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¢or Liverpool. Proved by newspapers
of that date.

September. Eleanore Leavenworth in
her uncle’s house in New York, con-
ducting herself as usual, but pale of
face and preoccupied in manner.
Proved by servants then in her service.
Mr. Clavering in London ; watches the
United States mails with eagerness,
but receives no letters. Fits up room
elegantly as for a lady. Proved by
Secret Communication from London.

November. Miss Leavenworth still
in her unucle’s house. No publication
of her marriage ever made. Mr.
Clavering: in London ; shows signs of
uneasiness ; the room prepared for lady
closed. Proved as before.

January 17, 1876. Mr. Clavering hav-
ing returned to America, engages room
at Hoffman House, New York.

March 1, or 2. Mr. Leavenworth re-
ceives a letter signed by Henry
Clavering, in which he complains of
having been ill-used by one of that
gentleman’s nieces. A manifest shade
falls over the family at that time.

March 4. Mr. Clavering under &
false name inquires at the door A_of Mr.
Leavenworth’s  house, for Miss
Eleanore Leavenworth. Proved by
Thomas.

“March Fourth ?”
Gryce at this point.
night of the murder.”

“Yes ; the Mr. Le Roy Robbins said
to have called that evening, was none
other than Mr. Clavering.”

March 19. Miss Mary Leavenworth,
in a conversation with me, acknowled-
ges that there is a secret In the family,
and just upon the point of revealing
its nature, when Mr. Clavering enters
the house. Upon his departure she
declares her unwillingness ever 10
mention the subject again.”

Mr. Gryce slowly waved the paper
aside. “And from these facts you
draw the inference that Eleanore
Leavenworth is the wife of Mr. Claver-
ing 7"

I do.”

“And that being his wife—"

“It would be natural for her to make
what endeavor she could, to conceal
any thing she knew serving to crim-
inate him.”

“Always supposing Clavering hime
gelf had done any thing criminal !"

“QOf course.”

‘“Which latter supposition you now
propose to justify !”
~ “Which latter supposition '‘we must
now endeavor to prove justifiable.”

A peculiar gleam shot over Mr.
Gryce's somewhat abstracted face.
“Phen you have no new evidence
against Mr. Chlavering 7"’

“I should think the fact just given,
of his standing in the relation of un-
acknowledged husband to the suspected
party was something.”

“No positive evidence as to his be-
ing the assassain of Mr. Leavenworth,
I mean ?”

I was obliged to tell him no, none
which he would call of a positive na-
ture. “But I can show the existence
of motive, and I can likewise show
that it was not only possible, but prob-
able that he was in the house at the
time of the murder.”

“Ah, you can!” cried Mr. Gryce,
Tousing a little from his abstraction.

“The motive was the usual one of
self-interest. Mr. Leavenworth stood
in the way of Eleanore’s acknowledg-
ing him as a husband, and he must
therefore be put out fo the way.”

“Weak !"

‘“Motives for murders are sometimes
wea."”

“The motive for this was not. There
is not only too much calculation ob-
servable in the whole thing, but the
@anner of it was too cold, for the arm
to have been nerved by anything short
of the most deliberate intention, found-
ed upon the deadliest necessity of pas-
sion or avarice.”

“Avarice ?

“One should never deliberate upon
the causes which lead to the destruc-
tion of a rich man, without taking
into acccunt that mest common pas-
son of the hyman race.”

“But--* i

‘“Let us hear what you have to say
of NMr. Clavering’s presence in the
house at the time of the murder.”

“Well,” sald I, “if the motive was
‘weak, I fear that you will find this
more 80."” And I related what Thomas
the butler had told me in regard to
Mr. Clavering's call upon Miss Leaven-
worth that night, and the lack of proof
which existed as to his having left the
house wlen supposed to do so.

“That is worth remembering,” sald
Mr. Gryce at the conclusion. “Value-
less as direct evidence that he was
implicated in this crime, it would be
very important as circumstantial.”
Then in a graver tone than any which
he had yet used in his conversations
with me, he went on to say, “Mr. Ray-
mond, are you aware that in all this
you have been strengthening the case
against Eleanore Leavenworth instead
of weakening it?" ’

I could only ejaculate in my sudden
'?';“ ::G horror. A

‘You have shown her to be secret,

&ly, and unprincipled,capable of wrong-

fng those to whom she was most bound,

exclaimed MTr.
“That was the

ter uncle and her husband.”

