-

- they paused as the
- «of the cottage, an

HER ONE ERROR.

OR :
THE FISHERMAN’S BRIDE

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

CuarTEr 1.—Preparations are made for
the marriage of Nelly Hartsom and Aaron.
Nelly is kind-hearted and gentle, but she
had thoughtlessly inspired the love of Saul
Meghorn.

CHAPTER 2.—Saul Meghorn with feelings
of disappointinent and rc\'engic retires up
the sides of a cliff where in his agony he
witnessed the bridal procession to the church
dn hot anger regretting that he did not kid-
map Nelly, when hehad a chance, and force
dher to marry him.

Cuarrer 11.—Nelly and Aaron are in
‘their cottage home, happy in their honey-
‘mmoon, but a cloud has arisen upon the
thorizon. Saul Meghorn had taken up his
-abode near by. Nelly had met Saul sever-
-al times, as he prowled around the neigh-
‘borhood, which made her very unhappy,
and Aaron was also miserable having
dearned from the landlord of the inn, that
Saul and Nelly had prc\'iousl{ been in
love with each other. But, sadly enough,
neither Nelly nor Aaron confided their
stories to each other, and hence the cloud
-darkened.

CuAPTER 1v.—A guarrel ensues between
the husband and wife; Aaron swears that
she shall 'be sorry for what she has said,
and rushes away; Nelly is immediately
sorry enough, begs and prays for hijs re-
turn; and n:grht comes on with Aaromn still
absent, and Nelly in grief and despair,
awaiting his return.

Cuarter V.—A terrible storm is raging,
which seems to take on an excess of furyon
the jutting cliffs where Saul Meghorn had
taken up his abode. Saul Meghorn comes
home and has his old servant, Dorcas, dress
a wound on hisshoulder he says he received
-on the rocks, after which he goes out again
in the storm. Deep%ang is a large cavern
in the cliffs, which the inhabitants of the
willage believe to be haunted, but we find
At this evening, inhabited by two of Saul
Meghorn’s old pals, Simeon Foulkes and

at Yawmans, who are relating stories of
their villianies, when a signal is heard and
by an” ingenious contrivance a section
‘the rock swings aside revealing a passage
drom which steps Saul Meghorn.

CHAPTER VI

Dame Rullocks stood at the door of
her cottage, gazing out to sea, when
her attention was attracted by an
object horrying swiftly up the craggy
pathway from below, as it drew nearer
wshe saw it was a woman bareheaded,
‘her long black hair flying behind her
‘with the haste she made for the wind
‘had fallen at daybreak.

“Gracious mercy!”’ cried the old
‘woman—*it can’t be—yes, it is—it is
—my Nelly, my dear girl!” and with a
step forwards, she caught in her arms
the unhappy creature, panting, white
as death. and as cold.

She uttered no sound, but grasped
the dame with hands that were bleed-
ing from the cruel rocks, and hurried
her into the cottage.

Shaking all over, holding by the
table to steady her limbs, with clench-
ed hands and chattering teeth, she
stood before the horrified dame.

She opened her lips, but the power of
speech was evidently gone, as she put
into the old woman’s hand a scrap of
paper, then stood with fixed eyes glar-
ang at her as she read by the light of
the lamp—

“Nelly, you will never see me again
in this world! I know all your deceit
and wickedness. I can bear no more.
When you get this I shall be gone for
ever!”

The good soul dropped the paper,
as she clasped her hands, and the
tears started from her eyes.

“Tell me, dear Nelly—come, come
to me, dear!” and she turned to the
‘wretched creature who stood as if
turned to stone beside her. |

Strong convulsions seized upon her;
and while one ran for the doctor, a
long half mile away, the rest helped
the dame, or, for the most part, stood
terrified in dumb amazement. “What
ds it?” “What ails her?” “Where be
Franklen?’ “Who's been to their
:place?”’ “How came she here?”’

These were but a few of the ques-
‘tions put, and which none could an-
cBWer.

