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PART I. 

“Who says there is nothing in it ?”’ ex- 
claimed Parkinson. “You have no right 
to make such a statement, for you can’t 

possibly base it on any grounds of reason. 
Nothing in it! Good heavens, if one: 

half the skeptics, the laughing, jeering— 
fools knew as much about it as I do, they 
would proclaim it from the house-tops, 
and the world would soon believe, whether 

or no! Nothing in it! I wish there 

were not, but I—You are a disbeliever ” 
“Well,” said I, falteringly, for the 

man’s vehemence frightened me, “ well, I 

dont know much about it, to tell the, 

truth.” | ; 
~ “Then don’t make any positive state- 
ment, as you did a moment ago, for, un- 
til you have inquired into the subjects 
you can’t have any “idea of the horrible’ 

ie moe the things concerned with it 
“that people laugh at and put down as hy- 
pothetical. Listen—I want to tell you 
something.” 
Then, in the seclusion of the corner of 

the cluo room, where we were seated, he 

told me a story that I will give in words 

as near like his as my memory will allow. 
“ Five years ago,” said Parkinson, “I 
an unbeliever ; to-day I have aknow- 

ledge of the subject that, were I able to 
prove what I know, would have more to 
do with converting all the skeptics than 

you or anyone can imagine. Five years 

ago I laughed with the rest of them. But 

now—I had a wife, a beautiful, loving 

creature. We were scarcely out of our 

honeymoon, and had just returned to 

town and gone into our new home, when 

she became the idol of society as she was 

of my life. 
“One night we went out to a friend’s, 

and there, among many other beautiful 

women, she was queen of all. I remem- 

ber how I stood in the doorway and 

watched her, the centre of a group of ad- 

mirers, her black eyes shining like dia- 
monds as she talked earnestly to a man 
sitting near her. Everyone seemed inter- 

as » what the two were discussing, so I 

talking about this very 

aie h had just begun to become 

a topic of general speculation. My ‘wife 

was holdihy a an animated argument with 

the man. He was a German, Schulz, I 

heard him called, who was somewhat of a 

lion on account of his wide knowledge of 

the matter under discussion, 
“¢ And you mean to say, Herr Schulz,” 

my wife was saying, ‘ that anyone can do 
_ these wonderful things?’ 

“An * he replied, ‘who has a 

strong, fi fll, ean exercise control of 

another weaker.’ 

“¢And you—could you control the 

mind, the impressions of another? Of 

me, for instance 1" } 
“The German’s eyes flashed. He had 

an opportunity, he seemed to think, of 

riding his hobby. 
“Perhaps,” he said. ‘ Would you be 

willing to let me make a simple, harmless 
test ”m 

“Before I could gainsay her, my wife 

had assented to his proposal, he had made 
a few passes with his smooth, long hand 
over her brow, and | saw her fall into u 

soft, easy sleep, 
“I had her in my arms in a moment, 

~ “Undo your work,’ I shouted to Schulz, 
“undo it this instant !’ 

“‘There is nothing simpler,’ said he, 
quittly, and he seapped his fiugers before 
her closed eyes. She was wide awake in 
a second, and could not comprehend the 
expression of wonder and surprise that 
burst from all on the manifestation they 
had beheld. 

“When we arrived at our house we sat 
talking of the strange occurrences. I was 
still an unbeliever, to a certain extent, for 
I almost thought she had, in a spirit of 
fun, feigned the sleep into which it ap- 
peared she had been thrown by Schultz. 

“ “¢No, no,’ she persisted, ‘if I fell asleep 
as you say I did, it was real, perfectly 
real, [—I believe you could influence me 

in the same way if you tried.’ 
“I laughed at her. ‘Try,’ said she. 