“No,” sald he, ight as
well know right here what I think
about that. I believe Eleanore Leaven-
worth to be an innocent woman.”
«You do? Then what,” cried I, sway-
ing between joy at this admission and
doubt as to the meaning of his tor'r.ner
expressions, «“remains to be done?
Mr. Gryce quietly responded: “Why,

position is not true »

TIMOTHY COOK.

T stared at him in amazement.

«T doubt if it will be so very dif-
ficult,” said he. Then in a sudden
burst “Where is the man Cook?”

“He is below,” returned I; “he and
Q. I brought them with me.”

“That was wise; let us see the boys;

TN e d I called them
Stepping to the door 2
v o would want

“Jexpected of course you

to question them,” said I coming bhack.

In another moment the spruce Q and
the shock-headed Cook entered the
room.

“Ah,” said@ Mr. Gryce, looking to-
wards the latter if not directly at him;
““this is the deceased Mr. Stebdins’
hired man, is it? Well, you look as
thought you could tell the truth.”
«I usually calculate to do that thing,
sir; at all events I was never called a
liar that I can remember.”
“Of course not, of course not,” re-
turned the detective, very affably for
him. Then without any further in-
troduction—“What was the first name
of the lady you saw married in your
master’s house last summer ?”
«Bless me if I know ! I don’t think
I heard, sir.”
“But you recollect how she looked - 4t
“As well as if she was my own
mother. No disrespect to the lady,
sir, if you know her,” he made haste
to add, glancing hurriedly at me.
“What I mean is, that she was so hand-
some, I could never forget the look of
her sweet face if I lived a hundred
vears.”
“Can you describe her ?”
“I Gon’t know, sirs: she was tall
and grand looking, had the briehtest
eves and the whitest hand and smiled
in a way to make even a common man
like me wish he had never seen her.”
“Would you know her in a crowd?”
“I would know her anywhere.”
“Very well, now tell us all you can
about that marriage.”
“Well, sirs, it was something like
this. I had been in Mr. Stebbins’ em-
ploy I should say about a year, w:ien
one morning as I was hoeing in the
garden that runs along by the road,
I saw a gentleman step down from the
platform of the depot, look up and
down the road for a minute, and then
walk rapidly to our gate and come
in. 1 noticed him particularly, be-
cause he was so fine looking ; unlike
anybody in F—, and, indeed, unlike
anybody I had ever seen, for that
matter ; but I shouldn’t have thought
much about it if there hadn’t come
along not five minutes after, a buggy
with two ladies in it, which stopped
at our gate, too. I saw they wa.-nted[
to get out, so I went and held their
horse for them and they got down and
went into the house.”
“Did you see their faces?”
“No, sir; not then. They had veils
on.”
“Very well, go on.”
“I hadn’t been to work long, before X
hkeard some one calling my name, and
looking up, I saw Mr. Stebbins sta.ndfng_[
in the door, beckoning. I went to him,
and he said ‘I want you, Tim; wash
your hands and come into the parlor.’
I had never been asked to do that be-
fore, and it struck me all of a heap, but
I did what he asked, and was so taken
aback at the looks of the lady I saw
standing up on the floor with the
handsome gentleman, that I stumbled
over a stool and made a great racket,
and didn’t know much where I was or
what was going on, till I heard Mr.
Stebbins say ‘man and wife,’ and then
it came over me in a hot kind of way
that it was a marriage I was seeing.”
Timothy Cook stopped to wipe his fore-
head, as if overcome with the very rec-
ollection, and Mr. Gryce took the op-
portunity to remark:
“You say there were two ladies; now
where was the other one at this time?”
“She was there, sir, but I didn’t mind
much about her. I was so taken up
with the handsome one, and the way
she had of smiling when anyone look-
ed at her. I never saw the beat.”
I felt a quick thrill go through me,
but why or for what I could not at that
moment have determined.
“Can you remember the color of her
hair or eyes?”
“No, sir; I had a feeling as if she
wasn't dark, and that is all 1 know.”
“But you remember her face?”
“Yes, sir.”
Mr. Gryce here whispered me to pro-
cure the two pictures which I would
find in a certain drawer in his desk
and set them up in different parts of
the room unbeknown to the man.
“You have before said,” pursued Mr.
Gryce, “that you have no remembrance
of her name. Now, how was that?
Weren't you called upon to sign the
certificate?”
“Yes, sir; but I am most ashamed
to say it, I was in a sort or maze and
didn’t hear much, and only remember
that it was a Mr. Clavering she was
married to, and that some one eallad
some one else Elner, or something like
that. I wish I hadn’t been so stupid,
sir, if it would have done you any
mod." ;
“Tell us about the signing of the cer-
t.lf.lﬁ‘n.v:eﬁ:' said Mr. Gryce.

sir, there isn’t much to
Mr. Stebbins asked me to put my n:;l,l;
down in a certain place on a piece of
paper he pushed towards me, and I
put it down there, that is all.”
. .“Was there no other name there
‘when you wrote yours?”

