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CIIAPTSIl IX.

The ni<jht pasnt«; the next day
divvms, dtvp:>r.3, grows into noon, and
still nothing ]:a'[ippn:s to relieve the
terrible anxiety time is tVit by Jill with-
in tho castio as to the fats of its miss-
ins master. Tliov weary themselves
out wondering, icily but incessantly,
•WiKit can have become of him.

The second da? cniar3 and goes, so
does tho thirrt and tho fourth, the fifth
and the sixth, and then the seventh
dawns.

Florence Dolmavno, who has been
half-distracted •with conflicting fears
and emotions, and whn has been sii-
tiuft i-'i her room apart from the others,
•with her head bent do »m and resting
on her hands, suddenly raisins her
eyes, sees Dora standing Defers her.
"The widow is looking haggard and

hollow-eyed. Ail her daintyxreshness
has gone, and she now looks in yenrs
iviuic in realisy she is, close on tliirfcy-
fivo. Her lips are pale and drooping,
her cheeks coloriess; her whole air Is
sugsjestivo of dec-p depression, tho re-
Bult of sleepless nights and days filled
with grief and suspense of the most
poignant nature.

"Alas, how well she Iove3 him tool"
thinks Florence, contemplating her in
silence. Dora, advancing, lays her
hand upon the table near Florence, and
says, in a hurried impassioned tone—

'"'Oh, Florence, what has •become of
him? What has beon done to hiinV I
have tried to hide my terrible anxiety
for the past two miserable days, but
now I feol 1 must speak to some one or
go mad!"

She sm_ite3 her hands together, and,
sinking into a chair, looks as if'she is
going to faint. Florence, greatly
alarmed, rises from her chair, and,
running to her, places her arm round
her as though to support her. But Do-
ra repulses her almost roughly and
motions her away.

"Do noj; touch me!" she cries hoarse-
ly. "Do iiot come nearwie; you, of all
people, should he tho last to come to
my assistance! Besides, I am not here
to talk about myself, but of him. Flor-
ence, have yon any suspicion y

Dora leans forward and looks scrutin-
izingly at her cousin, as though fearing,
vet honing to get au answer in the
affirrnanve. But Florence shakes her
head.

"I have no suspicion—none." she an-
swers Sĵ Hy. "If. I had should I not act
upon it, whatever it might cost me?"

"Would you," asks Dora eagerly, as
though impressed by her companion's
words—"whatever it might cost you?"

Her manner is so strange that Flor-

ing any knowledge I might by accident
or otherwise bacome possessed of to
lay bare this mystery. JDora," she cries
suddenly, "if you know anything, I im-
plore. I entreat you to say so."

"What should I know?" responds
the- widow, recoiling.'

"You loved him too," says Florence
piteously, now more than ever con-
vinced that Dora is keeping something
hidden from her. "For the sake of that
love, disclose anything you may know
about this awful matter."

"I dare not speak openly," replies the
•widow, growing even a sliaae paler,
'because my suspicion is of the barest
character, and may be altogether
wrong. Yet there are moments when
some nidden instinct within my breast
•whispers to me that I am on the right
track."

"If so," murmurs Florence, falling
npon her knees before her, "do not hes-
itate; follow up this instinctive feeling,"
and who knows but something may
come vi it! Dora, do not delay. Soon,
soon—if not already—it may be too
late. Alas," site cries, bursting into
bitter tears, "what do I say? Is it not
too late even now? "What hope can
there he, after six long days, and no
tidings?"

"I will do what I can, I am resolved,"
declares Dora, rising abruptly to her
feet. "If too late to do any good, it
may not be too late to •wring the truth
from him, and bring the murderer to
justice."

"From him? From whom — what
•murderer?" exclaims Florence, in a
voice of horror. "Dora, -what are you
saying?"

JSTever mind. Let me go now; and
to-night—this evening let me come to
you here again, and tell you the result
bt what I am now about to do."

She quits the room as silently as she
entered it, and Florence, sinking back
in her chair, gives herself up to the ex-
citement and amazement thafrare over-
powering her. There is something else,
too, in Tier thoughts that is puzzling
and perplexing her: in all Dora's man-
ner there was notliing that would lead
her to think that she loved Sjr Adrian;
there was fear, and a de3ire for re-
venge in it, but none of the despair of
a loving woman who bad lost the man
to whom she has given her heart.

Florence is still pondering these
things, while Dora, going swiftly down
stairs, turns into the side hall, glanc-
ing into library and rooms as she goes
along, plainly in search of something
or some one.