‘We are alone now and it will be all right, 
Try, please, just for fun !’ 
“Ah, if I had only resisted her plead- 

ing! If I had but been strong enough to 
keep from letting her persuade me! But 
she drew me to her, kissed me, and before 
I knew what I was doing, I made a pass 

re her eyes as Schulz had done. 
! Those great eyes closed, her lips part- 

ed in a smile, and, with a long, happy sigh 
of sweet content, whose warmth bathed 

my face as I bent to kiss her, she fell into 

a sleep, a deep, hypnotic sleep. 
“For a moment I stood and watched 

her, reclining in a deep armchair, one 

| alabaster arm thrown behind her head and 
twining in the raven locks that were her 
greatest wealth, her bosom rising and fall- 
ing like the sea in a summer wind, and an 
expression such as I had never seen before 

on her lovely face, even in her happiest 

moments, lighting her features. She was 

an angel, a dream fair and sweet as the 

one she was having. I think she was in 

seventh heaven, as I stood and watched 
her. “ 

- “I thought I would bln or but she 

seemed too happy, and I let her sleep on. 
I could not bear to tear her from the de- 
light she seemed to be experiencing, and I 
bent and kissed her once more.o 
“At last, however, I felt that it had 

gone far enough, and suddenly thought 
what might be the consequences of this 

frolic. I passed my hand over her fore- 
head, and she smiled. I snapped my fin- 
gers in front of her face, and the smile 
grew more heaven-like, but she did not 

wake. Again and again I did as I had seen 

Schulz do, and the smile was brighter each 

time, but the sleep was as deep as ever. 
“Then a fear seized me. I could not 

waken her! I kissed her face, her neck, 

‘her hands. I chafed her wrists, I called 

madly to her, and then, receiving no re- 

‘sponse, I lifted her in my arms and half 

carried, half dragged her across the room 

and back again, trying to bring her back 

to consciousness, But the sweet smile still 

illumined her face, the long eyelashes 

swept her cheeks, and she slept in still, 

peaceful slumber, 
“I could do nothing. Laying her on 

the bed, 1 fell on my knees: beside her, 

and buried my face in the folds of her 

dress. I dare not raise my eyes, for that 

smile crazed me ; I could not endure it. 

“What possessed me to act as I did Ido 

not know. If I had it all to go over again 

I should never give way to my grief as I 

then did. I took no steps to bring her 

out of the stupor, but grovelled there like 

a madman. 
“Suddenly I was aroused. Her breath 

seemed to be growing shorter. Her 

bosom was not rising as it did at first. I 

looked at her, and, merciful God! she 

seemed to be dying. 
“T knew it! I could tell by the quick- 

ened breathing, the heightened pallor of 

\the cheek; the—everything told me she 

was going, and, in a frenzy of despair, I 

fairly drowned her with kisses; I tried 

with her fingers to force her eyes open; 

I tried to give her breath’ with my breath, 
but it was no use, 
“I saw her dying there, I watched every 

sign in stupid amazement and horror, 

and I let her die without making any fur- 

ther attempt to save her life. 
“ And she died as she had slept, with 

her lips parted in that same sweet smile, 

the smile that never woman wore, the 

smile that the music of heaven and the 
caresses of the angels alone can produce 
on the face ; with her waving tresses of 

burnished jet crowning a brow more fair 
than magble from the heart of the earth, 
and her eyes closed, their long fringes ly- 
ing on her cheek like feathers from the 
raven’s wing on the new snow. 

“She died, and as she died, the blood 

rushed to my brain, my heart stopped like 
a shot, and with one last look at that smile 
I shrieked and fell !” 

I drew my arm away, numb where Par- 

kinson had gripped it in telling me his 
story, 1 lookedin to his wild eyes and 
felt that 1 was witha madman. His hand 
was raised as though pani to some- 
thing he saw, his lips apart as Yonge 
forming a word he could not speak, and 
hia whole demeanor denoted the terrible 
state into which he had wrought himself. 

“ Pardon me,” he whispered, “L did 

not mean to let my feelings overcome me 
as they have done, I—I will go on in a 
moment,” 
He staggered to the sideboard, pons 

paradise during those moments, in the 

‘on my bed, i 

out a gill of brandy, threw it into his 
throat and seemed better. Then he re- 
turned to his seat, and, with more com- 
posure than he had before shown, con- 

tinued his strange and starling story. 

PART II 

“When I awoke I found myself in a 
strange room. I looked at the walls, the 
ceiling, and all about me, but could not 
divine where I was. Gradually, however, 
as the events of that horrible night came 
back with more and more of their horrible 
distinctness, I was able to collect my 
thoughts, and it at last recurred to me 
that I had been ill. But where I was, 
what was the nature of this strange place, 
I conld not tell. A jail! The thought 
came to me suddenly, and it seemed to me 
that I nad been arrested for her murder. 
Then I screamed : ‘No, no, I am not 
guilty,’ and tried to rise in my bed. 
“A young woman came into the room 

softly, and gently forced me back upon 
the pillows, 

“‘ You must not try to rise,” she said, 
‘you are too weak, and anything you want 
you must ask for. 
“Who are Ton I enquired. 

