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Ia Comte de Babiron, eaptaln of Prench

cAavalry, tikes to hig gunrters (o ridse by
hand a muotherloss Iriah terrier pup, and

names It Pitchoune,.  He dines with the
Marquirs A" Frellgnne  wnd  meets Miss
Julin. Redmond, Amertonn helress, who
wings for Him an English bellad  that

Mngers In his memory.

CHAPTER Il1—Continued,

That evening the Marqulse d'Escli-
gnac read aloud to her nlece the news
that the Count de Sabron was not com-
ing to dinner. He was “absolutely des-
olated” and had no words to express
his regret and disappointment. ‘The
ploasure of dining with them both, a
pleasure to which he had looked fore
ward for a fortnight, must be re-
nounced becauss he was obliged to
sit up with a very slek friend, as there
waa no one else to take his place. In
oxpressing his undylng devotion and
his renewed exeuses he put his homage
at thelr feet and kissed thelr hands,

The Marquise 'Esclignac, wearing
another very beautiful dress, looked up
at her nlece, who wae playing at the
plano,

"“A very poor excuse, my dear Julla,
and a very late one.”

“It msounds true, however,
him, don't you, ma tante?"

“l do not,” sald the marquise em:
phatically. "“A Frenchman of good
education is not supposed to refuse a
dinner Invitation an hour before he is

1 belleve

expected. Nothing but a case of life!

and death would excuse It"”

“He says a ‘very sick friend'"”

“Nonsense,” exclalmed the marquise.

Miss Redmond played a few bare of
the tune Sabron had hummed and
which more than once had seothed
Pitchoune, and which, did she know,
Sabron was sctually humming at that
moment.

“I am rather disappointed.” sald the
young girl, “but if we find It Is a mat-
ter of life and death, ma tante, we
will forgive him?"

The Marquise d'Esclignne had in-
vited the Count de Sabron becnuge she
had been asked to do #o by his colo-
nel, who was an old and valued friend.
She had other plans for her niece

“I feel, my dear,” she answored her
‘mow, “quite safe In promising that if it

18 a question of life and death we shall
forgive him. T shall see his colonel
tomorrow and ask him pointblank.”
Miss Redmond rose from the plano
and came over to hoer aunt, for dinner
had been announced
“Well, what do you

think.,” she

slipped her hand in her aunt's arm, |

“really, what do you think could be
the reason?
“Plonse don't ask

me,"” exclaimed

the Marquise d'Esclignae im|uuiv|1!-‘
ly. “The teasons for young men's cn-
pricea are sometimes Just as well

not inguired Into”

If Babron, smoking In his bachelor
quartors, lonely nnd disappointed,
watching with an extraordinary fideli-
ty by his “sick friend,” could have
seen the two ladies at thelr grand soll
tary dinner, his unfilled place between
them, he might have felt the pleture
charming enough to have added to his
collection.

CHAPTER 1V,
The Dog Pays

Pltchoune repaid what was given
him.

He did not think that by getting
weoll, reserving the right for the rest
of his life to a distinguished limp in
his right leg, that he had done all that
wap expected of him. He developed
&R ¥catatle devotlon to the captain,
imposasible for any human heart ade-
quately to return. He followed Sab-
ron like a shadow and when he ecould
pot follow him, took his place on a
chair In the window, there to sit, his
sharp profile against the lght, his
pointed ears forward, watching for the
uniform he knew and admired extrav-
ngantly.

Pitehoune was & thoroughbred, and
every muscle and fiber showed It,
every halr and polnt asserted 1t, and
he loved as only thoroughbrods can.
You may say what you lke about mon-
grel attachments, the thoroughbred in
all cases resorves his brilllancy for
crises.

Sabron, who had only seen Miss
Redmond twice and thought about her
countless times, never quite forgave
his friend for the illness that kept him
from the chateau. There was in Sab-
ron's mind, much as he loved Plt
choune, the feeling that if he had gone
that night . .