At last her search is successful; in a
email room she finds Arthur Dynecourt
apparently reading, as ha sits in a
large arm-chair, with his eyes fixed in^
tently upon the book in his hand. See-
ing her, he closes the volume, and,
throwing it from him, says carelessly:

"Pshaw —what contemptible trash
they-write nowadays!"

"How can you sit here calmly read-
ing," exclaims Dora vehemently,
"when we are all so distressed in mind!

* But I forgot"—with a meaning glance
"you gain by his death; "we do not."

"No, you lose," he retorts coolly.
"Though, after all, even had things
teen different, I can't say I thint you
had much chance at any time."

He smiles insolently at her as he says
this. But she pays no heed either to
Ills words or his smile. Her whole soul
seems wrapped in one thought, and at
last sh8 gives expression to it.

"What have you done with him?" she
breaks forth, advancing toward him,
as though to compel him to give her an
answer to the question that has been
torturing har for days past.

"With whom?" he aSks coldly. Yet
there is a forbidding gleam in his eyes
that should haye warned her to for-
fcear.

"With Sir Adrian—with your rival,
Tritb the man you hate " she cries, her
breath coming ia little irrepressible
gasps. "Dynecourtj I adjure you to
speak the truth, ana say \riiat has be-
eojnQ of him."

"You rave," he says calmly, lifting
*is eyebrowg just ashada, es though in
pity tor her .foolish excitement. "I con-
fess tha man "was no favorite of mine,
and tfeat I can not help being glad of
this chases th»s hag pressntad itself in

$Z
ruffian you think r.wV" " - •

"1 have siouu"—in a despairing tone.
"But I shall iaiiko it the business of my
life to iind them."

T o u had better devote vour thus to
some other puriwsa," he exclaims sav-
agely, laying Iris h-uii uvson her wrist .
with an amount of force that leaves
a red mark upon the delicate flesh.
Do you hear me'? You mast be mad to
go on like thi3 to me. I know nothing
of Adrian, but I know a good deal of
your designing conduct, and your wild
jealousy of .Florence Delmidne. All
tho world saw how devoted he was to
her, and—mark -what I say—there have
been instances of a jealous woman kill-
ing the man siie loved, rather than see
him in the arms of another."

"Demon!" shrieks Dora, recoiling
from him. "You would fix the crime
on me?"

"Why not? I think the whole cass .
tells terribly against you. Hitherto I
hare spared you, I have refrained from
hinting even"at the fact that your jeal-
ousy fiatf. been aroused of late; but
your conduct of to-day, and tiie "wily
manner in which you have sought to
accuse me of being implicated in this
unfortunate mystery connected with 1
my unhappy cousin, have made me for*
got my forbearance. Be warned iii
time, cease to persecute ma about this
matter, or—wretched woman that yon .
are—I shall certainly make it my bust- "
ness to investigate the entire matter, ;
and bring you to justice!" i

no speaks with such an air of truth, •
of thorough belief in her guilt, that '
Dora is dazed, bewildered, and, falling j
back from him covers her face with her '
hands. The fear of publicity, of hav- >
ing her late intriirae brought' into the
glare of day, fills her with consterna- ;
tion. And then, what will she gain by '
it? Nothing; she has no evidence on 1
which to convict this man; ail is mere j
supposition. She bitterly feels the I
weakness of her position, and her ina- •
bility to follow up her accusation. }

"Ah, how like a guilty creature you '
stand thero!" exclaims Dynecourt, re* |
gardinglisrbowed..and trembling fig- |
nro. "I soe plainly^that this must be j
looked into. Miserable woman! If j
you know aught of my cousin, you had •
better declare it now."

"Traitor!" cries Dora, raising her
pale face and looking .at him with hor- j
for and defiance, , "You triumph now, j
because, as yet, I M&ve no evidence to j
support my belief; but"—slie hesitates. '

Ah, brazen it out to the- last!" says !
Dynecourt insolently. "Defy me while 1
you can. To-day I shall set the blood-j
hounds of the law upon your track, so '
beware—beware!" I

"Yon refuse to tell ine .anything?" ex^ 1
claims Dora, ignoring his -words, and
treating them as though they are un-
heard. "So much tho worse for you."