The dame had thoughtfully put
wway the scrap of writing; but, alas!
Nelly’s remorseful ravings soon made
-concealment impossible.

“I have been wicked!"—*I killed
him!”"—“0Oh! come back, Aaron—hus-
band dear, come back, and I'll never,
never say such things again! Come
back! come back—I'll tell you every-
thing, dear—everything, if you’ll for-
give your poor Nelly!”’

Such was the substance of her ex-
<lamation, varied by shrill cries and
fearful struggles, which they with diffi-
-«culty overcame.

The doctor who had been called in,
and been told of the circumstances,
first assured himself that the notewas
in Aaron’s handwriting, and then aft-
er examining the patient expressed
grave fears for her recovery.

One fearfnl conviction was borne in

pon the minds of all: Franklen’s
goat was gone—the nets and other
appurtenances remained in the little
stone hut he had built for their
shelter; but the boat and oars were

ne. .
:go“He went oft just in a passion like,
maybe,” said the elder of the two
young Rullocks—who kept up the
search longest—as they slowly return-
ed homewards.

“Ay, and that awful night needed all
a man’s coolness and thought,’’ added
the younger. Neither spoke of that
awhich was the inevitable conclusion:
came to the door
heard the plain-
tive voice within, in that incessant

| wail, which since her violence had
.abated the bereaved creature had
.~ mever ceased.

The time was at. hand when life

" would succumb to the new trial, orthe
faculties be restored by the new impe-

iven.
itus gl* & % X

On a bleak, ungenial morningin May,

" Nelly Franklen became a mother—
" +gtill unconcious of her loss, unawaken-
. .ed from that mﬂsterious swoon into
| ‘which reason

sfew words she had uttered gave more
. -token of coherency.

ad fallen; though the

u.A..gir}."
' The same tender hands waited on
her as haddone in her first agony of
.grief—the good doctor and the dame,

 \with a gossip or two, without whom
. wuch events are not duly honored.

“Good——" The medical man
checked himself in the exclamation, as
he handed the child to the dame, who,
in her turn gave but one glance at the
newly-born, and turned her eyes up-
wards with a gesture afhorror and dis-
may.

The gossips approached; one busied
herself about the youngmother, the
others had turned to thé child.

“Merciful—!"’

‘‘Heaven save us!”

“Hush!” uttered the dame, in an
authoritative whisper, iudicating the
bed and its occupaut by a sign.

A clear, calm voice spoke form the
bed, rational as any in the room.

“Tt is dead?” she said.

A faint cry seemed to answer the
mother’s question.

‘‘Bring me my baby.”

Dame Rullocks hesitated, as she
looked at the medical man.

He signed that she should comply.

The newly-made mother clasped it
in her arms turned her languid eyes
upon its infant face, then uttering the
words—

“My husband!” a glance round told
her he was absent—she burst into
tears. The first she had shed since
that terrible night.

CHAPTER VII.
AFTER THE STOKM.

She was saved to life, and from
worse than death; those blessed tears
seemed to lift from her heart theicy
numbness of despair, which had op-
pressed it.

At first she took but little notice of
the new claimant on her love. In her
yet uncertain state they -carefully
guarded from her knowledge the
strange visitation entailed upon the
hapless innocent; it was not difficult,
for the child was quiet to a miracle—
sleepingfor hours at atime, and, when
it woke, would lie with its eyes wide
open, fixed on vacancy, but seldom
making any sign till some one came
to take it up.

“It beant natural-like for a'babe to
be so quiet at times, and that strange
look in its syes—"" - ]

Dame Rullocks shook her head.
“Poor lamb,”” she said softly, “it be
right enough, never fear—it be right
enough; ‘it’s just the weight of her
trouble like, poor soul;and no wonder,
is't, Kitty? the wonder be, I think,
how she come thro’ at all.