There was never another invitation!

“Voyons, mon cher,” his colonel
had anid to him kindly the next time
he met him, "what stupidity have you
been gullty of at the Chateau d'Escli-
gnac?

Poor Sabron blushed and shrugged
his shoulders,

“I mssure you,” sald the colonel,
“that 1 did you harm there without
knowing it. Madame d'Esclignae, who
is a very clever woman, asked me with
interest and sympathy, who your very
glck friend’ could be.  Ad no one was
very slck according to my kuowledge
1 told her so. She seemed trivmphaut
and 1 saw at once that 1 had put you
‘An the wrong™
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It would have besn simple to have
explained to the colonel, but Sabron,
reticent and reserved, did not choose
to do so. He made a very lnsuflicient
excuse, and the colonel, ag well as the
marquige, thought 111 of him. He
learned later, with chagrin, that his
friends were gone from the Midi
Rooted to the spot himself by his du-
ties, he could not follow them. Mean-
while Pitchoune thrived, grew, cheered
his loneliness, jumped over an stick,
lenrned n trick or two from Brunet and
a greal many fascinating wilea and
ways, no doubt inherited from his
mother, He had a sense of humor
truly Irish, a power of devotion that
we desigrate as “eanine,’ no doubt be-
eause no member of the human race
has ever deserved It

CHAPTER V.
The Golden Autumn.

Sabron longed for a change with nu-
tumn, when the falllng leaves made
the roads golden roundabout the Cha-
teau d'Esclignae. He thought he
would like to go away. He rode his
horse one day up to the property of
the hard-hearted unforglving Indy and,
finding the gate open, rode through
the grounds up to the terrace. Seelng
no one, he sat in his saddle looking
over the golden country to the Rhone
and the castle of the good King Hene,
where the autumn mists were llke ban-
ners floating from towers,

There was a solltary beauty around
the lovely place that spoke to the
young officer with a aweet melancholy,
He fancled that Miss Redmond must
often have looked out from one ¢f the
windows, and he wondered which one.
The terrnce waos deserted and leaves
from the vines stroewed it with red and
golden specters. Pitchoune raced after
them, for the wind started them flying,
and he rolled his tawny little body
over and over in ‘the rustling leaves.
Then a rabblt, which before the ar-
rival of Sabron had been sitting com-
fortably on the terrpce stones, scut-
tled away llko mad, and Pltchoune,
somewhat hindered by his limp, tore
after it

The deserted chateaun, the fact that
there was nothing in his military e
beyond the routine to Interest him
now in Tarnscon, made Sabron eagerly
look forward to a change, und he
walted for letters from the minister of
war which would send him to a new
post,

The following day after his vigit to
the chatean he took o walk, Pltchioune
at his heels, and stood aside in the
highroad to let a yellow motor pass
him, but the yvellow mwotor at that mo-

}‘N'

wh/fuag
Stood Aside to Let a Motor Pass Him.

ment drew up to the side of the road
while the chauffeur got out to adjust
some portion of the mechanism. Some-
one leaned from the yellow motor win-
dow and Sabron came forward to
spenk to the Marquise d'Esclignac
and another lady by her side.

"How do you do, Monsieur? Do you
remember us?"

(Had he ever forgotten them?) He
regretted so very much not having
been able to dipe with them in the
spring

"And your siek friend? asked
Madame d'Esclignae keenly, “did he
recover?

“Yeu" sald Sabron, and Miss Red-
mond, who leaned forward, smiled at

him and extended her pretty hand
Sabron opened the motor door,
“What &« darling dog!" Miss Red-

mond cried,
he has!
he?"