She turns from him, and leaves the !
room as she finishes 'speaking; but, j
though her werds have been defiant j
there is no kindred feeling in her heart j
to bear her up. j

When tup door closes between them, I
the flush dies out of her face, and she i
looks even more wan and hopeless than
she did before seeking his presence.
She can not' deny to herself, that her
mission has been a failure. He has
Openly scoffed at her threats, and she
is aware that she has not a shred of act
ual evidence wherewith to support her
suspicion; the bravado with which he
has sought to turn the tables upon her-
self both frightens and disheartens her,
and now sha confesses to herself that
she know3 not where to turn for coun-
sel.

lantern with him, and now it reveals
the vile glance of triumph that fires his
eyos. He would fain have entered to
gaze upon his victim, to assure himself
of his victory, but lie refrains. A dead-
ly fear that he may not yet be quite
dead keeps him back, and, with a
frown, he prepares to descend once
more.

Again he listens, but the sullen roar
of the rising night -wind is all that can
be heard. jLIis^hand shakes, his face
assumes a livid hue, yet lie tells him-
self that surely this deadly silence is
better than he listened to'last night.
Then a ghostly moai:ing. almost inces-
sant and unearthly in sound, had
pierced his brain. It was more like the
cry of a dying brats thf.ii. that' of a
man. Sir Adrian slowly starved to
death! In his own mind Arthur can
see him now, worn, emaciated, lost to
all likeness of anything fair or comely.
Have the rats attacked him yet? As
this grewsome thought presents itself,
Dynecourt rises quickly from his

ly, ray deaic ersaturo, I inow as little of
•what has become 01 him, as—I pre-
sume—you de jrourself.*

"You He!" orits Dora, losing all con-
trol over herself. "You bays murder-
ed him, to get Mm out of your path.
His death lies at your door."

She points her finger at him as
.thoughln condemnation as she utters
these words, but still he does not flinch.

"They -will take you for aBedlamite,"
lie says, with a sneering laugh, "if you
conduct yourself like this. Where are
.your proof s that I am the cold-blooded

CHAPTER x.
In the meantime the daylight dwin-

dles, and twilight descends. Even that
too departs, and now darkness falls up-
on the distressed household, and stal
there is no news of Sir Adrian.

Arthur Dynecourt, who is already
beginning to be treated with due rer
spect as the next heir to the baronetcy,
has quietly hinted to old Lady FitzAl-
mont that perhaps it will be as well, in
the extraordinary circumstances, if
they all take their departure. This the
old lady though strongly disinclined
to quit the castle, is debating in her
own minu, and, being swayed by Lady
Gertrudes, "who is secretly rather bored
by tha dullness that has ensued on the
strange absence of their host, decides
to leave on the morrow-, to the great
distress of both Dora and Florence l)el-
maine, who shrink from deserting the
castle while its master's fate is undeci-
ded. But they are also sensible that,
to remain the only female guests,
would be to outrage the conventionali-
ties.

Henry Viliiers, Ethel's father, is also
of opinion that they should all quit the
castle without .delay. He is a hunting
man, an M. F. l l . in his own county,
and is naturally anxious to get back to
his own quarters some time before the
hunting-season commences. Some othr
ers have already gone, and altogether
it seems to Florence that there is no
other course ODen to her but to pack up
and desert him, whom she,loves, in the
.hour of his direst need. For there are
moments even now when she tells her-
self that he is still living, and only
waiting for a saving hand to drag him
into smooth waters once again.

A silence has Mien upon the house
more melancholy than the loudest ex-
pression of grief. The servants are
conversing over their supper in fright-
ened whispers, and conjecturing mood-
ily as to the fata of their late master;
To them Sir Adrian is indeed dead, if
hot buried.

In the servants' corridor a strange
dull light is being flung upon the pol*
ished boards by a hanging-lamp that-is
burning dimly J as though oppressed by
the dire evil that has fallen upon the
old castle. No sound is to be heard
here in this spot, remote from the rest
of the house, where the servants self
dom come except to go to bed, and
never indeed without an inward shud-
der as they pass the door that leads to
the hauntea chamber.

Just now, being at their supper, there
is no fear that any of them will be
about, and so the .dimly, righted corri-
dor ia wrapped in an unbroken silence*
Not quite unbroken, however. What
i3 this that striken upon the oaf? What
sound comes to break the unearthly
stillness? A creeping footstep, a daii-
tioug tread, a Blinking, halting, uncer-
tain motion, belonging surely to some
one who sees an enemy, a spy in every
flitting shadow. Nearer and nearer it
eomes now into the fuller glare of the
lamp-light, and stops short at the door
BO_dreaded by the castle servants.

