
CH.U'TER XXXIV.

Day darkened into night, and still

Grace Hawthorne kept her watch be-

•lde Harry Reynolds’ sick bed.

Of his wife he never sooke. He

•eemcd neither to miss her nor note

her absence. But to Grace, as the

hours went slowly by. it seemed

•trange.

Now and then the sick man opened

his eyes with a start, but when his

<lanee rested on her. he closed them

again, to fall into a quiet sleep, with a

•mile about his lips.

r He was sleeping when, at 7 o'clock,

•he stole away from him. only to find

•the lower part of the house deserted.

•'Where is Mrs. Reynolds?” she

asked Andrew. “Has she gone out

again?”

“Mrs. Reynolds went away some-

where this afternoon, I think. Miss

Grace.” answered the servant. “She

two large trunks carried to the de-

pot. but she left the house herself on

Zoot. She was writing in the library.

Miss Grace.” the man added, as he

noted the amazement on her face.

•"Maybe she left a message for you.”

XWitb a sense of some new trouble in

Utore for her. Grace hurried to the li-

brary. and on the mantel shelf found a

letter addressed to herself.

' tit was very short.

,
*”I gm going awav.” Helen wrote.

“You see I I^ave the way open for you

to win your love, and, since Ihave won

mine. I can afford to let my hate die.

You and Harrv are suited to each oth-

®r. Forget me, and —zood-bv!

^r*Over *'.d dvvr the girl read the hur-

ried scrawl. She failed utterly to com-

prehend its meaning beyond the fact

that Helen had failed in her duty as a

Wife. *

Eut who was her companion in her

flight? Was it Harvey? Was she free?

But at what cost, since her freedom

brought disgrace to the man she

loved!

And however Helen might drag his

name into the dust, it could avail her

nothing, for was she not his wife?

But how should she break the news

to him? How should she tell him that

the wife he adored had left him?

Over and over she revolved the ques-

tion in her mind. as. returning to his

bedside, she tried to fill as best she

might the place Helen had left vacant.

Her eyes were very heavv and worn

next morning with her watch when

Andrew brought her Harvey Barclay s

card.
She started as her eves fell on the

name. She had been so sure that he

had been the companion of Helen’s

Right. To whom, then, had Helen’s

note referred?

She went, almost eagerly, to meet

him, hoping, through him, to solve the

problem.
“Where is Helen?" were the first

words of her greeting.

“Helen?” he answered, in amaze-

ment. “Why do vou ask me for Hel-

en? Is she not here?”

“No. She left the house yesterday.

She left this letter for me.”

And she held out the paper toward

him.
His face paled. How far had she be-

trayed him? But the cloud lightened

as one hasty glance told him he had

nothing to fear.

“Where can she have srone?” he

asked, as if sneakinc rather to himself

than to her. non she havo

gone—and with whom?”

"Since you know nothing of her pur-

pose.” answered Grace, “she must have

gone alone. Thank God for that!

Harry has enough to bear without the

added torture of the knowledge that

she had a companion in her flight.”
“He is better?”

“Yes—so much better that every time

he turns his eyes toward me I fear he

will ask me why Helen does not come;

but, strange as it may seem, her name

has not once escaped his lins. Uncle

Edgar speaks of her constantly, but

Harry, never. I— What Is it, And-

rew?” For the old servant, with hor-

ror-stricken face, stood making gest-

ures in the doorway. “Is uncle—”

“No. no, Miss Grace!” gasped the

old man. “It's not him. But we’ve

been robbed. I’s my day for clean-

ing and counting the silver, but when

I opened the safe I found it nearly

empty; and not onlv the silver, Miss

Grace, but the diamonds —”

“You are sure. Andrew, sure?” cried

Grace, excitedly.

'Come and look for yourself, Miss

Grace.”

"Is this house doomed to misfor-

tune?” she asked, weariedly. “Send to

the police at once, and let one of their

most experienced men come here im-

mediately.”

“Wait, Andrew.” snoke in Harvey.
•'Before giving the order, Grace, let me

•peak with you a few minutes alone.”

She looked at him in surnrise; but,
telling Andrew to await further orders,
dismissed him from the room.