Sabron called Pitchoune, who dl-
verted his attention from the chauf-
feur to come and be hauled up by the
collar and presented
off his reticence

“l.ot me make a confesslon.”
sadd with & courteous bow. “This is
my ‘very sick friend’ Pltchoune was
at the point of death the night of your
dinner and 1 was just leaving the

“What a bewitching face
He's an Irish terrier, isn't

he

house when 1 reallzed that the help-

Sabron shook |

broeze without me. He had been rin
over hy a bleyele and he needed some
very specinl care”

Miss Redmond's hand was on Pit
choune’'s head betwesn hia pointed
ears.  She looked sympathetic She
looked amused  She amiled

“It was o question of ‘life and death,’
wasn't 1t?" she sald engerly to Sabron.

“Heally, 1t was joet that," answered
thoe young officer, not knowing how
slgnificant the words were to the two '
ladios.

Then Madame d'Esclignac knew that
she was beaten and that she owed
something and was ready to pay. The
chauffeur got upon his seat and she
nsked suavely:

“Won't you let us take you home,
Mongleur Sabron?"

He thanked them. He was walking

and had not finished his exercise.
“At all events,” she pursued, “now
that your excuse I8 no longer a good
one, you will come this week to dln-'
ner, will you not?"

He would, of course, and watched
the yellow motor drive away in the‘
mutumn sunlight, wishing rather less
for the order from the minister of war |
to change his quarters than he had
before,

CHAPTER VL.

Ordered Away.

He had recelved his letter from the |
minlgter of war. Like many things |
we wish for, set our hopes upon, when |
they come we find thaf we do not want |
them at any price. The order was un-
welcome. Sabron was to go to Al
glers,

Winter 18 never very ugly around
Tarascon. Like a lovely bunch of fruit |
in the brightest corner of a happy
vineyard, the Midl 1s sheltered from
the rude experlences that the seasons
know farther north. Neverthelesas,
rains and winds, sea-born and vig-
orous, had swept in and upon the lit-
tle town. The mistral came whis-
tling and Sabron, from his window,
looked down on his little garden from
which summer had entirely flown. Pit-
choune, by his side, looked down as
well, but his expression, different from
his master's, was ecstatle, for he saw |
sliding along the brick wall, a cat with |
which he was on the most excited |
terms. Hias body tense, his ears for-|
ward, he gave a sharp series of barks
and lttle soft growls, while his
master tapped the window-pane to the
tune of Miss Redmond’'s song.

Although Sabron had heard It several
times, he did nos know the words or
that they were of a semi-religlous, ex-
tremely sentimental character which
would have been diMcult to translate
Into French. He did not know that
they run something like this:

God keep yvou anfe, my love,
All through the night;

Rewt closs In his encireling arms
Until the Nght

And there was more of It. He only
knew that there was a pathos In the
tuna which spoke to his warm heart;
which caressed and eaptivated him
and which made him long deeply for a
happiness he thought It most unlikely
he would ever know.

There had been many pletures added
to his collection: Misa Redmond at
dinner, Mlgs Julln Redmond—he knew
her first name now—before the plano;
Miss Redmond in a smart coat, walk-
ing with him down the alley, while
Pitchoune chased flying leaves and ap-
paritions of rabbits hither and thither,

The Count de Sabron had always
dreaded just what happened to him.
He had fallen In love with a woman
beyond his reach, for he had no for-
tune whatsoever, nothing but his cap-
tain's pay and his hard soldier's life.
a wanderer's life and one which he
hesitated to ask a woman to share. |
In spite of the fact that Madame |
d'Esclignae was agreeable to him, |
she was not cordlal, and he understood |
that she did not consider him a parti
for her niece. Other guests, as well |
as he, had shared her hospitality, He !
had been jealous of them, though he !
could not help seeing Miss Redmond'’s
preference for himself. Not that he |
wanted to help it. He recalled that
she had really sung to him, decidedly |
walked by his slde when there had
been more than the quartette, and he
felt, in short, her sympathy.

“Pitchoune,” he sald to his compan-
fon, “we are better off in Alglers, mon
vieux. The desert {8 the place for us.
We shall get rid of fancles there and
do some hard fighting one way or an- |
other.”™

(TO RE CONTINUED.)

Worth While Quotation.

