-1

s

FOR LOVE AND BIRTHRIGHT

—OR—

PLOT VS. PRINCIPLE. i

Before replying she lifted her keen
eyes and searched his face. Evidently
she was satisfied that he was trust-
worthy, for she said:

“If you will kindly assist me to the
ladies’ room I will thank you.”

She spoke composediy, but her very
lips were white now, and Walter could
see that it was only by a mighty ef-
fort of her will that she concealed
the agony she was suffering. A

“Certainly,” he sald, and supporting
her by the arm, for she was unu_hlu
to take his, he led her into the ladies’
room and seated her in a chair.
“You are very kind,” she wurmur-

ed; “apd now have you a sharp
knife 7"
“Yes, madam,” And he drew it

quickly from his pocket and opened it.

“Please cut off my gloves,” she
said; “my hands are swelling rapidly
and they are painful.”

Walter knelt before her, and, tak-
ing the hand that he had noticed was
bleeding, auickly cut the glove away,
revealing more plainly the livid and
mangled flesh and bruises beneath.

He then turned to the other arm,
which still hung limp and helpless at

Jher side.

“Lift it into my lap. It is broken,
I fear, for I have no power over it
but the glove must come off imme-
diately,” the woman said, as he hesi-
tated to touch it.

He d'd as she commanded, but the
sight that met his eyes when e had
removed the glove nearly
him ; for the bones of the wrist were
broken and almost protruding through
the flesh, while he was sure there was
still another break farther up.

Jut she was very brave and sell-
possessed, thanking him for, his aid,
and she even smiled upon him as he
lifted his own pale face to lhers, say-
ing :

"“Let me go for a surgeon.”

“No, not yet,” she replied, “I must
get home first. I expected my car-

rlage to be here to meet me, but I

saw nothing of my achman, and
fear my telegram was not received.
If you will get ma a publ’'c conveyance
and help me into b, I will troubls you
no further.” .
‘“Have you baggage ?” Walter in-
quired, springing to his fest to execute

unmanned |

her commission, and thinking she was ;

the bravest lady he had ever seen.

“Yes, and I shall need it, too. You
will find my checks in the pocket of
my travelling-bag.”

room.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
An Arrest,

Madame Howland, as she was known
i the suburban ecity where she Te-
sided, was a very proud and wealthy
woman—or so considered by people
who only knew her in a general way.

She had belonged to one of the oldest
fam!lies of Baitimore; had been re-
garded as a beauty and a belle in her
early life; had been married tw:esz,
each time to a rich and cultivated
gentierpan, and had naturally held
herself w.th all the prile which usually!
attends such unexceptional birth and
position.

She had no children—though report
sa.d that she had lost, years ago, one
idolized son-—-and lived alone in her
grandeur, with only her servants
about her ; was considered exceedingly
exclusive and cold-hearted by society,
though it was whilspered among the
poor that her purse and heart were
always open to their needs and suppli-
catlons.

Walter called at her door every
morning during the week after her
accident, t¢ inquire for her, and

was glad to learn that she
was doing very weli, although her
uijuries haa been of a very

serious nature. Her right wrist and
arm had been broken in two places,
besides being bad.y bruised, while the
left hand had been shockingly lacer-
ated, though no bones were broken in
it.

At the end of a week Walter was
invited to enter, being to.d that mad-
am desired to see him.

[He was conducted to her
parior—a beautiful

private |
|
room in the sec- |

ond story of the house, where he found |

her sitting in a huge
both hands bandaged and he pless, and
looking somewhat worn from the pain
that she had suffered, but sti.l bear-
ing herse f proudly, and with the dis-
tinguished air that had so attracted
Walter when he first saw her.

invalid-chair, |

| cert

She glanced up as he entered, in a |

bright and animated way, saying :
“Well, young man, you find me still

crippled, and I imagine it will be some |

time yet before I sha!l be able to
shake that good right hand of yours
that did me such efficient service.
However, I wanted to see you. So
draw a chair mear to me, and ta'k to
me for little while.”

Walter obeyed, remarking as he sat

{ down, that he was glad to find' her

: |
He secured a. carriage, and then as-

slsted the man in transferring the
baggage to it, notinr that the trunks
were marked ‘“Mrs. M. 1.
and that they had come
Louis.

This accomplished, he returned to
the waiting-room for the injured wo-
man, whom he assisted to the coach,
where he made her as eomfortable as
1t was possible to do, and then asked
her address.