“¢Your nurse,’ 
“Then this was not the prison; but a 

hospital, and I was not suspected. Re- 
lieved beyond utterance at the thought I 
grew more restful, and allowed the nurse 
to bathe my head and administer my 
medicine, while I took the opportunity to 

ask her some questions. 
“I learned that my wife had been buried 

two weeks ; that they had found me de- 
lirions at her bedside the day after her 
death, and had brought me here to the 
hospital. She had died, they said, of 
heart failure, brought on by some un- 
known cause, and that was all they could 

tell me, 
“You may conceive of my relief when 

I found that the truth was not known, 

and I grew strong very fast, 
“It was a few days later, and I was 

alone in my room, which was filled with 
the fragrance of the flowers my friends 
had sent me as an expression of their sym- 

pathy for my great bereavement. I lay 
the sweetness of a 

bunch of roses I held in my hand, when 
‘suddenly I felt a—a presence—at my side, 
and heard a voice, saying : 
“¢They seem to be sorry that I have 

died.’ 
“I opened my half closed eyes, fied 

and saw—my wife. My Annette, beau- 
tiful as in the flesh, standing by the bed, 
smiling at me. Smiling as she smiled 
when she died, so rapturously, so sweetly! 
Her great eyes were wide open, and from 
their soulful depths there shone the light 
of an unutterable love. She was clad, not 
as I remembered her, but in robes of 
clinging white, and on her locks of black, 
twining in the tresses, gleamed many gems. 
And as she stood and smiled at me, all the 
horror that had first struck me vanished, 
and I raised my thin, wasted arms to her, 
murmuring : 

“¢ Annette, my love, do yeu forgive 

me? . 
“In tones so sweet and low, so full of 

love and tenderness that my eyes welled 
with tears and my joy consumed me, she 

answered : 
* ‘Forgive you? Forgive you? ItisI 

who was to blame, for I caused you suf- 
fering, and I have come back to ask you 

to give me your pardon.’ 
“Then the kiss she gave me was just as 

warm, the arms she folded about my neck 
were just as clinging, and she toyed with 
my hair with fingers that were as light 
and soft as when she was alive. Alive? 
She seemed as much of the flesh as she 
had ever done, and it suddenly came to 
me that the whole matter of her death, 
my crime and all was only a dream, and 
that I had at last awakened to the pleasant 

reality, But her next words hurled me 
back into the same despair. She said : 
“‘When I died I went to paradise, and 

in all that beautiful land I was unhappy, 
for I could look down and see you suffering 
and sorrowful, until I begged that I might 
come back to earth, in the spirit if not in 

the flesh, and cheer you. They let me 
come, and I shall always be with you, to 
cheer you and make you as happy as 1 
can ; nor will it be a sacrifice on my part, | 

for Paradise, though it is beautiful beyond 

compare, is dreary while you are not 

there.’ 
“ And it was the kiss she printed cn my 

brow, the soothing caress she gave me, 
that made me too happy to coutain my 

joy, and I swooned. 
“When 1 awoke, Annette was no long- 

er there, and the nurse, when [ asked what 

had become of her, shook her head, and 
told me I was too weak to excite myself: 

nette was dead, she told me quietly and 
sympathetically as she could. But the 
nurse did not know what I meant, and 
when I asked I she had seen no one pass 
out of my room, she smiled and told me 

Annette, 

1 
to be quiet, lest the delirium should re- 
turn, Then she went out, and I was left 

alone, 
“As I lay there and thought I had not 

lost Annette entirely my mind grew easier, 
and my conscience seemed relieved of the 
heavy weight that had been bearing it 

down. So, when on the morrow she ap- 
peared to me, coming into the room her- 
alded, it seemed, by a sweet fragrance. I 
was not at all startled, but greeted her 

with a smile of glad welcome. 
“It is as you suppose,’ she said, as if 

in answer to a question she knew I would 
ask, ‘they cannot see me. I am invisible 
to all earthly eyes but yours, love. To 