The pleasure that we take in beauti.
ful nature lg essentinlly capriclous, It |
comes sometimes when we lenst look
for it, and sometimes, when we expect |
it most certainly, It leaves us to gape
joylessly for days together. We may |
have passed a place a thousand times
and one, and on the thousand and sec-
ond it will be transfigured, and stand
forth in a certain splendor of reality
from the dull circle of surroundings,
s0 that we seo it “with a child's first
pleasure,” as Wordsworth saw the daf-
fodlls by the lakeside.—~Robert Louis
Stevenson,

Sure to Get What He Wanted.

The doctor told him he nesded car
bolivdrates, proteids, and above all,
gomething nitrogenous The doctor
wentioned & long list of f(oods for
nim to eat He staggered out and
wabbled into a restaurant

“"How uwbout beefsteak? he asked
the walter, “Is that witrogenous?”
The walter didn't know,

“Are fried potatoes rich In earbohy-
drates or not?”

The waiter couldn’t say.

“Well, I'll fix It,”" declared the poor
man, in despair. “Bring me a large

less ltete chap could not weather the

| Baul's dlscipline (11 Cor. 12:7.

f to refine them as pure gold. Thus evll

| themselves up upon the ruins of those

plate of bash.”

INTFRNATIONAL
SUNDAYS(HO0L

Bunday Bchool Course, The Moody Bible
Institute, ‘Chicago, 11L.)

LESSON TEXT-1 Samuel #:1-12,
GOLDEN TEXT-Whoso putteth his
gpzzt in the Lord shall be sufe.—Prov.

Although anointed by Samuel, vle-
torious in arms and promoted at court,
David was many years in reaching hia
throne. At first both court and army
did him honor (ch. 18:2), yet he con-

19 MADE A WIFE
ON HER DEATHBED

Mother of Nine Is Cleared in Ex-
traordinary Marriage in
North Carolina.

ELOPED 20 YEARS AGO

Honorgd and Respected by
Their Friends.

Sallabury, N. C.—A most extraordl
nary death bed marriage was solemn.

ducted himself with great modesty
(18:18, 23). He also oheyed the king
explicitly though he knew fully that ‘
he was the Godappolnted sueccessor
of S8aul. Escapes as wonderful and as
providential as David's occur in the |
lives of most of us if we could but
know them.

I. Davld and Jonathan, vv. 1.3. The |
story of the love of David and Jona-
than 18 a classle. With such closo1
family relations and a soninlaw so |
successful at arms it 18 strange that
Saul’'s anger should vent f{tself upon
David. At first S8aul was much at-
tached to David but the admiration of
the people for David aroused his jeal-
ousy, (ch. 18:6) and jealousy is pecu-
larly a soldier's disease. The slave of |
Jealousy never has peace. As sin and |
disobedlence developed In his life Saul
became subject to fits of insane rage
during one of which, as David played
upon his harp and endeavored to quiet
the monarch's spirit, he hurled a
Javelin, which served as his scepter,
at the harplst (ch. 19:10). Saul felt
that David was divinely protected and
he knew that God had departed from
his own life (15:23; 16:14). Saul did
not keep his grief and rage to himselt
for Jonathan and the nation alike
knew all about it.

1. Saul and Jonathan, vv. 47, Tt
took courage and self-sacrifice on |
Jonathan's part to speak on behalf of |
David. Prudence and principle are |
combined In Jonathan's plea. Those |
who envy Include In their hate and
anger all who speak kindly in behalf |
of their enemy. But Jonathan's argu-
ment (vv. 4, B) {8 unanswerable.
David had not sinned against Saul: it
was Jehovah who “wrought a great
snlvation for all Tsrael” on the day

' David took his life in his hand and

God ad well as for his friend. He
called to Saul's memory his former
joy at sesing Jehovah's victory |
through David and for the time being
Saul was persuaded (v. 6) and made
another of thore impetuous promises
which proved so fleeting. Ushered by
Jonathan (Matt. 5:9) David returned
to Baul's presence, entered once more
upon the discharge of his dutles and
desisted only when he saw that his
presence only ageravated the king and
that he was uselessly exposing his life
in Saul's presence. David was faith.
ful to God and to God's anointed king.