“You have not guessed jthe thief?”

• sked Harvey, when they found them-

•elves alone.

“No! How should I? The servants

are old and trusted. I would as soon

•uspect myself.”

“Or—Helen?”

The name, as he uttered it, was

freighted with suspicion. •

Grace started back, horrified.
“Helen!” she gasned.

“Yes, Grace. I have no doubt it was

¦he who, in her desperation, commit-

ted this theft. Jf vmi send for a de-

tective, her flight of yesterdav must be

made public. Doubtless the man’s sus-

picions will fall upon her. It seems to

me better to submit to the loss.”

"Wait!” cried the girl. "My head is

reeling. I cannot think.”

"But Imust think for you. Grace. I

will tell Andrew to say nothing for the

present of this discovery. But Imust

have authority to act. Grace, you must

Youredeem vour word to me at once.

must, this verv dav. become my wife!”

..

It is impossible! No!

CHAPTER XXXV.

fl SIREN’S VICTIMS:
By Frances Warner Walker. ex
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Harry and Uncle Edgar bo?b need me

sorely. I cannot desert than!*
“You shall not. You sha© stay and

nurse them: but I. vour hiwband. will

stay with vou. It ir necessity, daar —

believe me—4f you would escape fur-

ther trouble. The party who holds* the

new note you signed’ insists upon jou*

guardian's fjiarnature?' as well. Aff a

married woman, vouj Husband.' is your

guardian, and vou will bars waved

Harry Reynolds from? the dishonor He

so richly deserved.”

“And to do this I nost marry; your?”

Fear, repugnance, almost horror*

were in her tone.

But. though the mas> wincedC.h’sr Md.

not falter.

Once his wife, he nould defy the.

world, and now his uliKwaA staided ap-

on her consent.

“Icannot!” she said • “Oh. Mfr. Htor-C

clay, reTease me from cirfs hatetUbopd.

escapade of an adventuress to- tSTagr,
the Reynolds name irtw the dwt.'”

v

“An adventuress! 'Shus vow speaks

of Helen—vou. who were her iTiesaf—-

you. whom she loved?”, '

“She deceived you. CTnce. Slte-tevedi

not me. but the man -who has shared'

her flight and her booty. W wife told!/

vou otherwise. she did it to serve some,;

nurnoseof her own. ITut we are- wast-J

Ing titne. Grace. D«> vou consent ?•/

Will you be my wife jo-dav. that: i

sun set**” ?

“Yes.” she answeraid, in a voice* be-

reft of hope. “Whav mutter the hour

for tile sacrifice? At o’clock. Mr.

Barclay, we will be married, by Uncle

Edgar’s bedside. I willgo bow to pre-

pare him.”

“Bat nothing he ean say shall turn

you from your purpose—you- promise
this-?”

“At 5 o’clock T wfTL*be ready; but you

wilT be the husband of a woman whose

hctrrt is dead, Mr. Barclay, and ^ho

shrinks even frosn the touch of your

hand.”

“Ishall marry tl>? woman I love,” he*

replied.
He took a step toward her; but site

drew back, and -motioned to the door.

With rage in his heart but a smile

on his face, he obeyed the gesture that

she made, and left her to her misery.

In the chill of the morning the

new day, Helen Reynolds stood on the

steamer's deck, as it moved/ slowly

from its moorings and was towed into

the channel by the tiny tug, which

seemed a very toy beside its huge pro-

portions. Her face was very pale, but

there was a light in her eyes long? for-

eign there, as though they held a wak-

ing dream of hope and happiness.

She had nut from her all whispers

of remorse. S’’e had lulled the sharp

panes of a conscience which sin had

not yet wholly killed.

For the first time in many years she

had brushed the’ cobwebs from her

heart, and let it glorv In the light tlje
dust had hidden from it.

A new life was oneninsr to her—a life

w’hose kev-note was love. She would

atone to Harvey for all that he had

given up for her sake. She would

make his world, as he should make

hoj-Sj
The deck they had lust left was

growing misty in the distance. She

never doubted that he was on the

brave ship which was to bear them

both to other shores.

She smiled as she looked down at

the waters, in expectation that any

moment he would steal un behind her

and whisper her name, in accents of

love, in her ear.