“No. 6 — avenue.” she told him,
and would have thanked him for his
kindness, but lhe quekly closed the
carriage door, and, springing upon the
box with the driver, told him to get
her home with all possible despatch.

Arriving at No. 6 —— avenue, Mrs.
Howland appeared somewhat sur-
prised when Walter agaln presented
himself at the door to assist her to
allight. But she looked gratified, too,
in spite of her pain, whieh was every
moment' increasing,.

Very gently he helped her into the
honse, which,, a single glance was
sufficlent to tell him, was a  most
luxurious one, and when in less than
three minutes she had as many ser-
vants about her, eager to give her
the eare and assistance she so much
needed.

Her first order was for her coach-
man to go for a surgeon, and then
she calmly gave directions for certain
remedies to be brought and applied
to relieve her until he should arrive,
and was so brave and cheerful, in
Spite of her helplessness, that Walter
was filled with admiration for her.

He lLielped the driver get the trunks
into the house, paid and dismi ssed him,
and then went and asked if there was
anything more he could do.

“Yes, my young friend; tell me your
name, that I may know to whom 1
am indobted for so much kindness,”
Mrs, Howland answered, while she
studied h's fine face earnestly.

"My name i{s Richardson — Walter
Richardson,” the young man replied,

. ‘Walter Richardson!” ghe repeated,
in a peculiar tone. “Where do you
Iive 2"

“In Philadelphia, usually ; but just
at presant I am engaged vpon a build-
ng contract {n this place.”

::Whnro do your parents res!ds 2"

I have none; 1 was born in New
York clty, whera both my father and
mother. dled. But, madam, pray do not
let me trouble you with my affairs
whlle you are sulfering so. I hiad bet-
‘mr. leave you now,” Walter conecluded,
seelng "~How' vety ' -1} sho suddénly
Seemed tO have grew, 100

““Yes,” ghe returned, leaning wearily
back in her chalr, while her face was
ghastly white, though her eyes were
fastened with a, look of eager inquiry
pon his face, ‘“‘yes, go now, but prom-
1se that you will come to see me again
Boon ; I must see you again, for—for
You have been very kind.”

“I will come,” Walter promised, and
:23::\ \;‘)(\Zl‘t' away, just as the surgeon
¥, ustiing In, and repaired to his
Place of business. {

But all day long, and for -
eral days, his thoughts were with
that grand woman who had sils-
played 80 much uerve and gour-
8e at a time when almost ny one

from §St.

¢ise would have been prostrated Wy the
painful ordeal through whicl ¢
s 3 W ghe had

3

! 80 much more comfortable than when
He found them, and darted from the |

he saw her last.
“Yes, if you call it comfortable to
be a literal example of what it is

| to have your hands tied,” she respond-

| for you have cheered me wonderfully |
! this morning, and I shall

| ed, laughingly.
Howland,” | - s T

She was a charming old lady, and
entertained her young guest bril-
liantly for hall an hour, and ignoring
herself, gradually led him to talk
about his own life, questioned him
about his business, and at last adroit-
ly managed to draw from him some-
thing of his history.

He was very much attracted by
her, and was surprised at the ear-
est she manifested in him.

“What can T do to reward you for
your Kkindness to me?” she asked,
with a benignant smife, when he fin-
ally arose to leave,

“Pray never mention the matter
again in that way, madam,” Walter
responded, flushing, and drawing him-
sell up a trifle proudly. “I am only

too glad that I was able to be of |

oot |
the Te | suddenly flashed upon him, as he

service to you, and I hope if

is anything that I can do at

time, you will command me.”
“Thank you, and I will take youat

any

{ your word instantly,” madam replied,

smiiing. “You can be of use to me,

command
that you come to see me often.”
“That is a very

pleasure in obeying,”
ed, smiling also.

She looked at him earnestly a
ment, then said:

Walter return-

mo-

| ance of

at once and have the mystery ex.
plained,”

“No,” sald madam, making a little
authoritative gesture; “stay where
you are, If you please,”

Then, turning to the girl, she
added:

“Sarah, go down and ask the of-
ficer if he will do me the favor to
come up stalrs.”

Walter protested agalnst this, for
he could not endure the thought of
her belng annoyed on his account;
but she insisted,

“Or course it is all a mistake,” she
sald; “but it may be a mistake that
may cause you some trouble, and I
should mot rest until it was ex-
plained. Go, Sarah.”