“No, sir. Afterwards Mr. Stebbins
turned towards the other lady who now
came forward, and asked her if she
twouldn't please sign it, and she gaid
‘yes' and came very quickly and did
”’u

“And didn’t you see her face then?"

“Np, sir; her back was to me wll::n
she threw by her veil, and I ouly saw
Mr. Stebbins staring at her as she
.stooped, with a kihd of wonder on his
face, which e me think that she
might have been something worth loox-

“Well, what happened then?"
... *I don't know,

‘more. ! N
{ went away?” §
A:.“hm .

ladies

nothing but to prove that your sup-

ing at, too, but I didn’t see her myselt.” :

[ 4 sir. I went stumbsng s
‘ ﬂ,#.thl room and didn’t see W

I returred

the moment,
vantage of all he had

and asked him if that was
to tell us about this mattér.

“Yes, sir.”

“Then,” said Mr. Gryce, with a glance
at Q, “isn’t there something here you
can give Mr. Cook in payment for his
story? Look around, will you?”

Q Nodded and moved towards a cup-
board in the wall which was at the slde
of the mantelpiece, Mr. Cook following
him with his eyes as was natural, when
with a sudden start he crossed the
room, and pausing before the mantel-
piece,
ore which I had put there, gave a low
grunt of satisfaction or pleasure, look-
ed at it again and walked away. I felt
my heart leap up into my throat, and
moved by what impulse of dread or
hope I cannot say, turned my back,
when suddenly I heard him give vent
to a stratled exclamation, followed by
the words: “Why, here she is, this is
her, sirs,” and turning around saw him
hurrying towards us with Mary’s prc-
ture in his hands.

I do not know as I was greatly sur-
prised. I was powerfully excited as
well as conscious of a certain whirl of
thought and an unsettling of old
conclusions that was very confusing,
but surprised, no. It seemed as if tllle
manner of Mr. Gryee had too well pre-
pared me.

“This the lady who was married to
Mr. Ciavering, my good man? I guess
you are mistaken,” cried Mr. Gryce B
a very incredulous tone.

“Mistaken! Didn’'t I say I woui

know her anywhere? This is the lady,
it she is the President’'s wife herself.”
And Mr. Cook leaned over it with a
devouring look that was not without
its element of homage.

Left alone with Mr. Gryce, I must
have allowed some confused emotions
whick filled my breast to become ap-
parent on my countenance, for after
a few minutes of ominous silence, he
exclaimed very grimly, and yet with
a latent touch of that complacency I
had before noticed: ‘
“This discovery rather upsets Yyou,

doesn’t it? Well it don’t me,” shutting
his mouth like a trap. “I expected it.”

“You must have formed very differ-

ent conclusions from what I have
done,” I returned, “or you would see
that this discovery alters the complex- |
fon of the whole affair.” i
“It does not alter the truth.” ‘

“What is the truth?” |
Mr. Gryce’s very legs grew thought-
ful; his voice sank to its deepest tone.

“Want to know the truth? What
else are we after?”

‘““Phen,” said he, *“to my notion the
complexion of things has altered, but
very much for the better. As long as
Eleanore was believed to be the wife,
her action in this matter was account-
ed for, but the tragedy itself was not.
Why should Eleanore or Eleanore's
husband wish the death of a man
whose bounty was believed by them
to cease with his life? But with Mary,
the heiress, proved the wife—I tell you,

now. You must never, in reckoning up
an affair of murder like this, forget
who it is that most profits by the de-
ceased man’s death.™

“But Eleanore's silence? Her con-

dences in her own breast—how will

ing of a husband from the conse-
quences of crlme, but a cousin’s hus-
band, never.”

Mr. Gryce put his feet very close
tegether, and softly grunted. ‘“Them
you still think Mr. Clavering the as-
gassin of Mr. Leavenworth?”