Many were the consultations, at-
tended by due head-shaking and con-
snming of snuff, held over the singular
disfigurement of the child, by the doe-
tor who had attended the mother; and
a brother medico, whose greater ex-
perience and allowed skill yet failed
to devise any remedy.

They had propped her inthe bed
with pillows oneafternoon, and the
curtains were drawn back from the
windows, that she might feel the
warmth of the spring sunshine, which
was making everything bright and
glad without when she said—

“Give me my baby. Please take off
that shawl; it makes her so heavy for
me-”

The dame hesitated but for a mo-
ment. She saw the time wascome;
longer concealment was impossible;
she was only glad they were alone.

With more of animation in her pale
face than she had yet displayed, the
young mother took her child in her
arms, and laid it tenderly before her;
the dame still left a corner of the cov-
ering unremoved.

“Nelly, dear!” she began; but the
young woman had thrown the shawl
aside, and, as she did so, uttered a
cry—

“My baby, oh! my child, my darling!
what have you done to it?”’

“Nelly, lass, she’ll grow out of it;
doan’t thee, my child, doan’t thee vex;
the doctor says—"’

The mother heard her not. Clasp-
ing the wrist of one hand tightlyinthe
fingers of the other, she swayed toand
fro above her infant, and cried and
sobbed vehemently.

“J know, I know!”’ she said, in brok-
en accents; ‘“‘oh, baby dear! baby dear!
what shall I do for you—oh! what
shall I do?”

That evening she would part with
her child to none. ;

How shall we pretend to reason, or
say this or that is natural, or con-
trary to it? The very thing which
they had feared to shoci her with,
studiously had concealed, lest, sudden-
ly beheld, it might even unseat her
reason wholly, was to restore her
suddenly to action, toreconcile her to
life, endear to her the one whom that
very afiliction would alienate from
the regard of others.

After breakfast Nelly announced her
intention ofgetting up, as deeidedly as
though she anticipated the vehement
opposition which was immediately
raised.

“Dear heart, not for the world!”
cried the dame.

“Imust! I am quite strong!” was
the firm reply.

“Nellv, dear, better wait a bit,”
suggested Meg.

“Iwouldn’tfor the world help yon to
such athiug, ’added the dame.

But Mrs. Franklin was obstinate,.
“I have tried you all long enough,”
she said; ‘1 am strong. and its time I
went to my own dpla,ce.” She stopped
a moment—‘‘And there’'s my child to
see to.”

‘At least, wait till the doctor comes;
he will look in to-day, he said so, and
hear what he says,”” u Meg. So
far, the invalid yielded; but she would
not part with the infant meanwhile.

The doctor came, and heard with-
out astonishment of his patient’s re-
solve. Perhapshehad someexperience
in the moods of the sex. He offered
uo objection to Nelly’s resolve, rightly
judging opposition would work more

arm than comilia.noe, and that oc-
cupation was the only balm which
could just now avail her wounded
spirit.
CHAPTER VIIL
: WIDOW.

Two years have passed. A group
stood at the cottage door of Dame
Rullocks; just as in past times there
had often stood such a group, in
bright summer and golden autumn
evenings. :

But one was gone, who had many a
time so stood, and the dame, beside
deeperfurrows and a paler cheek, wore
awidow’scap. e
At her side stood the young woman

we have known as Meg Stratton;sha

was Tom Rullock’s wife of ayear past, |

and, judging by appearances, even
should hisbrothers decide on celibacy,
the noble name of Rullocks would not
fail of representatives.

Patty, the dame’s handsome daugh-
ter, stood just within the door, an in-
fant of some months in her arms; a
small urchin just beginning to walk,
clinging to her gown.

Thedame was speaking, but she had
hardly finished before her impetuous
daunghter broke in— -

“*Well, mother, I can’t see it. Iam
as fond of Nelly Franklen as any of
you; though, of course, living away in
town, I couldn’t do for her as you and
therest did. But I can’t see it. It’s
like a flying in the face of Providence,
I call it—shutting herseli up, and
moaning and l?ining away to a ghost,
1z;mc:l maﬂing that poor child no bet-

er.”

