito j 
all who may deair® further evidence In regent j 
to the extraordinary curative power* el j 
Arra s 3ab»xpajiilla to see him psieea j 
ally either at hi» mammoth Ocean Hotel, j 
Long Branch, or at the popular Leland Hotels ' 
Broadway, 27th aad »th Streets, New ï t !

Mr. Lxulnd’8 extensive knowledge of the 
good doue by thi» unequalled eradicate* off 
blood poison» Miabli» turn to give inquirers 
much valuable information.

PTWi»AJtrr> or yt
Di*. J.C. Ayer&Co., Lowell; Mm.

Sold by all Druggists; $i, six bottle* foe gh

GODERICH BORER WORKS
Rive just received sparge stock of

BRASS 4 IRQ* STEftl FITTINGS
------FOR —-

BOILERS & ENGINES
Hew Salt Pans and Boilers

Built on Shiniest Notice.
Mail orders for new.wcrk end repaire aÜ> 

receive prompt attention

CHRYSTAL & BLACK,
Works near Œ. T ft. Station.

Ood^f'CV. Kjih ‘4>i. 1