you alone I live, and for you only !” 
©The days wore on, and again I mingled 

with the world. It sympathized with me, 
and I tried to show the grief I ought to 
have felt, when I was given words of pity 
and comfort. But my sorrow was feigned 
though no one knew it, for how could I be 
unhappy when she who was so much 
more beautiful than when of the earth was 

with me all the time ? 
“She would sit with me in my studio 

all day long, or stand, looking over my 
shoulder as I painted, now and then offer- 
ing snggestions that were of inestimable 
value to me. The inspiration of her sweet 
presence showed itself in every stroke of 
my brush, in every light and shadow, and 
my work was never so excellent. While 
I worked we would talk, and the people 
who passed my door wondered at hearing 
my voice, for they could not hear hers, 
and thought I was alone. We were very 

happy. 
“A desire to paint her portrait came 

upon me one day, and I spoke of it to 
She was delighted with the idea 

and I commenced. I painted her as she 
appeared to me, clad in the soft robes that 
left her arms and throat exposed, her hair 
loosely fastened and falling in waving 
tresses over her shoulders. The portrait 
was never intended for mortal eyes, but it 
would have made me famous had I wished 
to exhibit it, I am sure. When it was fin- 

ished, we stood looking at it. 
“¢ Am I so beautiful, then ?’ she asked. 

I had done her poor justice and told her 
so. Then I covered the face of the pic- 
ture and hid it, I will show it to you 

some day. 
“I saw a look of longing, I thought, in 

her eyes one day. ‘Do you never grow 
tired of this place and wish to go back to 

your heavenly home ?’ I asked her. 
“¢ Never,’ she said, I was thinking just 

now of my present happiness, and not, as 
you think, of that which I am losing by 
staying with you.’ 
“¢Could you leave me if you wanted 

to ;’ I asked. 1 shall never forget the 
sadness, the reproach, of her expression 
when she exclaimed : ‘ And do you want 

me to go, then 1” 
“¢No, no,” I hastened to reply, and 

kissed her reassurringly. ‘No, Annette, 
But what I meant was this: Does not 
your desire to come hack to me prevent 
your returning to the land beyond ?’ 
“¢I do not know. I believe, nay, Iam 

sure, that you have a control over me 
such as you exercise on my earthly self 
when we went home that night I don’t 
think I could leave you, for my will is as 
much yours now as ever. But I don’t 
want to leave you, and you—you must 
never make me. You must never grow 
weary of me as some men do of their 

wives, Will you? 
“¢ Never, Annette,’ 
“ Then she seemed much relieved, and 

we sat in silence for a long time. Sud- 

denly she said : 
“¢] want you to take me to our old 

home, where we were on that night when 
you—->"" 

“I would not let her finish the sentence. 
‘No, no,’ I exclaimed, ‘it is full of unplea- 
sant memories.” I had never entered the 
place since that fatal night, feeling that I 
should be too much overcome by the sen- 
sations that would result from a visit to 
the scene of my-—ecrime. The house had 
remained locked and no one had entered 
it. 1 tried to dissuade her, therefore, from 

her desire to go there, but she was set up- 
on it, and I had to consent at last. 
“So we went, The house was still as 
the grave and as dark. It was summer, 

and as we opened the window, a soft, 
warm breeze blew in upon us, and the 
scent of the heliotropes and the roses 
growing in the garden was wafted in upon 
it, A stange sensation, a premonition of | 
danger, seemed to take possession of me in | 
the midst of all the beauty of the day and | 
scene, and in an anxiety of sudden fear 1 | would bring to me would overcome me, 

“T tried to hold her, but witha rippling | 
laugh she broke away from my grasp, and | 
eluded me, running lightly up the stairs. 

I followed her unwillingly, though there | 

was nothing to be afraid of that I could | 
see or imagine, Yet that same feeling of 
of danger filled me, and when we reached | 
the threshold of the door of the room | 
where the events of that night had taken | 
place, I tried once more to make her | 
come down stairs again with me. But | 
she would not, and stood looking about 

with an air of interest. 
“¢Jt does not come back to me very 

clearly,’ she said at last. ‘I cannot re- 
member all that happened. I remember | 
coming into the room, sitting in that arm- | 

chair, and—see, like this.’ 
“Before I could prevent her she had run 

across the room and taken her seat in the 
very chair where she had thrown herself 
on that fatal night. Yes, in the very | 
chair, and, as if that were not enough to 
inflict upon me, who would forget it all, 
in the same position as she sat when it | 
occurred, bringing it back with terrible | 
distinctness. 
“Her head was thrown back, and rested 

on one white arm ; her lips were parted 
in a smile, her eyes closed, and she seem- | 

ed as one asleep. 
“¢ Annette, Annette,’ I cried, ‘for God’s 

sake, don’t.’ 
“She opened her lustrous eyes and 

smiled at me. ‘What is the matter, my | 
love ?’ she asked. ‘Why are you afraid. 
1 am net. Come, come and kiss me.’ 