“Nay, Patty, I think she’s cheerful
enough with Ida,” said Meg, gently.
“I found her the other evening singing
to her as she laid on her lap, and the
dear little thing imitating of her, in her
sweet, quiet way;they didn’t seem pin-
in 1

‘‘How does she manage at all?”’ ask-
ed Patty.

“She works day and night, I be-
lieve,” and Meg; “‘many a time before
daybreak Tom says he’s seen a light
in her window. She does a deal of
work for the shopsin town, you know,
Patty, the men’s things, and then she
knits and nets, too, so fast and well;
the best she gets in the ladies’ work,
baby things and that.”

‘“‘Hard enough it must be.”

Up the broadest pathway that led
from the beach, across the downs, to-
wards the Rullocks cottage, came the
young widow and her child.

The mother had carried her little
girl up the ascent, but the moment the
top was reached it evidently begged to
be set down, and ran towards Meg,
who advanced to meet them.

Nelly came with her up to the cot-
tage-door, and was greeted affection-
ately by the others; but they did not
ask her in, nor invite her to share the
meal then preparing. It had been done
s0 often, and so invariably declined,
that it had ceased to be repeated.

“Your eyes look tired, my child,”
said the dame; “youwork too hard b
candle-light—you should give yourse!
some rest.”

“I rest all to-morrow,” said the
widow, in a low voice, which was
strange, at first, to those who had
known Nelly Hartson, but had long
ceased to be so.

“Sunday? yes, of course, so we all
do,” said Patty, quickly.

Mother and child were dressed in
deep mourning, of the cheapest mater-
ial, but made and put on with taste
and neatness.

In that brief time what a change had
come upon her—once the beauty of
Sandcombe village!

‘““What does she say?’’ asked Patty,
when the little girl, unmindful of the
advance made by the other child, had
timidly approached her, and, touching
her hand, lisped out some infantnie
request.

“She is asking you to sing,” said
Nelly, without a change of voice or
countenance. ‘‘She always. does to
any one she sees for the first time."”

Mother as she was, Patty was some-
what taken aback by this request,
and at a loss how to reply; but Meg,
more accustomed, lifted the child in
her arms.

*Bhall I sing to Idy? I can’t sing
like mamma, but I’ll, sing about the
robin, shall 1?”’

The child claEped its little hands,
and a faint blush stole out upon its
cheek. Evidently the robin was an
old favorite.

The song was sunix; Nelly the while
looking on gratefully at the good-
hearted performer. The child satrapt
in silence, evidently drinking in tEa
sounds; itshead half turned aside, one
small arm laid around the singer's
neck. There was no need to bid her
thank the good friend when the song
was ended. The kisses on the lips of
the kind woman came from the little
affectionate heart.

“Ay, how sorely she is changed!”’ ex-
claimed Patty, as they disappeared
from sight. “Think of that being mer-
1y Nelly Hartsom!”

K “But she’s very beautiful still,” said
Meg.

fe‘gUgh! I don’t know; she made me
shiver like nigh a graveyard—and that
poor child! how awful! did you no-
tice?” :

“Yes—mother, did you see? just
coming as it was last year this time.”

“Ay, it be amystery, surely;it wants
but ten days to the chlld’s birthday.”

“And it’s two years since he was
lost?’” asked Patty.

“Yes, to-morrow.”’

“Well,” said Patty, ‘it seems a pity
she couldn’t have settled again, and
made herself and that poor child a
comfortable home. It would have
been better than pining their lives out
yonder alone.”

The dame sighed. Ay, I wish she
could ha’ fancied my lad, poor Danl!
he was right set upon her; and she’d
have made him a good wife, and he
would have stayed among us; but the
Lord’s will must be done!”’

“She’ll never marry now, I sup-
pose?’”’ said Patty.

“Nelly isn’t the girl to take a man
for his money; or there’s one, if I'am
not mistaken, has been long set on
having her, and would make a lady of
her, and not a bad man neither.”