The girl retired, but soon return-
ed, accompanied by an officer, who,
the moment he saw Walter, ap
proached him and arrested him “Iin
the name of the law.”

“What does this mean?” the young
man inquired, looking greatly dis-
turbed.

“It means that I have orders to
take you into custody, and I am sim-
ply performing my duty,” the man
returned, reading his prisoner’s face
with a searching glance.

What is the charge agalnst him ”
demanded Madame Howland, haugh-
tily.

“I regret to say, madam, that it
is—robbery,” the officer returned, re-
Epectfully.

“Robbery !"” exclaimed both of his
listeners, in one breath, while a vivid
crimson shot over Walter’s face, then
quickly receding, left him pale as
death.

“Yes, that is the charge,” the man
answered.

“Whom have I robbed ?—what am
I accused of having taken ?” cried the
young man, proudly.

“Money and jewels.”

“Money and jewels! I have no money
but what 1 have honorably earned,
and as for jewels I have no use for
them,” Walter replied, with a scorn.
ful curl of his lips,

“That may be, my young

friend, |

still I must do my duty, and yon must |
prove your innocence before a judge |

and jury,”
not unkindly,

“Pray, Mr, Officer, explain what this
proceeding means ?”’ madam now in-

the officer answered, but |

terpozed, looking flushed and anxious |

“This young gentleman has been very

him ; he has been coming to my house |
= A

nearly every day for a week, and he
inly does not appear like one who
has committed so grave a crime.”
“That is true, madam,” the officer
returned, studying Walter's
manly face, and beginning to feel

very favorably disposed toward him. | orderly way over a chair before going

“But quite a sum of money and some
valuable dizmonds were missed a week
ago to-day by a lady, Mrs. Robert
Gordon, who is at present living in the
house of Mr. Edmund Carpenter, of
Philadelphia. A thorough search was
at once instituted for the missing valu-
ables—the servants
were questioned and examined, but no
clue could be discovered, .and at first
no one could account for the robbery,
as the house did not have the appear-
having been forcibly enter-
ed, and nothing else was taken, though
there was much in the house that was
valuable which a practiced cracks-
man would surely have made way
with. Several days passed, and then
it was remembered that this young
man had passed the night in the
house, having been detained there by
a severe storm, and having left the

| place very early in the morning be-
| fore anyone was astir, suspicion na.

| turally fell

upon ‘him. If, however,”
the man added, in eoneclusion, “he can
prove his innocence, he will be re-
leaged immediately.”

“This is very disagreeable,” said
Madame Howland, turning to Walter,
and regarding him with a troubled
look.

He was still very pale, and his face
Wwore an anxious expression, for it had

remembered Mrs. Gordon’s treatment

{ of him, and all that Ruby had told

him regarding her wishes, that she
should marry Edmund Carpenter, that
this might be a plot to entangle him
and to ruin him in the eyes of the

| world, and thus blast every hope of

“l ilke you, young man; you make |

me think of—of some one whom ‘I
vsed to know ; and it will do me good
to have a young face in the house.So

please drop in frequently, while you |

remain in the city.”

“I will, thank you,” he replied,
heartily, feeling tha’ it would be de-
lightiul to have the privilege.

[He approached the door as he spoke,
but it was opened before he cou.d
reach it by a servani, who came in,
looking pale and startled.

She cast a frightened ook ai, Wal-
ter as she passed him, and going to her
mistress gald, in a low tone:

“Madam, there is an officer be.ow
who wantg——""

“An officer !” interrupted Madame
Howland, In a tone of surprise. “What
can he possibly want in this house "

“He says he has come to arrest—"
the girl. began,. then stopped, con-
fused, *whi'e her glance wandered ap-
prehensively toward Walter.

“What are you ta.king about
Sarah ¥’ démanded-madam, excitedly.
“An officer to arrest some one hete Ui

“Yes, madam.”

“Whom ¢ Te!l me Instantly, and end
this supense.”

_ “The young gentleman, madam,”
Sarah fatered, with a deprecating
look at Walter. )

The young man looked ast onished.

“Did I understand rightly—that
there is an officer be.ow who asserts
that he has come here to arrest mef”
he asked, turning to the girl.

““Yes 8ir; so he says.”