“Then I bent over and kissed her, as I 
had done that other time, and as I didso I 

felt a sudden, awful desire come upon me, 
I do not know why it was, for at that mo- 
ment I loved Annette more than I ever 
loved her before, but I felt as though I 
should like to try my power upon the 
spirit as I did upon the fleshly Annette. 
The former, she had told me, was as much 
in my power as the body had been, and if | 
that were so, why could I not influence it 
as well? I never thought of the conse- | 

quences—why, I do not know, I cannot 
tell. I ouly know thatas I stood there, 
with one of her warm arms about my 

neck, the other serving as a soft pillow for 
her pretty head, har eyes closed and that 
same radiant happy smile upon her lips, 
I had to do what I did, and heaven can 
testify that it was not of my own volition. 

“ Holding my breath I bent over her, 

and placed my hand upon her forehead, 

gently stroking the alabaster brow. She 

did not open her eyes, but said dreamily, | 

‘ What are you doing ? 

“¢ Brushing the hair away from your | 

forehead so that I may kiss it the better,’ 

I said. 
“Ah, if she had opened her eyes and | 

seen me, seen the expression of my faceas | 
I lied thus to her, she would have started | 

up in fright and the rest of what I am go- 
ing to tell you would not have happened. | 
“I brushed my hand across her forehead | 

again, her lips went wider apart, her | 
smile deepened. Again, and her breath | 
came more softly, while her bosom rose | 
and fell with the gentle regularity that is 
seen only in sleep. Her arm released its 
hold upon my neck and fell at her side. 
She was asleep, sound asleep. 
“Once more I smoothed her forehead, 

and this time the flesh was strange to my 
touch. Its solidity was not there, nor the 

warmth, and my fingers appeared to sink, 
sink into air, nothingness. Merciful hea- 
ven! As] looked at Annette my eyes 
could not see her so well. Where her 
white arm rested on the chair I could see 
through it ; I could see through her body, | 
I could see—I laughed at the delusion, for | 
that it must be, and tried to rub my eyes | 
into brightness, but as I looked again 1 
saw—I did not see— 

“She, my Annette, was fading, vanish- | 
ing away, like a mist. I reached out my | 
hands, there was nothing between them 
and the chair. She had gone, disappeared! | 
“For a moment my heart stood still. | 

Then, as the terrible truth dawned upon 
me, 1 reeled, and would have fainted, but | 
a sound came to my ears. A sound like | 
her voice, and it was full of the sadness of | 
a broken heart, full of burning tears, and | 
it said : 
“¢My own, my love, how could you? 

“0, the reproach of it! the rebuke! I | 
staggered ; the blood rushed to my brain, 
choking me, and 1 fell, senseless, to the | 

floor! 

“They told me [ should not have gone 
back to the house, for I ought to have 
known that the shock would prove too | 
much for me, and the recollections a visit | 

started to go away. But Aunette would | They did not know, and I let them pity | 
not have it. 

“¢No,’ she said, ‘I am going upstairs 
to seé all there is to see. Come on.’ 

“Stop,” I cried, ‘you must not. Let 

us get out of here as soon as we can.’ 

“t Silly,’ she laughed, ‘don’t be so fool- 

ish, 1 am going upstairs, and if you want 
to come you must follow me.” 

| me and offer me solace in their i ignorance. | 
It was better—far better !” 

Parkinson’s head fell forward upon his | 

breast, his eyes assumed a glassy stare, and | 
he said the last few words in a hollow | 
whisper. 1 could not speak in my great | 
amazement and horror at the story he had | 
told me, and could only wait until he | 
went on, for he had something more to say. 

—_—————— 

“That my influence over the spirit was 
as strong as that which I had over the liv. 
ing Annette was not remarkable, I think, 
but I cannot see why she should have van 

ished, why she should die again, under the 
mesmeric sleep, Why did she! Why, 

O, why, could she have not simply fallen 
into slumber, as the other one did? Why 
did I have to lose her—why did 1?” 
The man’s suffering was frightful to be. 

hold. He foamed at the mouth and raved, 

as he muttered the last words. 