“Him that lives down at D
gang?’ said Patty. ‘“What is his
name?”’

“Mqhom-!) '

“Memf‘ mel! if she refused our Dan,
she wouldn’t surely take up with that
dark, stern-looking fellow.’

The dame shook her head. “One
musn’t judge by looks, Patty; Saul
Meghorn did the part of a Christian
man by them poor souls as run/ upon
the Shark’s Teeth last fall; and when
the brig went to pieces on the rocks
under the fog bank—when the signals
wur blown over—you mind it Meg—he
went off himseli to help them; ay, he
be a good, Christian man!”

“It’s a pity Christ'n men can’t look
it,”’ resiondecl her daughter.

“Mothe:

r, the dew is falling; shall jwe.

go in now?”’ said Meg.
(zo BEcONTISUED) [

_ War
On Scrofula

Isdeclored by Hood'a Sarsaparilla, the greatest
blood purifier ever presented the public. It is a
modern medicine, carefully prepared by a Com-
bination, Proportion and Process

Peculiar to. Itself

and which makes Hood's Sarsaparilla as much
superior to the old time r dies as the dern
railroad Is ahead of the lumbering stage-coach.
If you suffer from scrofula in any form of ime
pure blood, take

Hood’s

Sarsaparilla

Sold by alldruggists. $1;slxfor $5. Prepared only
by C. 1. HOOD & CO., Lowell, Maas.

100 Doses One Dollar

Do not tell your wife of things you would
not wish her to tell you.

Did you ever go within a mile of a soa
factory? If so you know what material
they make soap of. Dobbin’s ElectricSoap
factory is as free from odor as a chair fac-
tory. Try it once. Ask your grocer for it.
Take no imitation.

The only man contented with his lot oc-
cupies it in the cemetery.

Nothing else can equal Johnson’s Ano-
dyne Liniment for any form of sore throat.
Try it once.

“Oh, what a snap,” ejaculated the tramp
when the dog bit Lim.

When Baby was sick, we gave her Castoria,
‘When she was a Child, she cried for Castoria,
When she became Miss, shs clung to Castoria,
‘When she had Children, she gave them Castoria,

The coming lobbyist will wear more
whiskers than diamonds.

A clergyman says, ‘“Johnson’s Anodyne
Liniment cured me of diphtheria.” One
among many.

The First Typewriter.

I saw a few days ago a model of the
first writing machine made in this
country. It was patented in 1843 by
a'man named Charles Thurber, of
Massachusetts, and is a really amus-
ing affairinits veryclumsiness. Itcon-
sists of a wheel about a foot in diame-
ter which turns horizontally upon a
central pivot; the rim of the wheel is
bored with twenty-five holes, in each
one of whichis a rod-bearing at the
top a glass letter and at the bottom
a similiar letter of steel. The paper
sheet is so arranged that the line to
be printed is under the rim of this
wheel, and the letler wanted is swung
into place by turning the wheel; when
in place a rod bearing it is depressed
until the steel letter or type touches
the paper. I should say that even
the fastest operator could not write
more than half as fast as a man with
a pen. Yet it was a writing machine,
and Thurber succeeded In getting
people to invest $15,000 in this curi-
ous device. At present there are no
less than forty-seven different kinds of
typewriters made and sold in this
country, and in New York City alone
there are said to be more than three
thousand expert operators making a
living by type-writing—From the
Charleston News and Courier.
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ONE ENJOYS
Both the method and results when
Byrup of Figs is taken; it is pleasant
and refreshing to the taste, and acts
ntly yet promptly on the Kidneys,
iver and Bowels, cleanses the sys-
tem effectually, dispels colds, head-
aches and fevers and cures habitual
constipation.. Syrup of Figs is the
only remedy of its kind ever pro-
duced, pleasing to the taste and ac-
ceptable to the stomach, ﬂpmmpt in
its action and truly beneficial in its
effects, pre only from the most
healthy and agreeable substances, its
many excellent qualities commend it
to ﬂl and have made it the most
popular remedy known.
yrup of Figs is for sale in 50c
and $1 bottles by all leading drug-
gists. Any reliable druggist who
may not have it on hand will pro-
cure it promptly for any one wha
wishes to tryit. Do not accept any
substitute.
CALIFORNIA FI6 SYRUP CO.