A hand fell on her shoulder, but the

touch was harsh, not gentle.

She turned On£e morj she and Tom

Windom "stood face to face.

She neither moved nor cried out. In

that moment she knew that she was

betrayed, and betrayed by the man she

loved.

That one fleetina atom of time was

an eternity, which concentrated into

itself the suffering which might atone

for every sin, even in her cuity life.

Her face hardened and became rigid

as stone: her eyes met his. but they
were lustreless and expressionless. The

color faded from their golden glory,

and left them pale and hollow.

She had purposelv chosen a spot or.

the deck with no one near. For the

moment they were secure from inter-
ruption.

On the man's face was a pitiless tri-

umph, and in h’s eyes the creed of the

tiger about to spring.
“So you expected to escape me?” he

said, at last, breaking the awful si-

lence. “Well, I am here, my lady. We

will make the trip together. I have

long. thought a sea vovage would be

beneficial to my health.”

“Howdid you know?”

Her voice, as she spoke the ques-
tion. held the sound of a once clear

bell, which had been broken, and now

rings out discordant and metallic.

He drew a letter from his nocket and
held it toward her.

Itmade his triumph greater to show

her that some fancied friend had be-

trayed her.

Her eves fell on the nace. and part
of his thirst for vengeance was sated,
as he saw the look which crept over

her nallid face.

Spite of the disguise in the hand-

writing, she recognized it instantly.
Itwas the proof of her betrayal.

She saw it all now. She had played
Into Harvey Barclay's hand. There
was nothing now to urevent his mar-

rying' Grace Hawthorne.
The thought sent the blood once more

coursing through her veins, and

roused her from this dull apathy of
horror which had paralyzed every
sense.

“Well.” she said, wreathing her
white lips in a ghr-stlv smile—“well,
you have won. Tom Windom, and I
have lost. Your gambler’s luck has
returned to vou.”

“And Iwill keep It; for Iwill keep

ynu» Never attain 1 ahull* you> esoap©'

“Do you know wtfo warned' yoM-f”

rt was her turn now to'strike?

“No; but FlT'remember him iFire-

ever reminds im of my obligation.”'

“You’re not likely to forget him.

You owe him another dbbt. too. Shall'

i Itelf you that debt’s nature? When I

left you, six years ago.* Tom Windom,-

you thought IFwas-Henry George* who'

persuaded me to break away from

your tyranny and put' rnv beatrty to

better account.’ Renrv George never

interested himself enough in my be-

half. I was nothing to him—nothing;

Do you wish to know who ttte man

was? Tom Windom, it’we« the writ-

er of the letter you have lust shown

me. He wanted vou and me both’ out

of the wav. and he han madte-us both

Hlis tools.”

“HiS name’”

The voice was Tow and Husky,- hut-

each letter held a lifetime of ooneen-

trated hate.

“His name?” She paused and’smiled.

“Harvey Barclay HF His name?” sHe*

said.

There was a commotion at the other

end of the shin. The*D|lot was about*

to return to shore?

Before she had dftlhed bi* purpose;

he grasped her arm in a grin of steel:

“Cornel” he said,' “we go back with-

him. I have sworn- mv aent* should'

never remain unpaid.' I’will’nayit be-

fore the sun goes down!”

She struggled to free herself; brut* its-

bore her to the siAO of the-ship..

“We must return!” he called ouu

A few questions, a few whrds of’ex-

planation followed, and th<r nilbt oon-

sonted to receive- his unexpected
freight;

The man was the first Hi make• tibe

descent into the boat;

Helen followed, but; as she stepped

upon the plank, with a sudden wivneh,

she wrested her hand'from TonrW7n-

dom"S hold.

Those looking on wore unable- to- de-

termine whether accident or design

caused her foot to slip, but, without a.

cry, she fell into- the waters- attul the

waves closed over her head.

A sailor, standing on tije deck- above,

sprang overboard to her rescuer

He declared afterward rhafr, when,

he could' have saved her, she wrenched.*

heivelf free, and. to save his own life„.

he was compelled to swim to- the sur-

far-e.

When the body rose againr life

Extinct. and the pilot-boat mow sol-

emnly received the- dea-dt.