1. Michal and David, vv. 812,
Baul's hatred was too deep to be per
manently overcome. David went ount
and won a great vietory over the Phi-
lstines and as he followed his courtly
duty, Saul burst out with a fresh at.
tack (vv. 8, 9). David had married 1
Michal when about twenty.one vears |
of age and Saul's attacks occurred dur. |
Ing the next three years. The evil
gpirit mentioned was a demon (18:10;
Acts 18:16-18; Mark 1:23-26), a mes- |
senger of Satan permitted by God f:;
a
permits evil to come upon men not to
tempt them—asolicit them to do wrong |
~—but to bring them to repentance o1

{
overcame Goliath. Jonathan pleads for |
|

|

may be said to do God's work (ch.
:1) “to be sent from Jehovah.” I

V. Summary. All who envy are
murderers at heart (Matt, 27:18; I John
8:12, 15). The present day murderers
hurl their javelins of slander, lying
and vituperation against the reputa
tion of the men whom they hate. Or
elsa they hurl unfair and unjust busi-
nesa methods at others that they may
perpetuate their power or else bulld

whom they envy. Saul missed David
but he was no less a murderer. Satan
always overshoots the mark when he
aseafls one of God's anointed, chosen
ones. Saul could not harm David |
though he wished to ever so much
(P8, 87:32, 33; Isa. §4:17; Luko 4:30;
10:39), Saul's hatred stdpped not even
at the threshold of David's housa but
invaded the sacred precincts of his |

home., FEnvy is blind, it assalls all |
that a man has, spares nonp with |
whom he {8 connected and colors ev-

ery act and relation of life even to the
relations of father and child. Saul |
was frustrated by his own chlildren, |
Jonathan and Michal. David's danger
was Imminent, hence his speedy es-
cape.

Men are strong In so far as they
ses God's purpose and discipline in
thelir llves,

Saul's experience at Naloth (vv. 28,
24) was a response of his emotional
nature to a rellgious appeal, another
tima when God was walting to be
graclouns. |

Divested of his armor and outer |
robes Saul lay in a trance, overcome
by the power of him who turns the
hearts of men a8 rivers of water.

The wrath of man {8 made to praise
%im, the life of the prophet {8 pre.
served and llkewlse the life of his
servant David.

| sobbed Gibbons.

| secured a marriage llcense.

lzed—that is the word—at Woodleaf,
N. €. Usually such marriages take
place when one or other of a young
and loving pair, who have plighted
their troth, is about to pass into the
unknown. After such a marriage the
one left feels a firmer, if invigible,
bond to the one who has departed.
Just before she breathed her last
Miss Lauey Litker was married to A,
C. Gibbons, Yet in the eyes of the
world they had been man and wife for
twenty years. Dwelling together hap-
pily, nine children had blessed them.
But knowing she had only a short
time to live, Mrs. Gibbons yearned to
freo her soul of its stain, to clear her

| consclence and, not least, to legitl-

matize her children. Gibbons, weep-
ing and remorseful, Instanly complied
with her request.
Beginning of Romance,

Gibbons and Miss Litker were
aweethearts twenty years ago; he waa
twenty-five then, she a pretty girl of
nineteen. They "eloped” to South
Carolina where, in those days, it was
not necessary to take out a marriage
license. Returning, Gibbons and his
“wife,” told their relatives and friends
they had been married in strict ac
cordance with South Carolina law.

Everybody believed them, everybody |

recelved them, for the girl was re

| garded ns a model of propriety, the

young man was industrious and self-
contained. They lived well, and as
the years passed educated their chil-
dren and brought them up to be reli-
glous.