Madame Howland,” Walter contin.
ved, turning to his hostess, and speak-
ing regretfully. “I am very sorry to
have you so annoyed, and there lg
surely some mistake, It cannot be
(t;lrl;;tpll:m '(,hel ‘mrso;x for whom the

cer searching, sinee I have do:
nothing to we arrested for. I”‘w(iltlj glg

|

| ever winning Ruby for his wife.
agreeable order, |

t and one which I am sure I shall take |

“Mrs. Howlana,” he said, lifting his
troubled eyes, and meeting her gaze
frankly, “what the officer has told
you is true—I did pass the night in
Mr. Carpenter’s houss a week ago .ast
night. I went there to call upon Miss
Ruby Gordon, the lady to whom I am
betrothed, and who is the sister-in-
law of Mrs, Gordon, who, it is assert-
ed, has been robbed. A severe thunder-
Storm came up whiie I was there, and
I' was prevaied upon (o remain un-
til morning. 1 left very early, as Mr.
Carpenter's residence is quite a dis-
tance from the city, and I wished
to catch the early train for Chester
In order to be on hand here when my
men began their work. I did not leave
my room after entering it unti; I left
the house, and you can testify that I
came directly hither, as that was the
morning on which your accident op-
curred. Mors than a'l this,” Walter
added, with a disdainfu! look, “it is
not ikely that I

hope to marry.”

“Of course not,” repied madam ;
“and, Mr, Officer, wh:lll he says is TI,
true; the train in which I was com-
ing from St. Louis reached the station
Just about the time. of his arriva?l
here.. I met with a severe accident
Just after 4ghting from the car, and
he came at oncp. to my agsistance. He
h:ul‘ not the slightest ﬁppuui‘gnce of
having done anything wrong
nor since, for he has been coming heréd

| near.y every day, and I believe I could
| vouch for his Integrity under any oir-

cumstances.”

“No douht, madam, no doubt,” re-
turned the official, blandly, “and it
will probably all come out rightj but
my orders are imperative. I have a
warrant for the young mam's arrest
and T must do my duty.” g

“But he can he released on bail; I
wiil be responsible to amy nmoun't 2y
cried Madame Howland, looking both
exc;&;.:d x;nd distressed.

“That is very kind of ou, ma
amd doubtless the youngy g,exf-[t]le(g:]ﬁ
appreciates your kindness ; but he wizl

X : would be guilty of |
robbing the sister of the lady whom I |

frank, |

-

be obliged to go before the court for
examination first.”

“Where wiil he be examined ¢”

“In Philadelphia, of course.”

“Do not be troubled on my account,
Mrs. How.and,” Walter here inter-
posed ; “I have no doubt that Mr.
Conant, my employer, will do all
that is necessary. I thank you very
much for your kindness, but please do
not allow this to excite you.”

“You will let me know the result of
your examination at once,” pleaded
the invalid, with a tremulous voice,
“and if you need help of any kind do
not fail to Inform me. Oh, if my hands
were not tled I would go with you
now.”

“Pray do not mind it so much,”
Waiter begged, deeply moved by her
evident interest in his cause.

“I cannot forget,that I owe you
a great deal,” she said.

“You owe me nothing, but you are
very kind,” he answered, smiling, and
trying to assume a cheerful air. Then
turning to the man, he added: “Offi-
cer, I am ready now to go with you;
I hope you will not cons'der it neces-
sary 1o make me conspicuous as a
prisoner.”

““No, sir, if you'll give me your word
that you'll make me no trouble, I am
free to confess I shiould hate to put
the bracelets on you.”

Walter colored crimson, but lifted his
head proudly.

“‘I give you my word: I will go qui-
etly with you,” he said, briefly ; then
with a courteous bow to his liostess
he turned and followed the officer
from the house,

e
CHAPTER XXXIIT.
“I Wil Not: Bel'eve One Word Against
Him.”

In order to understand more fully
the events of the preceding chapter,
we must go back to the morning that
Walter left I2dmund Carpenter’s house
after having once more passed a night
in his old rcom.

He had slept very soundly ; not even
the fierce conflict of the elements had
served to disturb him, and no thought
of treachery or foul play had entered
his mfnd as, in the dim light of the
early dawmn, he hurriedly dressed Iim-
sell and then crept quietly down
stalirs, letting himself out by a back
entrance so that he need disturb no

| 'Y | one in the house.
| kind to me, and I am interested in |

He had noticed one thing, however,
while dressing. 1t was a trivial cir-
cumstance in itself, but it returned to
his mind afterward when his trouble
came upon him.

