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Some time ego | was dining tete-a- ete 

with Dr. D , a gentleman well known 

in bie proicemon but whose nsme 1 prefer 

to suppress. After dinner the conversi- 

tion iurned upon & certain murder that bad 

been com mitted—a murder of details 80 

revolupg sud extraorvinery as to 

a great part of public attention and a good 

wevy columns of the newspapers, the per- 

petrator lying at the ime under the sen- 

tence of death. A stranger, a tramp, 

actusted as it reo by no particular 

object, such as 1vo ge or ylunder, but 

posseescd rolely, 1. would appear, with a 

sucden just of blood, had murdered a whole 

femily irom the sged grandiather to ibe 

intsnt in its cradle. He had betrayed 

neither belore nor since any symptoms of 

insenity, end was now laboring, it the pa- 

pers were 10 be believed, under sn awak- 

ened and hornfied sense of bis guilt, but 
wees vosble to explain bis motive or give 

reason for his deed. We talked ss 1 have 

ssid, on this subject, and I asked my friend 

whether be coulu give any explanation, or 

possessed any theory which would account 

for a circumstance so extraordinary. 

‘1 do possess a theory,” he rephed, and 
it is possible you may thivk 1t a wild one, 
as coming trom a professional man. i 
myself, ten years ago, would have scouted 
1t as absurd,out [ Lag since that time a cer 
tain experience, an experience so dreadiul 

80 incredible, that when I look back upon 

it 1 can scarcely bring myselt to believe 

that it actually cccurred, and but for the 

terrible attendant circumstances that de- 
prived me of two of the dearest iriends 1 
ever bad, 1 should imagine myseitl to Lave 
been the vicim of ao hallucination. I will 
teil my story tor the first tme to you, 2nd 
you shall then judge whether my theory 
bas not strong grounds for support.’ 

Accordingly, baving repienished our 
glasses and hit our cigars, the doctor com- 

menced his tale. 

The best friend | ever bad—I may sey 
my only real triend, as iriend should be— 
the Jonathan to my David—wss a8 man 
nemed Jobn Hargrieves. We bad been 
educated together; as a little boy be was 
my father’s pupil; we went to Westminster 
tegether, moved up through the school to- 
gether, at all sports and amusements we 

were inseparable ; and when, at the close 
of our school life, he went to Oxtord, I 
gave my parents no rest till 1 was allowed 
to accempany im. On our lite at Oxlord 
I need vot dilate; suflice it to say that 
there we dnitted somewbat apart ; his mode 
of life and mine were different; he was 

heir to a consideravle fortune, and the 

rather straitened income ot my father 
would not permit of my indulging 1n the 
smusements in which he and bis set de- 
lighied, but nevertheless we were etiil 

friends, though we did not meet as often as 
tormerly. 10 tell the truth, he became 
rather wild, and in his second year was 
‘sent down’ tor rome foolish prank, while I 
stayed on, and tock my degree. We still 
corresporded with great regularity, and 
during the next three years I trequently 
enjoyed his society—as frequently, that 1s 
to sey, as a young and struggling physician 
coula afford the time. 

About a year siter his leaving college he 
met, woed and married Lillian Cloudesley, 
a very charming girl, closely related to me 
and who was as dear to me as a sister, 80 
that our bonds of friendship became, if 
possible more closely drawn than ever. It 
was some three years after his marriage 
that 1 received a strange letter from hm. 
He bad, through the death of a relative, 
ceme nto a considerable fortune, and he 
now wrote to tell me that he bad recently 
purchased a place in Yorkshire, called 
‘Moorlands,’ irom wbich he dated his let- 
ter, and begged me in somewhat exegger- 
ated terms, as I thought,to come down and 
spend a lew days with lm, 1t I could not 
spare more. There was, I scemed to ob- 
serve, running through his letter something 
stramed and unhke bis usual style ot cor- 
reepondence, and his invitation savored of 
actual entreaty, as though my acceptance 
was slost a matter of necessity to him. 