I could only.stare at him in my sud-
den doubt and dread. “Still think?"”
I repeated.

“Mr. Clavering the murderer of Mr.
Leavenworth?”

“Why, what else is there to think?
you don’t—you can’t suspect Eleanore
of having deliberately undertaken to
help her cousin cut of a difficulty by
taking the life of their mutual bene-
factor?”

“No,”” said Mr. Gryce; “no, I do
not think Eleanore Leavenworth had
any hand in the business.”

“Then who—" I began and stopped,
lost in the dreadful vista that was
opening before me.

“Who? Why who but the one whose
past deceit and present necessity, de-
manded his death as a relief? Who,
but the beautiful, gorgeous, money-lov-
ing, man-deceiving goddess—"

t leaped to my feet in my sudden
horror and repugnance. “Do not men-
tion' the name,” cried I; “you are
wrong, but do not speak the name.”’
“Excuse me,” said he, “but it will
have to be spoken many times, and
we may as well begin—Mary Leaven-
worth, or if you like it better, Mrs.
Henry Clavering. Are you so much

surprised? It has been my thought
from the beginning.” Y ’

XXVr.
MR. GRYCE EXPLAINS HIMSELF.

1 do not propose to enter into a de-
geription of the mingled feelings that
overwhelmed me at this announce-
. ment. ;
{ “I see that I have pulled down an
avalanche of doubts about your ears,”
exclaimed my companion from the
hel:htthot his calm superiority.
never t of this

l?ouch' iis possibility, then,

“Do not ask me what I have thought.

I only one thing, and that is,

looked at the picture of Elean-

“Do you very much want to know?”’ ‘

Mr. Raymond, it all hangs together |

{ ences.
!susplcion was founded upomn, nor can

ore
make me believe EI a.nbe i
towards heér cousi
worth is a faulty
uilty one.” :
sg “You are more lerlent in your judg-
ment of her than jer cousin was, it
appears.”

“I do not unders
ed I, feeling a new gnd yet more fear-
ful light breaking upon me. :

«What, have you| forgotten in tae
hurry of these latd events, the sen-
tence of accusation which we over-
heard uttered betwebn these ladies on
the morning of the [nquest?”

“No, but—"

“You believed it td have been spoken
by Mary to Eleanofe?” - :

“Of course, didn’t.jrou?”’

Oh, the smile that drossed Mr. Gryce’s
face! “Scarcely, I ldt that baby rlay
“or you. I thought
follow on that tack.

you,” murmur-

i

e was enough 10 cried I,

i

The light, the ligh{ that was break- !

ing upon me!

say,” cried I, “that|it was Eleanore

who was speaking that time? That
I have been laboring all these weeks
under a terrible misfake, and that you
could have righted me with a word
and d:d not?”

“Well,” said he, “as to that, I had a
purpose ia letting y¢u follow your cwn
lead for a while. Ip the first place, I
was not myself sure which sroke,
though I had but little doubt about
the matter. The voices are, as you
must have noticed, very much alike,
while the attitudes in which we found
them upon entering, were such as to be
explainable equally by the supposition
that Mary was in the act of launching
a denunciation, or in that of repelling
one. So that while I did not hesitate
myself as to what was the true expla-
nation of the scene before me, I was
pleased to find that you accepted a con-
trary one; as in this way both theories
would have the chance of being tested;
as was right in a case of so mueh
mystery. You, accordingly, took up the
affair with one idea for your starting
point, and I with another. You saw
every fact as it developed through the

' medium of Mary’s belief in Eleanore’s

guilt, and I through the contrary. And
what has been the result? With you,
doubt, contradiction, constant unset-
tlement and unwarranted resorts to
strange sources for reconcilement Dbe-
tween appearancs and your own coa-
victions, with me, growing assurance
and a belief which each and every de-
velopment so far, has but served to
strengthen and make more probable.”

| “Your theory must be the correct

one,” said I at last; “it was undoubt-
edly Bleanore who spoke. She believes
in Mary's guilt and T have been blind,
indeed, mot to have seen it from the
| first.”
| * “If Wleanore Leavenworth believes 1n
her cousin’s criminality, she must have
, some good reason for doing so0.”

I was obliged to admit that, too.

“She did not conceal in her bosom
' that tell-tale key—found who Kknows
wherc—and destroy, or seek to destroy
it and the letter which introduced her
| cousin to the public as the crue], un-
: principled destroyer of a trusting man’s
peace, for nothing.”