Looking uneasily around him, Ar-
thur Dynecourt^f or it is he—unfast-
ens the door, and, entering hastily, clo-
ses it firmly behind him, and ascends
the staircase within. There is no halt-
ing in his footsteps now, no •uncertain-
ty, no caution, only a haste that betafe-
en3 a desire to get" MB errand over as-
quick as possible.

Having gained the first landing, ha
walks slowly and on.tiptoa again, and,
creeping up the stone stairs, crouches
down so as to bring Ms ear on a level
with the lower chink of the door.

Alaa, all is still; no faintest groan
eaii be heard! The silence of Dsath is
all around. In-spits of his hardihood,
the cold sweit of fear breaks out upon
Dynecourt'a brow; and yeths tella Him-
self that now he is satisfied, all is well,
his victim i» secure, ia beyond ths pow*
er of 1i?;oids_ or kindly.geaich. to recall
hire to life. Ha may be discovered now
as soon as they llk'o. Who can fis the
fact of his death'upon him? There is
no blow, no mark of violence to crimi*
nate any one. He is safe, and all the
wealth he had so coveted is at last his
own! . • . "
.. There is something fiendish in the
look of exultation that lights Arthur
D He feaa a snosU d.ull

Ho dashes into this like one posses-
sod; but, finding himself in the light of
the hanging lamp, collects himself by
a violent eirurt, and looks around.

Yes, all is still. 2So living form but
his is near. The corridor, as ho glan-
ces afirightedly up ami down, ia empty.
He can see nothing but his own shad-
ow, at sigiit of which he starts and
turns pale and shudders.

The next moment he recovers him--
self, and. muttering an anathema upon
Ms cowardice, he moves noiselessly to-
ward his room and the brandy-bottle
that has been his constant companion
of late.

Yet, here in his own room, he can
hot rest. The hours go by with laggard
steps. Midnight has struck, and still
he paces his lloor from wall to wall,
halt-maddened by his thoughts. Not
that h.e relents. 'No feelings of repen-
tance stirs him, there is only a nervous
dread of the hour when it will be nec-
cessary to produce the dead body, if
only to prove his claim to the title so
dearly and so infamously purchased.

Is he indeed dead—-gone past recall?
Is this house, this place, tho old title,
the chance of winning the woman he
would have, all his own? Is his hateful
rival—hateful to him only because of
his fair face and genial manners and
lovable disposition, and the esteem
with.-which ho filled tho hearts of all
who knew Mm—actually swept out of
Ms path?

Again the ltirkinst morbid longing to
view the body with his own eyes, tho
longing that had been his some hours
ago wnen listening at the fatal door,
seizes hold of him, and grows in inten-
sity with every passing moment.

At last it conquers him. Lighting a
candle, he opens his door and peers
out. No one is astir. In all probabili-
ty every one is abed, and now sleeping
the sleep of the just^all except Mm.
Will there ever be any rest or dream-
less sleep for him again?

He goes softly downstairs, and
makes Ms way to the lower door.
Meeting no one. he ascends the stairs
like one only half conscious, until he
finds himself again before the door of
the haunted chamber.

Then he wakes into sudden life. An
awful terror takes possession of Mm.
He struggles with himself, and pres-
ently so far succeeds in fegaiiiing some
degree of composure that ne can lean
against the wall and wipe hiŝ f orehead,
and vow to himself that he will never
dessend until he has accomplished the
object of his visit. But the result of
thjs terrible fight with fear and con-
science shows itself in the increasing
pallor of his brow and the cold per^
spiration that stands thick upon Ms
forehead.

Nerving Mmself for a final effort, he
lays his hand upon the door and pushes
it "open. This he does with bowed head
and eyes averted, afraid to look upon
his terrible work- A silence moils hof-
ible to bi3 guilty conscience than the
most appalling iioises, follows this act;
and, again the nameless terror • seizing
him, he leans against it gladly, as if for
support.
. And now at last he raises his eyes.

Slowly sit first and cringingly, ...as if
dreading what they might see. Upon
the board at Ms feet they rest for a
moment^ and then glide to the next
board, and so On, until Ms coward eyes
have covered a considerable portion of
the floor.