As- Tom Window looked down at rhe

beautiful d'pad face, Mb- own featured

grew like marble; but, farther than

that, he made no sign of sorrow, or

raised no voice of lament.

It wau 5 o’clock of the same- day

when a carriage, containing two men,

stopped before Edgar Reynolds' door.

One wore rhe garb of a clergyman,

and one was in ordinary dre.«s. The

manner of the latter was nervous, and

his fh.ee, as the light fell upco it, was

very pale.
Andrew opened the door,, as if ex-

pecting them.

"Miss Grace ds in Mr. Reynolds’

room,” he said. “Willyou walk up?*

As they ascended the stairs she

came forward from the door of Hie

chamber at the farthest end of the

hall.

She was dressed in black, and her

face was deathly white.

“Uncle Edgar refuses to see you,

Mr. Barclay—refuses to witness our

marriage. It must take place in the

library.”

“The minister was about to speak,
but she checked him.

“Iam of ago,” she said, “and b mar-

ry Mr. Barclay of my own fi-ee will.

Will you let the ceremony take place

at once? 1 must return to my uncte.

This excitement has been most hurt-

ful to 'him."

The little group silently descended

the stairs, she preceding them.

A sudden loud peal at the bell start-

ed them all. The house had been sc

quiet since all thia misfortune had

fallen upon it, that any sound seemed

a precursor of fresh evils.

“Come, come!” called Harvey. “Let

us go into the library and have this

over!”

But already Andrew had thrown

open the door.

The clergyman and Barclay entered

the library. Grace went forward as a

man entered the hall. She recognized

him instantly as the min who fiad so

rudely accosted Helen one afternoon in

the carriage. Helen had explained to

her that he was one of Harry’s cred-

itors.

dbnt,. but I—l know the truth)* 1 saw

the smile ©P her fa< *e wheiwrtt© went

down!’ What do yo u think I'Set her

die* for, athl play c -ut her part* if if
didn'b Hope through it, tootrack him?

Well, He'» traced n ow! I’ve been to-

hlb morns. They to! d me Ishould find

him- Here-. Where I s he£- *IIhave no

titne- tvl Ibse?”

Pouring out his si ;ory, vthe man pa Ixl

no, attention to- Gr ace, as she strove

to comprehend’ th a torrent of his

words, and stood 1 aaniny¦•against the

wuir fbr support.

Impatient of Jm *r delay; a voice

called’ her name, a nd Harvey stepped

ftoin* the library fc to tire hall:

TOm WfndbnT’w glance-fell on him.

One- stride brou®t it him to his side.

ITeavily rid fell 'Upon Barclay’s
shoulder;.

“Come with me.* ” he whispered. “Site

has sent fbr yew . YoU*wHlibe with

Her within the hm ur!"'*'

Unsuspecting 11 ;e truth; and believ-

ing only that Hit* en had returned, not

during to- diswfee y her* summons, the

two men left th* house..

The Hbrgyrmnai, who had been bidden

fra- await bls- n eturn,- remained two

hours, trnd th-.m Grace- dismissed’ him.

Next rnormbq ; he- knew that his>

waiting* must ftu ve extended’ to eterni-

ty, for; stretafis >d on- the -floor of his-

own room, fiii irvey Barclay’® dtend

body was fowud
,

a ghastly- knife wound*

in hib- heart;' I >ut of- his-murderer the-

authewitibs ctnu id discover-no* clue:

Her heart sank as she saw him.

Had he come at such a time as this

to assert his claims? And how could

she silence him? At this moment she

could not command a dollar.

Giving him no time to speak, she

canje quickly forward.

“You have come for money?” she

said. “Will you not take my word

that all you claims shall be paid in

full, if you will but wait? Mr. Rey-

nolds is very ill! He cannot now be

disturbed.”

“Mr. Reynolds?” echoed the man.

“My errand is not with hjm nor his; it

is with the man who has murdered all

my happiness. Aye? I loved her once,

though I didn’t know how to be gen-

tle, and though Iwas sometimes cruel;
and one night, while I was sleeping,
she stole from my side and ran away

with the fiend who tempted her to

leave me. It’s he I’m looking for!