It was his cuestom, and had been
taught him by his mother in his early
boyhocd, to arrange his clothing in an

| to bed, so that everything would be

and housekeeper |

convenient wlen he arose.

But on this morning he had found
his coat lying on the floor, instead of
hanging upon the back of the chair,
where he was sure he had placed it,

Still, he attributed it to his own
haste or carelessness, if he gave the

| matter any thought at all, and went

then, |

on his way, all unsusp'cious of the vile
scheme that was soon to bring him
into the direst strait that he had ever
known.

At eight o'clock on Monday morning,
and just before breakfast was served
to Mrs. Coxon’s boarders, Mrs. Gordon
came hurriedly down stalrs, looking
startled and anxious. She encountered
Ruby upen the verauda, and asked, ex-
cltedly :

“Ruby, have you been to either my
jewel-box or my purse ?”

“Of course not, Istelle,” the young
girl returned, look'ng astonished and
a trifle indignant at the question.

““But someone has been there, for my
solitaire diamond earrings are gone
from the box, and a hundred-dollar
bil from my purse.”

“Why, Estelle, you must be mis-
taken ; you have probably misla'd
them and forgotten about them.”

“‘Indeed I have not ; there is no mis-
take about it,” retorted Afrs, Gordon,
flushing with excitement. “I received
the bill only Saturday, when I folded
% and placed it in a side-pocket of my
purse. The purse I pnt in my upper
bureau drawer under some handker-
chiefs, but this morning it lay open
and on top of the bureau, and the
money gone from it. My damonds
were in thelr case in my jewel-sbox ;
thp box was also open and the stones
missing, though the case was left.”

“How strange! And was nothing
else missing 2

“No, and that is the queerest part
f)f It. I have other dlamonds and nice
Jewelry, as you know, but nothing
Was woucled save what I mentioned.”

“Did you lock your door last night 2"
Ruby asked, looking perplexed.

“No, I never lock it. I have never
had a thought of danger since we
came here,” replied Mps. Gordom, with
a clouded brow, for her dglamonds were
very valuahle, and almost the last gift
She had received from her husband.

It would be well for you to go 'and
look after your own things,” ghe
.’l(‘]li[‘li, “¥you may have been robbed
aiso,”

“No one could get into my room, for
my door was locked, and everything
was all right when I came down
stalrs,” Ruby asserted, confidently.

Mrs. Coxon wuas immed ately in-
formed of the mysterious loss, and
general inquiries were made. The ser-
vants were closely questioned, and
the coachman examined, but they all
appeared so innocent, and were go
frightened at tle mere thought of a
burglar, that Mys. Gordon  was  fin-
ally convinced that no one belong'ng

upon.tlre premiscs had been guilty of
the theft, . gt il

1t was-a very strange alfalir, every=

one thought, and conld-have been por-,

petrated by no
for such a one would have taken
everything of value that could be
readily removed, anad made thorough
work after once gaining an entrance
to the house.

Mr, Carpenter was written to, and
asked 19 come out and try to suggest
Some explanation and some way to
recover the missing property. But he
was out of town, and did not make
his appearance unti) two days later,
when he seemed ag much astonished
and perplexed as anyone by the sin-
gl}}l’lr cxrc.vut:mtmnces.

18 mavter was then given into the
hands of a detective, thgu.gh with but

professional robber,

 tered

little hope on the part of Mrs. Gordon
of recovering the lost articles.

On Thursday morning, however, as
she was passing through the upper
hall, she espiled Mrs. Coxon, In Wal-
ter’s own room, setting it to rights
and changing the sheets, she having
been unusually busy during the early
portion of the week, and unable to
attend to the work before.

“Why,” exclalmed Mrs. Gordon,
stopping and peeping in, “did any one
sleep here last night ?”