My practice at that time was not so large 
but bal a few days might eaarly be epareq, 
and 1 wrote to bim accordingly, naming 
the day and hour of my arrival. 
On my stepping «fl the train at the little 

station some jvur mies from *Moorlends,’ 
the first person 1 saw was Jack Hargrievee 
anxiously scanning the passengers, and the 
air with which he greeted me bad in it, to 
my eye, sometbing of relief. He was in 
excellent epirits, almost boisterously so, 
and had never appeared in better health in 
bis lite, so that an 1dea I had formed thst 
he had asked me down to consult me pro 
fessionally was almost dissipated. 

I may pauee bere a moment to describe 
him. He was what you would call a fine- 
looking man, not strictly handsome, but 
with a charming open countenance; six 
feet in bis stockings, fair, clean shaven, 
with tbe exception ot a long yellow mous. 
tache, clean-hmbed, carrying himselt like 
a soldier, and with gentleman wriiten on 
every inch ot bum. 
He had come down himself, he said, to 

meet me, not daring to trust me te the 
tender mercies of his coachman over York. 
shire roads, and certainly I should have 
been loth, had 1 not been aware ot his 
reputation as the best whip of his dey at 
Oxtord, to trust myselt in the vehicle 
which he had brought for my transportation 
-an abnormally high dogcart, with a pair of 
fiery looking chestnuts, harnessed tandem. 
towever, conquering any Little qualms of 
nervousness I ielt, and devoutly hoping 
that the frightful hills 1 saw in the distance 

were not on the road to ‘Moorlands’ I 
mounted and we rode off. 
We bad not proceeded more’ than half 

the distance, when my .ompanion, who 
had at first been extremely talkative, re- 
lapsed into silence, and seemed to be 
meditating deeply. 

‘What's the matter with you, Jack ? 
[ asked. ‘For the last quarter ot an bour 
you have been talking thirteen to the 
dozen, and now you haven‘t a word to 
throw to a dog.’ 
He replied with another question: 
‘Did you notice anything strange about 

my letter, Billy ?¢ 
‘Nothing particular, I answered, ‘ex 

cert that you seemed unneceeearily anxious 
and rather ceremonious in your ipvitation 
ar d that there were rather more blunders 
than usuel in the spelling. But seriously, 
Jack, is anything the matter ?’ 

“There 1s,” be commenced, and stopped. 
‘Never mind about it now, Billy; you 
shall bave it all in the emoking room, after 
dinner. See ! There is ‘Moorlsnds,’ and 
be pointed with hie whip to a large gray 
stone huilding, halt house, halt castle, 
which lay balt screened by trees in a valley 
while around it and towards it the purple 
moors from whick it doubtless took its 
name, and sloped downwards. 

‘So that is ‘Moorlands? I congratulate 
you on its picturerqueness. By the way, 
who was the tormer tenant?’ 

‘It has been in the market a long time,’ 
he replica. ‘It bas not heen inhabited for 
ten years. The last tenant, or rather own- 
er, a man named Beverley, murdered his 
only son there, a strange thing, too, for he 
was said to be uncommonly tond ot him, 
and then killed himself, and the heirs have 
never yet, for some reason or other, been 
able to dispose of it, until 1 happened to 
bear of it. I got it at quite a bargain. 
There are queer stories about it in the 
neighborboou. But here we are,” and 
cressing an old stone bridge and turning 
through the heavy. massive gates, we 
drove up to the hall door, where Lallian, 
with ber two year-old boy in her arms, 
was waiting to welcome us. 
Whatever care might be weighing on 

her busband’s mind it was evident that she 
bad no share in it. There was no sign of 
trouble in those clear-sbining eyes, no 
print of care on that low, broad forehead. 