What is Mr. Reynolds to me? A

name! She never cared for him!”

Was the man mad? wondered Grace?
“Ido not understand you,” she said,

aloud. “Of whom are you speaking?”
“Of the dead!” he answered, in a

hollow whisper. “Of her who was

alive this morning; who yesterday

stood, perhaps, where ydu are stand-

ing now!”

“Not—not Helen?" gasped the girl.

“Yes, Helen!” he replied. “But not

Helen Reynolds—Helen Windom. She

was my wife! Do you hear?—my wife.

Here is the certificate of our marriage!
Wo were married ten years ago!*’ pull-
ing a yellow, faded paper from his

pocket as he spoke. "She was my wife

as tight as the law could bind her to

me, and she ran away from me for

him. She was to have met him on the

steamer this morning, but he deserted
and betrayed her. I read it all in her

eyes, when she handed his note back
to me. She—she was drowned in step-
ping into the pilot boat in which we
were to return. They call it an acci-

cni1 pter xxxvr.

A year lat® *, and in the library of

the* aid house
,

Grace Hawthorne sat

alone-, as sftie sa*- «when first we- saw

her;. The «viy had- rung with a terrible

tragedy, i® v hid>’Helen-»Windom Had!

played so s* d a;part? but- no stain-

rested tlrere by on, the - Reynold's es-

ci7cchet>n* fr r sne never- bad right or

titFe to tft>e. Reynolds nnm-s-

Recovering ir»m that short but se—-

v>re illness. E *pry Reynolds had’gom»
•broad.

For a ci race and r»er guardintv

"had lived in jbe okf hmtse alone. Al!

the truth v known-now. The-note®
were paid, a Grace-had learned’tfrat

Harry’s bon^- was dear as tile crys^

tai dew of ute early morning; IT? had!

been betra><ed mow- cruelly Alan sho.

She could xOrgf ve.-all’ to others; but b>

herself slua cyulo' n-ever forgive her

doubt of hyn, though proof oFW® gudit
had seemed mountairy-high.

Sometime* now* in-bde dusk. «le form

of an exquisicely-beautilUi’ woman

would setrtn to rttt* through* the halja,
or the e ;ho of a- ghwstly voice to ring
through th»e einjty chambers.

“He con never- return todt! Tfe can

never Lear it!*'»igfted the»g£rJ, and hid

her face from* the^ shadow..

Her hands Id!;.

“Harry!” she- answered—“Hafrry!”-
even as she had’ spokem at in that long^
ago time.

But she believed that only her imag-
ination had’breathed her name.

But out of the shatJow strode a tall*

foim, and’ then she knew that what

sue had feared would never comedo

pass already-was attained. Harry-had
returned*..

Crossings to where she sat, he-knelt-

tn front- of her, and clasped in aris hei,

little, ti'einbling bands.
"Graee-t" he said. *‘My cliild—my

love* Because once I plucked the

nightshade, wi^i the rose ever elude

me* I love you!- Oh, my darling! In

the Arst month of my bar/shment, I
learned to know myself. Grace, tell

me. Has the knowledge com-* too

lave?”

A month later, and the. dream of Ea-

gar Reynolds' life met its fulfillment.

His son was restore/? to him, and

Grare was, indeed, to him a daughter
—Harry's wife—and the ghost was

banished from the r,rfd halls, and the

voice silenced in the chambers no long-
er empty.

The trail of the- serpent bad glided
through them, arid was gone; but its

sting had failed to kill happiness, and

its poison had, been rendered harm-

less. The nightshade had faded and

died, but on Harry Reynolds’ faithful

heart the rose willlive and bloom, un-

til God's hand fehall stop to pluck and

plant it in g fairer garden.

(The End.)

KNEW HOW TO MANAGE.

She Weeps for SSO When She Want-

ed Only- $25 —And Such a Lively

Bonnet!

“Oh, dear!” sighed the pretty caller,

as she viewed her friend’s new bonnet,

fresh from the store, “Iwish my hus-

band would allow me to buy such a

lovely bonnet.”

“He would, my dear, if you knew

how to handle him,” answered the

lady of the hous^.