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL,
ILLE. KY. NEW YORK. N.Y.

Tutt's Pill

Thedyspeptic, the debilitated, wheth-
or frz.u ete?ll of work of mind or

body, drink .:- exposure in s
Malarial Regions,
will find Tutt’s Pills the -l.-l:r”::ll.l‘

restorative ever offered the
invalid. .

Try Them Fairly

o e £ g “'-_h_n:c"':fﬁ ey

In every love affair, one party gives the
love, and the other the gratls):lg.

If you are offercd a bottle of Salvation Oil,
without, wrapper, or mutilated or defaced
don’t buy it at any price, you may be
sure that there is something wrong—it may
be a worthless or dangerous counterfeit. In-
sist upon getting a perfect, unbroken, genu-
ine package, in a yellow wrapper.

Ihave used Dr. Bull's Cough Syrup per-
sonally and in my family—it cured us and
Irecommend it to all. H. C. Dickinson,
Richmond, Ind.

The fortune hunter is not after the girl
whose complexion is alone rich.

‘I have been occasionally troubled with
Coughs, and in each case have used
Brown’s BroxcHIAL TRocHES, which have
never failed, and I'must say they are sec-
ond to none in the world.”—Felix A. May,
Cashier, St. Paul. Minn.

The production of lymph doesn’t appear
to be equal to fhe consumption. -

When Wrinkles Seam the Brow.

“German
Syrup

For Coughs & Colds.

John F. Jc;ne's, Edom, Tex.,writes®
I have used German Syrup for the

Cough, Colds, Pains in the Chest
and Lungs, and let me say to any-
one wanting such a medicine—
German Syrup is the best.

B.W. Baldwin, Carnesville, Tenmn.,
writes: I have used your German
Syrup in my family, and find it the

And the locks grow scant and silvery, in-
firmities of age come on apace. To retard |
and ameliorate theseis one of the benign |
effects of Hostetter's Stomach_ Bitters, a |
medicine to which the aged and infirm can |
restort as a safe solace and invigorant. It'
counteracts a tendency to rhenmatism and
neuralgia, improves digestion, rectifies bili-
ousness, and overcomes malaria. A wine-
glass before retiring promotes slumber. 1

The man who teaches people to waltz is
well up in society circles.

The safest and best remedy that can be
found for family use is Johnson's Anodyne
Liniment.

The fool overestimates himself, the wise
man is prone to modesty.

Garfield Teaisguaranteed. If not=atisfac-
tory return package and get money back.
Cures sick headache.

A Knight of Malta—an evening spent in
abeer tunnel.

Dr. FraNk PowELL (White Beaver.) Union
Block 4th & Cedar 8t., St., Paul, Minn.,NErv-
ous Diseases oF Youxe MEX EsPEcIALLY.

The Pittsburg couple who eloped on
skates probably fell in love.

Beecham's Pills act like magic on a wrak
Stomach.

There is nothing improbable to a jeatous

best medicine I ever tried for coughs
and colds. I recommend it to every-
one for these troubles. 3

R. Schmalhausen, Druggist, of
Charleston, Ill.,writes: After trying
scores of prescriptions and prepara-
tions I had on my files and shelves,
without relief for a very severe cold,
which had settled on my lungs, I
tried your German Syrup. It gave
me immediate relief and a perma-
nent cure. ®

G. G. GREEN, Sole Manufacturer,
Woodbury, New Jersey, U. S. A.

—]Positivelyeured b
these Little Plils.
Thg ah;; nll":. I!;l:
iress , 18-
n and FooH

ble.