Sve greeted me like a sister—in early 
life we bad been much thrown together— 
aod young Master John was exhibited, 
and 1 was called upon to admire the prog- 
ress he had made since I last saw him. His 
father was evidently very proud of him, 
and from the looks of affection he bestow- 
ed on his wife and child it was plain that 
bis heart was bound up in them. And 
Lalian—she bad eyes tor no one but 
bim, and in their pure depths shone love 
unalterable when ske looked upon him. 
‘Here at any rate,’ 1 said to myself, * 13 a 
thoroughly happy and loving couple.’ 
The points and proficiency of the son 

and ber having been duly admired, I was 
taken on a tour of inspection. The house 
or castle, whatever you might call it, bad 
been thoroughly renovated, but the old 
furniture and tapestries had been retained, 
tnd the modern appointments had been 
made (0 coniorm as much as possible to the 
general style of the whole. 

Of all the rooms through which we 
passed the one which took my fancy most 
was the smoking room, or study, as Jack 
preferred to caliit; bis own private sanc- 
tum. It was situated in the western tow- 
er, the oldest part oi the building, was lit 
by small mullioned windows, and a large 
pene of glass admitted light from the stsir- 
way leading to several rooms above, oue 
of which had been assigned to me. It 
was a paradise of 4 smoking room, with 
soft rugs, inviting ~hairs, and a roaring 
fire 1a the open hearth. 
‘And this,” J said to myself, ‘is where we 

are 10 have our corfidence to night ? So 
be it.’ 

And so it was, for after Lillian bad re- 
tired for the night it was he e that Jack 
and I found ourselves with a glass of grog 
apiece and a couple of priceless Havanas 
betweeen our lips, prepared to give and 
receive cenfidence. 

‘And now, Jack,” I said, ‘when you have 
down twirling that moustache that Lillian 
aud you are so proud of, and scowling at 
the fire, will you tell me what it was that 
1nuuced you to write me that urgent letter, 
and, in short, what is the matter ?’ 

‘It is bard to tell yon exactly, Billy,’ he 
answered, ‘what is the matter. 1 have 
bad strange feelings lately—presentiments 
—1I don’t know what you would call them, 
something indefinite weighing on my 
epirite, and when I sit here of an evening [ 
cannot fix my ‘attention oa anything. I 
have a tceling as though there were some 
thing unnatural, uncanny, in the room 
with me, which I cannot sce buat which is 
watching me. 1 see you laugbh—you think 
I am growing nervous. You were never 
turther from the mark in your ite. My 
nerves are as steaay as yours, and out of 
this part of the house it does not affect me. 
It is in this room particularly that I am 
aware of it.’ 

‘Then why not ciose the room ?’ 
‘Bacause I supoose I am too proud to 

give in. I want to investige it, to have 

your opinion. I should feel myself to be 
a poor sort of creature if I closed up such 
room as this merely because 1 fancied that 
ld of pi ut ” 

‘So it is Mr. Beverley you suspect 
I asked. ‘Is this room, by any chance, 
the one in which the murder you spoke ot 
was committed P’ 

‘It is,” be replied. ‘Look here,’ and, 

lifting up a corner of the rug, he pointed 
to a dark discoloration of the 
planks. ‘That is his blood, they say.’ 
‘How long is it since this saffzir bap 

pened ?’ 
‘Ten years to morrow night. To tell 

you the truth straight out, that is the 
reason that I so particularly wished you to 
come. They say in the neighborhood that 
something 1s seen on the anniversary of 
that night, though what it is nobody seems 
exactly to know, and I wished for some 
companion, to test the truth of the rumor, 
and whom should I choose but you, my old 
friend ? 

‘Your old friend is infinitely obliged to 
you for such a mark of consideration,’ I 
replied. ‘But in spite of the compliment 
you paid my nerves just mow, 1 doubt 
whether I have any great desire to make 
Mr.Beverley’s acquaintance. But seriously 
Jack,don’t give way to this morbid feeling. 
It you do you will find yourseli unable to 
live in the house, and your bealth will suf- 
ter. I will sit up with you with the great- 
est pleasure, but as for any expectation of 
seeing anything, I have pone. You had 
much better let me prescribe for you.’ 
Jack once more indignantly disclaimed 

eny such necessity, and, picking up a mag- 
azine, was soon deep in its contents. I 
busied myself with the newspaper, and, 
baving met with an article which inte: ested 
me, and had been reading for some little 
time when, happening to glance at my 
friend, I saw that he had laid down his 
book and was looking uncomtortably about 
bim. 