‘““No, no.”

“And . yet you, a stranger, a younsg
man who have never seen Mary Leav-
enworth in any other light than that
in which her coquettish nature sought

! to display itself, presume to say she 18
cealment of certain proofs and evi-| ;. .an¢

you account for that? I can imagine a “ ;nrz::t:.;:;e%‘;y“ S M
woman devoting herself to the shield- | :

in the face of the attitude

‘“‘But,” said I, in my great unwilling-
ness to accept his conclusions, “Elean-
ore Leavenworth is but mortal. She
may have been mistaken in her infer-
She has never stated what her

we knew what basis she has for maln-
taining the attitude you speak of. Clav-
ering is as likely to be the assassin
as Mary for all we knew, and possibly
for all she knows.”

‘“You seem to be almost superstitious
in your belief in Clavering’s guilt.”

I recoiled. Wasg I? Could it be that
Mr. Harwell’'s fanciful conviction m
regard to this man had in any way
influenced me to the detriment of my
better judgment?

“And you may be right,” Mr, Gryce
went on; “I do not pretend to be set in
my notions. Future investigation may
succeed in fixing something upon him,
though I hardly think it likely. His
behavior as the secret husband of a
woman possessing motives for the
commission of a crime, has been too
consistent throughout.”

“All except his leawing her.”

“No exception et all, for heh asn’t
left her.”

“What do you mean?™

“I mean that instead of leaving the
country, Mr. Clavering has only made
pretence of doing so. That in place of
dragging himself off to Europe at her
command, he has only changed his
lodgings, and can now be found, not
only in a house opposite to hers, but
in the window of that house, where
he sits day after day watching who
goes in and out of her front door.”

I remembered his parting injunction
to me in that memorable interview we
had in my office, and saw myself com-
gel;ed to put a new construction upon

“But I was assured at the Hoffman
House that he hag salled for Europe,

to have driven him to the steamer.”

“J’(llt .0.” %

“And Mr. Cla returned to the
city after tlut??’m

“In another carriage and to another
house.” ;

‘“And you tell
rizht?” said I.

“No,” returned he, “I only say there

_meth:tman_ ’ is all

hand in

en o
“Rising, the 1l

“And do you mean 1o

|

and myself saw the man who professes .

Mr. Leav- |

{ though I think her innocent, I shall

.would hide no keys for the sake of

“But,” said I, “I v
evidence you have positive enoug

its character, to warrant you in
action. You have yourself intimated
that the existence of motive is not

fact of the suspected party being in
the house at the time of the murder,
and what more have you to urge
against Miss Leavenworth 7

“Pardon me,” he interrupted,
said, ‘Miss Leavenworth’; I should
have said, ‘Eleanore Leavenworth.””

“Eleanore ? What, when you and all
unite in thinking that she olen of all
these parties to the crime is utterly
guiltless of wrong 7

“And yet who is the only one upon
whom anything has as yet been fixed.”

I could but acknowledge that.

“Mr. Raymond,” he remarked very
gravely, “the public is becoming clam-
orous; something must be done to
eatisfy it, if only for the moment.
Eleanore has laid herself open to the
suspicion of the police and must take
the consequences of her action. I am
sorry; she is a noble creature, I ad-
mire her; but justice is justice, and

be forced to put her under arrest un-
Jegs—" .

“But I cannot be reconciled to it,”
“It is doing an irretrievable
injury to one whose only fault is an
undue and mistaken devotion to an
unworthy cousin. If Mary the—"

‘“Unless something occurs between
now and to-morrow morning,” Mr.
Gryce went on as if I had not spoken.

“To-morrow morning ?”

llYes'H

I tried to realize it, tried to face
the fact that all my efforts had been
for nothing and failed.

“Will you not grant me one more
day,” I asked in my desperation.

‘“What to do ?”

Alas, I did not know. “To confront
Mr. Clavering, and force from him the
truth.”

“To make a mess of the whole af-
fair,” cried he. “No, sir; the die is cast.
Eleanore Leavenworth knows the one
point which fixes this crime upon her
cousin, and she must tell us that point
or suffer the consequences of her re-
fusal.”

I made one more effort.