“No, ma'am; but Mr, Walter wasg
icauvght in the rain last Sunday night,
‘and I wouldn’'t let him go back to
the city when there were plenty of
beds in the house,” the housekeeper
explained, not g(t;euzll:‘nlng what mis-
chief she was 4

“Walter Richardson/ Did he sleep
here last Sunday nignt?”’ demanded
Mrs. Gordon, with a start. 1

“Yes, ma’am. Didn’'t, you know it?
questioned Mrs. Coxon, but her face
had grown suddenly scarlet, for she
knew In an instant what thought
had suddenly taken possession of her
boarder’'s mind,

“No; I did — not—know — it,” re-
plled Mrs, Gordon, with deliberate
thoughtfulness, and then the two wo-
men stood and looked into each oth-
er's faces for a full minute — the
housekeeper’s expressive of anxiety
and gomething of defiance; her com-
panions indicating astonishment and
conviction,

“At what time did he go away in
the morning ?” Mrs. Gordon demand-
ed, at length breaking the oppressive
silence,

“Very early, marm; he had to catch
the six o'clock train to go to  bis
work,” Mrs. Coxon replied, assuming
an indifferent air, though her heart
was quaking within her for her fav-
orite.

“Did you see him before he went?”

“No, marm; he went away quletly,
and did not disturb any one. Mr.
Walter was always very conslder-
ate,”” and the housekeeper, having
folded her last sheet, gathered up
the other things she was to take
away, and marched with dignity
from the room, thus putting an end
to the trying conversation.

(To be Continued.)

STOMACH TROUBLE,

A Frequent Source of thy Most
Intense Misery,

Mr.HarveyPrice,of Bismark,Saffered
for Years Before Finding a Cure—
Dr. Williams® Pink Pills Restored
Him.

Those who suffer from stomach
troubles are truly to be pitied. Life
seems a burden to them; food is dlis-
tasteful, and even that of the plain«
est kind is frequently followed by
nausea, distressing pains and some-
times vomiting. Such a sufferer was
Mr. Harvey Price, a well-known far-
mer and stock grower living at Bis-

mark, Ont. To a reporter who re-
cently interviewed him. Mr. Price
said : “I have found Dr. Williams’

Pink Pills of such incalculable value
in relieving me of a long siege of
suffering that I am not only willing
but anxious to say a good word in
behalf of this medicine, and thus
point the road to health to some
other sufferer. For five years I had

been afflicted with stomach trouble
and a torpid liver. 1 doctored and
also denled myself of many kinds of
food pleasant to the taste, but
neither the medical treatment nor
the diet seemed to help me to any

degree. In January, 1829, the clid
max of my trouble appeared to be
reached. At that time I was taken

down with la grippe, and that, add-
ed to my other troubles, placed me
in such a precarious position, that
none of my neighbors looked for my
recovery. My appetite was almost
completely gone, and 1 experienced
great weakness, dizzinesws, vomiting
spells and violent headanhes. I was
also troubled with a cough which
seemed to rack my whole system.
I shall never forget the agony ex-
perienced during that long and tedis
ous sickness, Medical treatment and
medicines of various kinds had no
apparent effect in relieving me. Af-
ter existing in this state for’'some
months, my mother induced me to
try Dr. Williams' Pink Pills. In
May last I purchased three boxes,
and before these were gone un-
doubted relief was experienced. Thus
encouraged, 1 continued the nseof
the pifls, and. with the use of less
than a dozen boxes, I was again en-
Joying the best of health. I can now,
attend to my farm work with the
greatest ease. My appetite is better
than it has been for years, and the
stomach trouble that had so long
made my life miserable hasg vanish-
ed. I have gained in weight, and can
safely say that I am enjoying bet
ter health than 1 have done . for
years before. I feel  quite sure that
those who may be sick or ailing,
willfinda cure in a fair trial of Dr.
Williams’ Pink Pills, -

‘Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills ‘make pupe,:
rwh-A blood,. .thus reaching « the ' poot
()I.Llwggw,,nwlm,‘lrjyim.: it out- of tha
ﬂy:s‘tt'.m. curing when other m{uiivin@",
fail. Most of the ills afflicting man-
kind are due to an impoverished con.
dition :;ir:llo l)Iou]d,rur W]ouk or shat-

o8, and for
Williams' Pink Ppills ur’:l .-th::icllf)i::
;vhhl'h ;q;omltly restores’ the su(form;

) v
2 1::4'11: nf:f:;::xe e;:}:‘l? are never sold
h an ! Xcept in the com-
pany’s boxes, the wrapper round
which bears the full name De. Wi)-
liams’ Pink Pills for Pale People.””
All others are counterfeits anq
sh(m[d always be refused. Get the
genuine, and be made well,

No man is free who ¢
smand hlmself.—Pythmr:: e