‘Billy, be said suddenly, ‘it is in the 
room. [ feel it.’ 

I'here was something very unpleasant 
wbout so abrupt an announcement and 
though I do not think that I could be call- 
ed at all a nervous sort of person, I felt a 
decided cold thrill run through me. 
‘Where ? ’ I esked, with an attempt at 

a laugh. 
‘l teel the presence most distinctly, 

more distinctly than at any previous time. 
It reems as though it, whatever it way be, 
were watching me from that corner.” and 
he pointed to some old tapestry worked in 
uncouth figures wh ch adorned one side of 
the room. 

I glanced towards the point indicated. 
There was something there—something 
vague, shadowy, indistinct, something like 
8 human figure. I sprang up, and as [ did 
80 it disappeared, but not before I had 
caught might ot a countenance so fell, so 
diabolical, se utterly surpassing anything I 
bad ever conceived, that [ telt ei1:k with 
downright terror. I mastered my emotion 
with a strong effort, but I felt that I was 
white to the lips. 

‘What is the matter ° said Jack, start- 
ing up. 

‘Nothing,” I replied. ‘Nothing— only 
you frightened me by your abruptness, 
sod I fancied that I saw something. But 
it was only a shadow.’ 

‘You are more easily scared than I ex- 
pected,’ he said, and so I thought myself 
when common sense once more resumed 
her throne and I was able to think quietly 
over the matter. What more probable 
than that the phantom which had sppeared 
to me, as I thought had been conjured up 
by an excited imagination. 1 had doubt- 
less been startled by Jack's sudden an- 
nouncement that he was conscious ot a 
supernatural presence in the room. His 
abruptness had frightened me, and tt was 
most probable that fancy had woven out 
ot nothing that fleeting vision, that hor- 
rible countenance, that shadowy, indis- 
tinct figure. I was ashamed, surprised, 
st my weakness, and so determined to re- 
assure myself of its uoreality that I ridi- 
culed my absurdity to Jack, though with 
half-hearted merriment. It was his turn 
now to assume the mentor, and he counsel- 
led me with much wisdom about diseased 
imaginations, in much the same words as I 
had addressed to him. By the time his 
homily was finished it was time to retire 
and [ went to bed in a very divided frame 
of mind. 

It was long before I fell asleep, and 
when I did so at length 1 was constantly 
awakening, with that horrible vision burnt, 
as it were, to my eyebslle. It required 
a vast amount of reesoning to assure my- 
self of the absurdity of my fears. 
The morning dawned bright and fair, 

and with 1t the terrors of the night depart- 
ed. After breakfast Jak and I sallied 
forth, bent on the destructicn of such un- 
wary partridges ss might chance in our 
way. I have been reckoned a pretty fair 
shot—in fact, it is the only field sport to 
which I have any leaning—but today I 
shot wide and wild, although unconscious 
of any particular sense of nervounsnees. 
Nevertheless, it was evident that my 
nerves had received a pretty severe 
strain, nor did Jack fail to remark it. 
He chaffed me about it unmercifally, 
and indeed the fright 1 bad exhibited 
the previcus night appeared to have 
raised his spirits in a proportionate 
degree. There were no fits of deep medi- 
tation, no beavy looks; his brow was 
clear, he was all jollity and laughter. 
Poor fellow ! It was late when we returned 
home with a heavy bag, due mostly to 
Jack’s unerring aim. 