“But why to-morrow ? Having ex-

hausted so much time already in our ¢

inquiries, why not take a little more;
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especially as we are constantly grow- GRAND AS R AND
ing warmer upon the trail 2 A little

more moleing—""

“A little more folderol,” exclaimed
Mr. Gryce, losing his temper. “No,
sir; the hour for moleing has passed;
something decisive has got to be done

the one missing link I want—"

“Missing link ? What is that ?”

‘“The immediate motive of the tra-
gedy; a bit of proof that Mr. Leaven-
worth threatened his niece with his
displeasure or Mr. Clavering with his
revenge, would lift me right up on to
the spot I want to be; no arresting
of Eleanore then. No, my lady, I
would walk right into your own gilded
parlors, and when you asked me of
I had found the murderer yet, say
‘ves,’ and show you a bit of paper
that would surprise you, I'm thinking.
But missing links are not so easily
found. This has been moled for, and
moled for, as you are pleased to call
our system of investigation, and total-
1y - without result. Nothing but the
confession of some one of these several
parties to the crime will give us what
we want. I will tell you what I will
do,” he suddenly sald: “Miss Leaven-
worth has desired me to report to her;
seh is very anxious for the detection
of the murderer you know, and offers
an immense reward. Well, I will
gratify this desire of hers. The sus-
picions I have, together with my rea-
sons for them, will make an interest-
ing disclosure. I should not greatly
wonder if they produced an equally
interesting confession.”

I could only jump to my feet in my
horror.

“At all events I propose to try it.
Eleanore is worth that much risk any-
my.ll a

“It will do no good,” said I. *If
Mary is guilty, she will never confess
it. If not—"

*“She will tell us who is.”

“No,” said I, “not If it is Clavering,
her husband.”

“Yes,” returned he, “even if it is|
Clavering, her huband. She has not |
the devotion of Eleanore.”

That I could but acknowledge. She

now; though to be sure, if I could find i

shielding another; no, if Mary were
accused, she would speak. The future
opening before us looked sombre
enough. And yet in a short time from

that, I found myself alone in the busy
street, the thought that Eleanore was |
free rose above ‘all others, filling and |
moving me till my walk home in the
rain that day has become a marked
memory of my life. It was only with
nightfall that I began to realize the
truly critical position in which Mary
stood if Mr. Gryce’s theory was ocor-
rect. But once seized with this thought,
nothing could drive it from my mind.
Shrink as I would, it was ever before
me, haunting me with the direst fore-
bodings. Nor though I retired early
could I succeed in getting either sleep
or rest. All night I tossed on my
pillow, saying over to myself with
dreary iteration, ‘Something must
happen to prevent Mr. Gryce doing this
dreadfu] thing.” Then I wo..:1 start
up and ask what there was {1 i could
happen, and my mind would run over
the various contingencies which might
ocour, . Clavering might confess;
Hannah might come back; Mary her-
self wake up to her positon and speak
the word I had seen trembling on her
lips for so long. But further thought
showed me how unlikely any of these
things were to hapepn, and it was with
a brain utterly exhausted that I fell
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our stoock.

DO WNWOT RMISs= II.

VICTORIA PLANING MILL

I have just completed a
DRY HEILN,

and am now prepared to furnish everytbing for house finishing in my line 28
cheap as the cheapest. Everything guaranteed right or no pay.

Call and inspect work and get prices.

J. P. RYLEY.

—20710-tf.
S——

Cheap FURNITURE

ANDERSON, NUGENT, & Co.

KENT STREET, LINDSAY.

Undertakers and Cabinet Makers

Call and see oui stook. No trouble to show it.
ANDERSON, NUQENT & GO.

Telephone 122.

|

mild and gentle in itsaction, and an absolute cure for Sciatica, Gout,
Cbmglllahoﬁ. Scrofula, La Gri Indigestion, si:;.. Female

: , t, of Fullerton, Ont., writes: “William
Oeimhi says that Scott’s Sarsaparilla is the best family medicine he

ch d,
gl eadache, Catarrh of the Hea
His son William who works for a farmer was laid up

DEADLY SPRING!
lF YOU SUFFER FROM
Spring Complaints, use SCOTT'S SABSAPARILLA. It is the best
blpodor . W%ﬂ Diseases arising from impure
Gatarrhal Stomach Troubles.
wnm'&.'“ . His !:E & (‘g‘;ﬂ%‘:&{;n d;g?hn%‘éﬁ

spring medicine to be had anywhere. Scott’s is pleasant to take,
Mr. Joseph Morrow, Merchan
personally. Then
| I I
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