“No; it's a waste of words to try
and talk with him,” said the pretty

cal'er, with another sigh. “I saw fa.

dream of a bop.net down town the oth-

er day, and the price Was just what
you say you gave for yours—42s. But

when I mentioned the price my hus-

band flew into a rage, and delared that

$lO was every cent he could advance

to me to buy a bonnet with, and if I

couldn’t make that do Iwould have to

do without,”

“Exactly.” commented the lady of

the house, dryly. “You can't expect
any other treatment when you ap-

proach your husband like that. My
husband acts just the same way when

I ask him for money. But this crea-

ture called ‘man’ is very easily hand-

led if you go about it in the right way.

Now, when I saw this bonnet down

town Imade up my mind that Iwould

be the happy possessor of it, so that

night, after supper, I begun going into

raptures over a bonnet that I had seen

while shopping, the price of which

afterthought, that I had quite made

up my mind to buy it.

“ ‘What!’ roared my husband. 'sso

for a bonnet? I guess not! You'll

have to put up with $25, and not u cent

more do you get!’

“As that was exactly the amount

that I wanted, I am afraid that the

tears that I shed were somewhat

forced. But I gaine<J my point, and

that was what I was after.”—Detroit

Free Press.

Suspected It.

Cashler —I can’t honor your check,

madam; your husband’s account is

overdrawn.
Woman —Huh! Overdrawn, is it? I

suspected that something was the mat-

ter when he signed this check without

waiting for me to go into hysterics.—

New York Weekly. —
——

WAS- GLAD TO BEAR IT.

WIS« Was Glad to Know Her Hua-
*Wu" Co »“f<»rtably Located for

<Ji.o Xl*ht.
A party ofl young men were taking

dinner, a few nights ago, at a fash-
ionable cafe, when one of them, who is
soaaewhat off a jester, called the wait-

and said:

“John, go and call Main
. if a

woman answers it it will be my wife.
Tell her that I instructed you to say
that I am in the police station for a
fs-w hours, and will not be home to din-
ner. Say to her that the possibilities
are that I shall not be at home to-
night. Understand me, sir?”

John winked a couple of times in a

knowing way, bowed deferentially, and

suggested:

“Supposin'—”

“Supposing nothing, sir. Ifshe asks
who is talking, tell her it is the turn-

key at the Central station, and she’ll
never kjow who told her the lie.”

The waiter shambled a'vny, and was

t*W»T;tly teen to be havi! g i good deal

»? iMn with himself. Ti^; jester in-
ferred that he might ha xw something
to do with the case, and called him
©ver.

“What’®amusing you, John?”

“Wouldn’t like to tell you, sir; at

least, right here.”

“I guess* these fellows understand.

l«et ’er goi.”
“Missus says to tell her husband she

is glad ho- is so nicely located for the

night. She knows where he is for

once.”—Cleveland Leader.

But*Mis Sirite Enjoyed It.

An amusisng story is told of 14 Hung
Chang in* connection with his visit to

Europe in IS9& Out of respect to the

.memory of Gen. Gordon, the chancellor
placed a wreath at the foot of the

monument in Trafalgar Square. Ths
Gordon family were desirous of show-

ing their appreciation of thi? act, and

at last one of Gordon’s nephews, a

great lover of dogs, hit upon the idea

of sending Li Hung Chang a prize bull-

dog of which he was ths Qwner. The

bull-dog was sent just as Li Hung
Chang was returning to his. own coun-

try. A few months later a letter y/as

received' from the chancellor, iu which

he thus expressed his thanks:
"I was much touched by the splen-

did present you were good enough to

make me; the beast was magnificent.
Unfortunately, my digestion is not

equal to such a delicacy, but my suite

enjoyed it thoroughly.”— Chicago
Naws.

X»t Amused.,
Unci’s Jabez — Oh, no! Everybody

jaJn’t Haughin’ at Reuben for buyin’ the

green goods. He wishes everybody
was.

Uncle Hiram—How’s .that?

Uncle Jabez —We11,,-his wife ain't.—

Office Excitement.
“Did the boss haye a good vacation

fur-ip?”
“Iguess so. He .must jhave spent an

awful lot of money, for since he came

home he’s taken a,whack at every sal-

ary on the place.”—-dndlanapolis Jour-

pal.