And now, grown bolder, he lifts his
gaze to the wall opposite and searches
ft carefully. Than his eyes turn again
to the floor. His face ghastly, and with
Ms. eyes almost daitin^ from their
sockera, he compels himself to bring his
awful investigation to an end.- Avoids
ing the corners at first-, as though there
he expects Ms vile deed will cry aloud
to Mm demanding vengeance, he gazes
in a dazed way at the center of the
apartment, and dwells upon it stupid-
ly,, until he knows he must look further
still; and then his dull eyes turn to the
corners where the dusky shadows lie,
brought thitherrby the glare of Ms
small lantern. Eeluetairtiy, but care^
fully, he scans the apartment, no remo-
test spot escapes his roused attention-.
But no object, dead or living, attracts
MjLnotieel The room is empiyi

He staggep. His hold Upon the door
relaxes. His lamp falls to the ground;
the door eioses with a soft' but deadly
thud behind Mm, and-^-he is a prisoner
in the haunted chamber! A^ the dafk^
ness closes in upon Mm, and he finds
himself alone with what he hardly
dares to contemplate, his senses grow
confused, Ms brani reels; a fearful
scream issues from his lips, and lie f alia
to the floor insensible.

CHAPTBE 33,
Pora, after her interview with Ai>

thur Pyneeouft. feels indeed that all
is lost; " Hope is abandoned—notMng
remains _ but despair; and in this in-
stance despair gains_Jn poignancy by
the knowledge that j3he believes.̂  she
kflows the man who would help them
t6 a solution of their troubles jf he evef
\rouid_or dared. No; clearly he dare
not! Therefore, no assistance can be
looked for from him.

Dinner at the castle has been a pro-
miscuous sort of entertainment, for the
past three or four dayst so Dora feels
no compltnction in declining to go to it.
In her OwnroOm she sits bfoOdnigmisj'
erably over her inability to be.01 any
use in the present crisis, when she sud-
denly remembers- that^ she had prom*
ised in the afternoon when with Flor-
ence to give her, later on, an account
of her effort to obtain the truth about
tMs my8tefy wMch is harrowing them.-

It is how eleven o'clock andDoja de*
cides that she must see Florence at onc^i
Bising, wearily, she is ab6ut to cross
the corridor to her cousin's room, when,
the door opening, she sees Florence,
with a pale face and agitated, coming
toward her. :.

'TTou, Florence!" she exclaims. "I
was just going to you, to tell you that
my. hopes of this aftenioon arej,li—'

•Let me speafc" interrupts Florence
breathlessly. "I must, orW §he sinks
into a chair, her eyes close, and invol-
untarily she lays her hand uponher
heart as if ia'allay its tumultuous heair
ing. '

Sera-, ssaily alarmed, rushing to her
dr6ssii).fc-oase, seizes upon p, nask of
eau'de-JOologne, and flings som£ of ita
contents freely over the fainting girl.
Florence,; with a sigh, rouses herself,
and sits upright.

"There is no time to lose," she sayg
confusedly. "Oh, DOral" Here she
breaks down and bursts into tears.
_ "Try to compose yourself " entreats
Dora, seeing the girl has some impor-
tant news to impart^ but is so nervous
iyu4 unsjt|ung as to be ajmogt i&capaMe

of speaking with any coherence. But
presently Florence grows calmer, and
then, her voice becoming clear and full,
she is able to unburden her heart.

"All this day I have been oppressed
by a curious restlessness." she says to
Dora; and, when you left me this a t
ternoon, your vague promises of being
able to elucidate the terrible secret
that is weighing us down made me even
more unsettled. I did not go down to
dinner—-"

i "Neither did L" puts in Mrs. Tal'oot1 sympathetically.
i "I wandered up and down my rooin

for at least two hours, thinking always,
, and waiting for the cioment When you
. would return, according to promise,

and tell me the success or your hidden
enterprise. You did not come, and at
half past nine, unable to stay any lon-
ger in my own room with only my own

•. thoughts"1 for company, I opened my! door, and, listening intently, found by
i the deep silence that reigned through-
• out the house that almost- every one
j was gone, if not to bed, at least to

their own rooms."
"Lady FitzAlmont and Gertrude

passed to their rooms about ;ui hour

Absdute'y Unfreczsble.
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from toy room; and roamed idly
through the halls. Suddenly a great—
1 can not help thinking now a snper-
naturaliy strong—desire to go into the
servants' corridor took possession of
me. Without allowing myself-an in-
stant hesitation, I turned in its direc-
tion, and walked on until 1 reached it."

She . pauses here, and draws her
breath rapidly.

"Go on.;" entreats Dora impatiently.
"The lamp was burning dimly. The

servants were all dowh*stairs-^at their
supper, I suppose—because there was
no trace of them anywhere. Not a
sound could be heard. The whole place
looked melancholy and deserted, and
filled me with a sepse of awe I could
not overcome. Still it attracted me. I
lingered there, Walking up and down
until its very monotony wearied me;
even then I was loath to leave it, and,
turning into a small sittings oojn, I
sjtood staring idly around me. At last,
somewhere in the distance I heard a
clock strike ten, and, turning, I decid-
ed on going back once moire to in/
room."