Lillian was awaiting us at the halldoor, 
and Jack, bounding up the steps and kiss 
ing his wife with an exuberation of atfec 
tion, related to her my sad falling off as a 
sportsman, with many a jest at my ex 
pense, though of the real reason he breath 
ed not a word—in fact, it seemed to 
weight with him not a featherweight. I 
observed that Lillian, although she return 
ed her husband’s embrace with equal ardor 
and entered into his mood, abetting him 
in his badinage, did not seem to be in her 
usual happy and serene state of mind ; her 
jests were somewhat forced; she seemed 
to me to be hiding some care with an effort 
though her busband appeared at the time 
to n otice nothing unusual in her manner. 
As he turned away to carry the results of 
day’s sport to the larder and to receive the 
encomiums of the cook, she and I were 
left to r. 

‘Billy,’ she said do you believe in pre- 
sentiments P There seems to be some 

cloud over today, as though some trouble 
were coming upon us. | bave been terribly 
anxious about you all day, fearing that 
some accident had befallen one of you. It 
was a great relief to me when you returan- 
ed. 1knowit is foolish, but I cannot 
sheke it fl.’ 
‘You are ae bad as your husband,’ I was 

about to say, but I torebore. It was ap- 
parent that he bad not confided to her the 
facts which in last night's conclave he had 
imperted to me; and I bad no wish to 
enlighten her,s0 I turned it off with a laugh 
and a jest about nerves. 
While | was dressing for dinner Jack 

entered my room, ior the oste-sible 
purpote of borrowing a tie, and as he 
stood folding it betore the glass, he wusked 
me: ‘Is anything the matter with Lillian? 
She is not bersclt; she has been hinticg 
something about presentiments. I bope to 
heaven she is not going to suffer from my 
complaint, or we shall be obliged to close 
up the house. 1 wonder what there is 1n 
the atmosphere of this place that sffects us 
—first me, then you last night, and now 
Lillian. 

‘Her presentment,” I replied, ‘was I 
fancy, chiefly on your account—fear lest I 
should mistake you for a partridge—and 
now that you have returned with a whole 
skin it will vanish; but from the unflatter 
ing reports you have given of my skill, 
don’t be surprised if it returns tomorrow.’ 

‘I wish I could think #0,’ be replied, ‘but 
I hold to my opinion, there is something 
unwholesome to the mind in this place snd 
I almost wish we were out of it, or that 
could discover something definite which 
would give me sn excuse for shutting it up 
or selling it.’ 

‘That,’ saxd I ‘with Jluck we shall do 
tonight. If we are to disccver anything, 
tonight, by all reports should be the time.’ 

Little did I thivk then how my jesting 
words were to be realized. 
Dinner was a rather slow affair. In 

spite of our light treatment of the matter, 
both Jack and I began to feel our spirits 
grow less buoyant as the night grew da k- 
er, and Lillian was still noticeably depress- 
ed. It is one thing to laugh and j=st about 
such a matter in the broad day light, but 
the prospect before us of a preconcerted 
investigation into the truth, coupled with 
Jack’s previous unaccountable sensation 
and my alarming experience tanciful at it 
may have been, was quite another sort of 
thing and we both feit the ecffects as time 
drew on. Dinner over, and Lillian having 
left us to our wine, Jack opened the sub- 
ject. 

‘Do you know, Billy, he begaz, ‘I begin 
to feel most confoundedly nervous about 
this bueiness tomight. I only halt fancy 
the idea of sitting waiting for a ghost to 
eppear, and if he should come, which ot 
course is rather unlikely, what are we te do 
then ? We can’t catch him; we can only 
sit and stare at him. Upon my soul, I have 
halt a mind to back out of it. It 1t wasa’t 
that I'd feel myeelt ever alter a most cred- 
ulous and impressionable ass, I would do 
so.’ 

‘Back out, by all means,” I said. ¢I 
will help you out in that with pleasure,’for 
the vision I bad fancied last night was be, 
ginnig to return to me with remarkable 
distinctness, and I think I had even less 
relish tor the job in hand than Jack; but 
my words bad the opposite effect to what 
I bad intended, and strengthened his wav- 
ering resolution. 
So it was settled, snd we adjourned to 

the smoking room, where we found Lillian 
scated before the fire, with some needle 
work lying in her lap, and her eyes fixed 
upon the coals. She started viclently at 
her entrance. 