HDADQV DISCOVERY, gives
WlrAwl Cr 1 quick relief and cures worst
cases. Book of testimonials end 10 DATS’ treatmeal
FBKS. DR. H. H. URKEX’S SOKS, Dox K, AUaeta, Oa.

Answering Advertisements Kindly
Mention This Tapet

OTARRJI
COLDS
COUGHSi^VOa CROUP
sORE ">WwHQARsi

BHI
I MRS.GEN.LONQSTRBET S 3
| Says: “Besides being a |
| good tonic Penina is an eh I
| fective cure for catarrh. I B

| recommend your remedy, f
I Penina.” '¦
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DON’T STOP OBAoco Suddenly
St injures nervous system to do so. BA CO* *

CURO is the o’ly cure that
ream y cures

and notifies you when to stop. Sold with a
guarantee that three boxes will cure

any case.

6Ann*Clißn is Vegetable and harmless. Ithaamhuu uunu
cured thousands, it willcure you.

At all druggists or by mail prepaid, il a box;
3 boxes $2.50. Booklet free. Write
EUREKA CHEMICAL CO., La Crosse, Wi*

ft AGENTS WANTED TO SELL
|3 The Standard Gas Lamp. A
Mr wonderful Invention. 1-5 the expense.
—! of kerosene, 0r,6 times the light. Per-

—. | fectly safe. 41 different styles. Betails

jVJI J ?from $4 up. All brass. Country people
1 can now have light brighter than elec-
I tricky and cheaper than kerosene. Caa

Q ry-”’,, furnish thousands of testimonials from
TLX people using them for months. Agents

coining money. Write for excluslve-
CSiA territory, Standard Gas Lamp Ca-

-114 Michigan St., Chicago.

ST. VITUS’ DANCE
ThreAgmt and campled cures effectad by Dr. Crscse’#

Emura Blaad and Bene Remedy.
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Mrs. J. A. Ferre, who resides near 905 Main Street, Hartford,

Conn., says:
•• Mv daughter Lulu became very 111 with St. Vitus dance over a year ago. She became so bud

that she lost the use ofher right arm and side, and we thought at one time she would lose her

sneech Her tongue was almost paralyzed. Mie was so bad she could not feed herself, and at

h . she would vet 80 nervous I had to sit and hold her I tried several doctors, but they did not

do^her any good I did not find snything that would help her until I tried Dr Greene’s Nervura,

blood and nerve remedy. She is^iow, by the use of this medicine, entiiely cured.”

C. H. Bailey, Esq., of Waterbury, Vt., writes:

«T am more than glad to write about my littledaughter. Until a short time ago she had ah

been a very delicate child and subject to sick spells lasting weeks at a time, she was very

nervous and otJ family doctor said we would never raise her, she was so delicate and feeble.

We tried many remedies without the least good. We felt much anxiety about her, especially as

doctors could bmierit her. and had great fear for her future Learning ofthe wonders being

done* vD
?

Green ”s Nervura blood and nerve remedy. I determined to give it to her. .she soon

commenced to improve under its use, and rapidly gained in every respect. s*e. e at3 and sleeps

well and her nerves are strong The medicine has done wonders for her and it is the best w*

ever knew Irecommend Dr Greene’s Nervura blood and nerve remedy, to everyoody.” *

Mrs. J. Learmonth, of 776 Broadway, South Boston, Mass., says:

••At ten vearsof age mv daughter became affected with a nervous condition which soon de-

veloped into^t Vitus’dance. It was pronounced by the attending physician to be a very sever#

attack The mouth would be drawn spasmodically far to one side, the hands and arms were rest-

?e« and constentlv Twitching. Her limbs also 4ere weak; her unties bent under her so that it

was almost impossible to walk. She was so nervous that she would scream almost like a mania#

rndth“ h;i?^ts of crying. After two months’ treatment without a cure I concluded to tqr

Dr Greene’s Nervura blood and nerve remedy. Three bottles entirely cured her. L Uo<

thit teeu years old. and has beta wellever since, sad, te-day ila picture of health. --v
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