Again, emotion overcoming her Flor-
ence pauses, and leans back in her
chair. f

"Well, but what 13 there in all this to
terrify you so much?" demands her
cousin, somewhat bewildered.

"Ah, give me tiiue! _ Now I am eonr
ing to "it," replies Morence quickly
"You know tlie large screen thai
stands in tlia corridor jnst outside the
sitting-room I have mentioned—put
there, I imagine to break the draught?
Well, I had come out of the room and
was standing ha-lMridden by this
screen, when I saw something that
paralyzed me with fear*"

She rises/to her feet and grows dead-
ly pale as she says this, as though the
•sensation of fear she has been describ-
ing has come to her again._

Yoxi. saw—" prompts Dora, risinj
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And THE Cliaii-for Home, Iim01d_ anu
! Physician use. As a Parlor Hocking
h ' Chair it is a marvel of- beauty,

strength and utility.
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or money refunded. Six

mfr.lthstientmfnt}orBOccnts.-
If yourdcuggisth isiioi the nmiuerm stock, ssnqua

CGhts in statnps, aad the Inh-ilerwiil be for'.varrted by
jiiail, postass paid, af.dif, fit theexpiialinn otfive dajB
froinits recGipfcy'ou areisot satisfipci with ita effdctsi
you in.iy retunl.it, and ii received in good condition,
your money will be refanaed;

Oiioulai and testimonials mailed frea on application
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WANTEB IH EVERY FAMILY |
*So Replace Bi-okeja. Cans,

BE-SEAf YOU! GMMBB.
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DSAR SIP. :—I find in ..using your Ghick-
chick-er-re-kee (Poul t ry Food) that my chick-
ens a?e in batter .condition and lay more eggs thap
they ever did before. I am much pleased -\vithit,
and have "recommended it to some of ray friends,
•who have also used it with great success.

D, GALBKAITH,

. (Bias wrapper ar.d v.-hite label.)

An Immediate fJsSief fosr
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Pov/erfa! Stlrsuiant Wiihoat Reaction.

IJsecl externally -will relieve

gia* Tbothacl^e3 Hesdaohe.
Por sals if Grocers aad Druggists
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to any persoii ijrno will show'it to their
- friends aad Bend iis orders.

salary and expenses paid those -who pre-
fer salary to commission, and their

salary raised to

tiasixtli month they are with us, if tliay
prove proficient salesmen.

' .Jail information will oe sent yoft free
about work that y on can So and live at home,
wherever yoft are situateSj that will pay you.
from 95 w $10 cet day. A ntimber have
earied over $25 in a Sav. Both eeies, ail
ages. Ths.chance of a life time. Now la
the time. Poitnnes are aosolutelv sure for
the workers, ©ive yoar Post Office ana
Express addre3e, and state what i>at3er yon.
saw this -adverSsemeiitin. Addresa,

Standard Silver Ware Co.,
86 Washington -St.*
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i or others.who wish to examine
this paper, or obtain estimates

on advertising space when in Chicago, will find it on file M
45 to 49 Randolph St.,
thsAdv^rtisinaAgoncy of
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Bend fci-co?j of Twin Eursser Journal .
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707 to 7 IS 'Wssli. St., r:-L Eeuis, 3Io,

can learn the exact cost
of any proposed line of
advertising in American
papers by addressing
Geo.P.RowellS-Co,,

X e p p
1O Spruce St., >-*«-iV Vcyli.
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StyEs Ho, ?4C.
Doseripti"ve Piioto^raplias oftliis
and otliep goods, sueii as FIKS
Fanoy Beakers, Screens asd T
raahing elegant and. usafia
ivLVxiisiiGd. -upon application to

E. M. WILLIAMS, t .
FnTaitsro iVfTg. Agent.

207 Canal Street, Ke-.v Yorfs.
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HTLAEfi DDOG SNAEM POOLB
encirhEns Weak Peaj
NOTOMLYCURES BUT

FEVER S AGUE,

SCROFULA

SALT BHEUM,

loss of AppeElE,

PBDSTRAT1CK.

IS MSMBUS
BUT MADE GF PUREST

$1.00 WILL MAKE $KvD0 WDHT3 OflSt
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6 1 . 0 0 FOR A PACKAGE, PREPAID BY MAU. TO
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