We took him to his home, and all was 

done that could be, but before morning 

he died with one word on his last breath-— 
“ Annette !”’ 

We searched the studio for the picture, 
and found it. Those who knew Parkin. 
son’s wife all said it was a beautiful por. 
trait of her, but too ideal. TI did not tell 

them the story then, so they never knew 
how he came to paint it. I took the pic- 
ture at a good price, and still have it, 

| though, if Parkinson had his say in the 
matter I suppose he would want it des 
troyed. 
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The Toronto Heme for Incurables. 

PARKDALE, Ont., 27th, 1888.—Gentle- 

men, it gives me pleasure to let you know 
I have derived great benefit from the use 
of Nerviline. I have been a great suf- 
ferer from Neuralgia in the face, and last 
two years was quite a martyr to the mal- 

ady. So soon as I observed the Nervi- 
line advertised I ‘obtained a bottle from 

our druggists, Messrs. John Gray & Co., 

Parkdale, and the effect was marvellous ; 

pain ceased and I can enjoy sound sleep 
at night, and rise refreshed. I cannot speak 
too highly of it and heartily recommend 
it. ALEXANDER STEEN, 

URBANA SAR baie, 

A Life om the Ocean Wave. 

A steam packet company of Liverpool 
desired to enlarge their premises and de- 
cided to purchase the piece of land adjoin. 
ing, and which belonged to a maiden lady. 
The lady was willing to sell, and at so low 
a figure that the directors were astonished. 
She had a clause inserted in the deed to 
the effect that during the term of her 
natural life she and a companion should at 
any time travel free.in any of the com- 
pany’s vessels. The directors were de. 
lighted with their bargain and readily 

‘agreed to this, 

On the following day the lady sold her 
furniture, rented her house and went on 

board the first outward bound vessel be- 

longing to the company, without troubling 
hersef about her destination. Since that 

time, now twenty years ago, she hasalways 

lived on one ship or another, and is gen- 
erally accompanied by some lady traveller 
for whom she advertises, She is believed 

to have made more than ten thousand dol- 

lars by the transaction, and the company 

has offered her this sum to get rid of her, 
but without success, as she is earning more 

in this than she could in any other way. 
-— or ~ 

“Tired all the Time,” 

| Is the complaint of many poor mortals, 
who know not where to find reliet. 

Hood’s Sarsaparilla possesses just those 

elements of strength which you so earnest- 

ly crave, it will build you up, give you an 

appetite, strenghten your stomach and 

nerves. Try it. 

Hood’s pills act especially upon the 
liver, rousing it from its torpitidy to its 

natural duties, cure constipation and as. 
sist digestion. 

-— ar « 

Eyes of Men and Women. 

A physiological observer has come to 
| the conclusion that women have a larger 
proportion of brown eyes than men. He 

| also finds that the color of the eyes in 

| children does not become fixed until they 
have arrived at the age of ten years. It 

has been pointed out by another investiga- 
tor that when both parents have eyes of 
the same tint the chances are forty to four 

| that the eyes of the children will develop 

the same color as they grow up; and that 
when the parents have eyes of different 

| colors the chances are fifty-five to forty- 

five in favor of brown as against blue or 
| gray eyes in their offspring. 

-— ee - 

TWO HARVEST EXCU RSIONS. 

¥Yia the Chicago, Milwaukee & St, Paul 

RY, on Tuesday, Angust 30th, 

aud September 27th, 
1892, 

Where the | um are kissed by the wandering 
breez 

And the folds are rich with the golden grain; 
Where the schooner plows thro ath the prairie 

seas, 
To its destined port on a western plain ; 

Where homes may never be yt in vain, 
And hope is the thriftiest plant that grows; 

| Where man may ever his rights maintain, 
And land is as free as the wind that blows, 

For further particulars apply to the 
| Dearest Ticket Agent, or address A. J. 
| Taylor, Canadian Passenger Agent, 4 
| Palmer House Block, Toronto, Ont. 

~~. 

No other Sarsaparilla has the merit by 
which Hoods Sarsaparilla has won 
such a firm hold upon the confidence of 

| people, 