Puaraly Vi
Priec 25 Coents:
CARTER MEDICINE CJ., NEW TORE.
Small Pill, Small Dose. Small Price.

woman.

Your health
is a citadel.
The winter’s
storms are the
coming enemy. You know

best to break in and destroy.

and provisioned? The garrison is your constitution.

) that this enemy will sit
down for five long months outside this citadel, and do its

Is this citadel garrisoned
Is

it vigorous or depleted ? How long can it fight without
help ? Have you made provision for the garrison by fur-

nishing a supply of SCOTT’S EMULSION of
pure Norwegian Cod Liver Oil and Hypophosphites of

Lime and Soda? It restores

the flagging energies, in-

creases the resisting powers against disease; cures Con-
sumption,Scrofula, General Debility,and all Anemic and
Wasting Discases (especially in Children), keeps coughs

and colds out, and so enables t

he constitution to hold the

fort of health. Palatable as Milk.

SPECIAL.—Scott's Emulsion is non-secret, and is prescribed by the Medical Pro-

fession all over the world, because its ingredie
manner as to greatly increase their remedial v

CAUTICON.—Scott’s Emulsion is put up in
et the genuine.
Eold by all Druggists.

Prepared only by Scott & Bowne, Manutacturing

nts arc scientifically combined in such a
alue.

salmon-colored wrappers. Be sure and
hemists, New York

PCOPYRIOHT "

sthe King*-
\ Ifthe old proverb be true,
"OAPOLIO is grealer han

royally itself: Tryitinyournext
house-cleaning: Grocers keep it~

DO YOU LIVE
As a true patriot and citizen

IN GREASE?
you should naturalize yourself

by using the best inventions of the day for removing such a charge.
To live in Grease is utterly unnecessary when SAPOLIO is sold
in all the stores, and abolishes grease and dirt.

D.M.FERRY 4 CO.
DETROIT, MICH.
Seedsmen in the world

| CURE FITS!

‘When I say cure I do not mean merely tostop them
for a time and then have them return again, Imsena
radicel cure, I have madethe dissase of FITS, EPL-
LEPSY or FALLING BICKNESS a life-long study. I
warrant my remady to cure the worst coses, Bocanse
others have failed is no reason for not now receivinga
cure. Bend atonce for & trestise and a Free Boitleof
my infallible remody. Give Express and Post 0530,
H. G. ROOT; M, C.; 183 Pearl &-.‘ N. ¥.

N. W. N. U. 1391

No. 1.
1

VASELINE.

FOR ONE DOLLAR sent us by mail, we will

deliver, free of all charges, to many person In

the United Btates, all the following articles cars-

fully paeked in o neat box:
One two ounce bottle of Pure Vaseline, 10cts,
One two ounce bottle Vaseline Pomade, 15 *
One jar of Vaseline Cold Cream...............1

* One cake of V.
One cake of V

noco:

One cake of Vaseline Boap, sented..
One two ounce bottle of R’hlto Yauline..:!.'sl 10
Or for stampa any single artiele at the pric:.
! you have occasion to use Vaseline in any
form be to pt only genuine goods put
up by ns in original packnges. A

great many
dro ta are 1 a
v,\:fﬁ-" e Dm’o‘ nnde buyers to take

L}

L m. Never yield tosuch
uasion, aa the article Is an imitation withont
value, and will not give yon the result yon ex
A bottle of Blue Seal Vaseline Is sold by ail

ant at Ten cen

e, &
kessbronch W'k Co., 24 Siate St, New York.

ALLEN S*“IRON
TONIC BITTERS

Aypatines known The fros Rivkas sontatbiog ot o e oy
ppetizer coulalnl

ANSY ' PILLS!

ASTHMA CYRED-FREE I

by mall te sufferyrs. Br. B. BCRIFFEAN, 8¢, Panl, Ninn.

i
1 _

llli
(s
L]

past six years, for Sore Throat, -

e

Ll ol
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