‘You are nervous tonight, Lill," said 
Jack. 

‘1 thik I must be,’ she replied, but said 
no more, and presently she challenged her 
husband to a game of chess an amusement 
ot which they were both extremely fond. 

I stood before the fire a short time and 
watched them, wholly engrossed with their 
game. 
‘What a handsome, what a perfectly 

matched pair!” I ssid to myselt; and 
once when, with a light laugh, she correct 
ed one of his moves and smiled up in bie 
tace, I caught the quiet look oi devotion, 
given and received. Tobey might have 
been lovers. 1 watched them tor a tew 
minutes, and then left the room, to search 
for a book which I had mislaid. As I 
passed up the stairs the old clock struck 
ten. . 

‘Two bours yet to midnight,’ I said, ‘and 
then for Mr. Beverley.’ 

I was not long in discovering the object 
of my search, and I returned downstairs to 
the room in which [ had leit my friends. 
I think 1 have mentioned betore that the 
chamber was partially lighted from the 
staircase by a large pane of glass. Across 
this window a heavy curtain usually hung 
in the evening, but on that night it was 
withdrawn, and the interior of the room 
was visible to anyone ascending or descend- 
ing the stairs. 

I passed on my way down and looked 
through this window, and never to my 
dying day shall I forget the sight I saw or 
the scene which ensued. 
Jack Hargrievee and his wifa were still 

seated as I bad leit them, their eyes bent 
upon the chess board, her chin rest- 
ing on her two hands, and he 
with one hand shading his eyes. Bat what 
was that third figure ?—filmy, intangible, 
in dark robes ot vapor, with the horrible 
face aud the twisting, writhing hands? 
Close bebind Hargrieves it stood, and 
seemed almost to envelope him in its misty 
garments, and its eyes were fixed on the 
unconscious Lillian, with a hideous malig- 
nity, an awful, gloating cruelty, in its gaze 
The cry I would have uttered was frozen 
on my lips. Suddenly the figure vanished ; 
where it had stood was empty gir. 
As I stood and gazed, panic stricken, 

Hargrieves raised his head and his wite 
looked np at him. Ard then acry found 
utterance, followed by a scream—ear- 
piercing. agonizing, resonant with terror 
—{rom the unfortunate girl, as she spr 
to her feet and gazed upon her Medbesd 
with starting eyes. Her husband? Was 

that thing her husband? His feature 
livid and distorted, bore a horrible rese 
blance to the phantom which had stood 
his back, and in his eyes gloamed the sa 
frigh'tal expression which the demon ha 
worn. : 
For a few seconds they looked on on 

another, she in terror and he in an utte 
abandonment of cruelty; and then, quic 
as thought, he snatched from the wall a 
Algban dagger and rushed upon her 
Again that awful scream rang out, and 
dashing the window to shivers with m 
toot, and scarce conecicus of my actions, 
sprang into the room. 

Alas! Alas! Too late! Ere I could] 
raise myself from the floor the fatal blow: - 
had tallen. " 
Then like a tiger which has tasted blood 

the fiend turned upon me and I found my- | 
self locked in a deadly grapple. | 

I was naturally a tar stronger msn than | 
Hargrieves and my muscles, from a long 
course of training, were at their best. My 
left hand had instinctively clutched the | 
hand which held the kaite, and so knee to 
knee we struggled desparately. Ob, it 
was horrible! to know that from those 
fierce eyes which glared into mine the devil 
was looking forth; that the limbs, which 
now possessed a strength colossal, were 
animated by that hellish icfluence | What 
chance bad 1 in such a contest, siruggling 
though 1 was for life ? Slowly but surely 
I was forced back—back—and 1 felt that 
my hold of hia band was failing. At length 
with a sudden effort he released it; | saw 
the the bright steel flash in the lamplight, 
and gave myself up. Bat even as the 
dagger hung poised in the air the 
door was burst open, and the 
men-servants of the establishment ap- 
peared on the threshold. For 4 second ha 
glanced at them in bs filad rage and spite, 
and then tbe dagger was turned against 
his own breast, and he fell across me a 
corpse—the pest, the truest friend I ever 
bad !—and from bis broad breast ran a 
dark siream, renewing that stain upon the 
floor which he had shown to me, ihe evi- 
dence of that ten-yesr-old tragedy. 
How often in the past, I wondered, had 

that foul spirit hovered round the living, 
gloating over his prey and waiting for the 
tatal day when he might wreck his will up. 
on them. Poor Jack ! honest, upright and 
gentle all his days, and murderer and 
suicide at the last. 

There was an inquest, of course. My 
evidence was soon given. I testifiad to 
baving seen him but a tew minutes betore 
the tragedy, in tull possession of his senses 
and to having witnessed the sudden turn of 
madness spring up. The verdict, a unani- 
mous one, was, as is usual in such cases, 
that of ‘temporary insanity.” I remained to 
pay the last tribute of respect to the dead, 
and then returned to town broken in health 
and spirit without having mentioned to 
anyone the vision which | had seen. What 
purpose would it bave served P [ should 
have been laughed at and suspected of in- 
sanity myselt. You are the first person to 
whom my tale has been told, and now that 
you have heard it you can guess my theory. 

‘Well, doctor,” I #sid, ‘as regards your 
theory, I am neither disposed to accept or 
refute 1t, and considering that 1 should 
have bee. at home an hour ago, I cannot 
stop to argue onit.’ And so I took my 
leave, much surprised at the doctor's sto-y, 
and strongly iaclined to suspect him of an 
unusually exuberant imsgination. 

DOCTORS BAFFLED 
BY THE CASE OF TiRS. HARRISON 

OF ORANGEVILLE. 

She Was Completely Run Down-—Racked 
With Pains in the Back, Head and 
Limbs—Again Rejolcing in Good Health. 

From the Sun, Orangeville, Ont. ER 
Many cases are constantly being brought 

to light of persons being cured by that 
wonderful remedy—Dr. Williams’ Pink 
Pills—atter doctors have failed to be of 
benefit. Among them may be noted the 
case of Mis. Benjamin Harrison, a well 
known lady who resides in the near vicinity 
ot Orangeville, Oat. A reporter of the 
Sun hearing of Mre. Harrison's wonderful 
cure called at her home to inquire into the 
tacts of the case. Murs. Haruison said she 
was pleased to be able to testity to the 
great curative powers of these pills. She 
said: “For some years | bave been a 
constant sufferer. Just what to call my 
diseases I do not know; even the doctors 
were unable to diagoose it. 1 was com- 
pletely run down, 1 hac racking pains in 
my head, back aod limbs. | was un- 
able to secure sound sleep, and on 
arising in the morning would feel 
as tired as belore going to bed. My 
stomach was In a bad condition and 
the least movement caused my heart to 
palpitate  wviolen ly. Doctors treatment 
tailed to be of benefit to me and [ was in a 
very discouraged state when a friend advis- 
¢d we to try Dr. Williams’ Pick Pills. 
Toinking tbat they might relieve me 
little 1 procured a supply and began taging 
them according to directions. From the 
ficat I could see that they were helping me, 
and by :he time 1 bad taken halt a dozan 
boxes I was free trom the ailments that: 
bad ede my life miserable. it is now 
several ycars since . took the pills and not 
the least sign ot my old trouble has since 
snown itsell. 1 would strongly urge the 
use of Dr. Wiliams’ Piak Fills for any 
person who bas a weak or run down system 
and I am sure they will not fail to be bene- 
acial.’ 
fi To those who are weak, easily tired 
nervous, or hose blood is out ot condition 
Dr. Williams’ Fink Pills come as a bless- 
ing, curing when all other medicines tail 
and restoring those who give them a fair 
trial to a full measure of health and 
strength. Sold by all dealers in medicine 
or sent by mail, post paid, at $0 cents a 
box, or six boxes for $2.50, by address- 
ing the Dr. Williams’® Medicine Co. 
Brockville, Ont. 
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