Nevertheless Mrs. Gibbons—to call

her by the name she longed to bear |

rightfully—had been in falling health
for some months. It became plain that
she had tuberculosis of the lungs and
soon, that she was doomed. As the
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The Deathbed Marrlage.

disease progressed the thought of her
false marriage preyed upon her mind

more and more,
sclence.

Finally she could conceal the secret
no longer, and, calling her closest
friend, whispered to her:

“Before 1 go into the presence of
my Maker [ must make a confession
to you. We, my dear husband and I,
were never married. 1 will die happy
if he will marry me—if, at last, I am
his lawful wife.”

“Poor dear,” said the friend strok-
ing Mrs. Gibbons' forehead soothing.
ly. “Her mind I8 wandering. She has
been married for twenty years,” and

gnawed her con-

| the friend told Gibbons, adding, “I'm

afrald ghe will not live until morn.
ing."”

“Her mind I8 not wandering”

"She speaks the
truth. We were never married. [
could not have loved her more if we
had been married a thousand times,
I could not have tried harder to make
her happy. So her wish ghall be
granted, We will be married at once,”

There was need of haste, A mes-
senger was dispatched for a clergy-
man; two of Gibbons' friends speed-
ed in an automoblle to Salisbury and
As the
minister pronounced the last word

that made her a wife Mrs. Gibbona |

smiled happlly, circled her husband's
neck with her wasted arms and whis-
pered:
“My husband,
band—at last."
Boon, still smiling, she ceased to
breathe,

my own, true hus-

"High Target” With Old Musket,

Sayville, N. Y.—Using the musket his
grandfather used in the Civil war,
Herbert Feldmeler mado a “high tan
get” at the prize shoot here.

'WOMAN COULD

'Don’t Persecute

LINCOLN MAN
SAVES HIS WIFE

Mrs. Anna A. Dahl of Lincoln Restored
When Husband Gives Her
Wonderful Remedy,

Death waa clore upon Mrs. Anna
A. Dahl of 1420 P street, Lincoln, Neb,
She was desperately {1l with serious’
derangements of the digestive tract.
In fact, at times she was so {1l that'
she knew nothing of what was going !
on about the glck room.

HShe recovered most marvelously,

The treatment that she declared
saved her was given when ghe was so
slck she did not know until after she
recovered how she had been restored,

The stomach remedy, given to her
by her thoughtful husband, was Mayr's
Wonderful Remedy, Mra, Dahl, in &
good letter, tells of Ler experlence:

*“1 feel so grateful to you I can't
express my feelings on paper. 1 will
make a great effort to see you per
sonally soon., My treatment came
while I was too sick to realize any-
thing but the terrible pain. My huas-
band tells me I passed at least a thou-
sand gall stones, of all shapes and
glzes,

“This 1 know—I have only taken
two bottles and I feel better than for
years"”

Mayr's Wonderful Remedy gives per-
manent results for stomach, liver and
intestinal aflments. Eat as much and
whatever you like. No more distress
after enting, pressure of gas In the
stomach and around the heart. Getone
bottle of your druggist now and try .t
on an nbsolute guarantee—if not satie-
factory money will be returned.—Adv.

Place of Amusement.
Redd—You know London
automobile museum.
Greene—We ought to have one in
this country. It, no doubt, would be
an amusing place,
“Why an amusing place?"”
“Why, the automobiles do so many
funny tricks.” .
ST IR
Deduded.
"l suppose, after all, Irene has her
faulta."
“So you don’t love her any more,
eh 7" —Philadelphia Ledger.

has an

A flaming necktie is no sign that
there I8 red blood behind it

It 1s better to hold your job by work
thar pull: but a pull will help some.

NOT SIT UP

Now Does Her Own Work.
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta-
ble Compound Helped Her.

Ironton, Ohlo.—** I am enjoying bet-
ter health now than 1 have for twelve
years, When I be-
gan to take Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegeta-
ble Compound [
could not situp. 1
had female troubles
) and was very ner-
] vous. I used the
) e remedies a year and

s I can do my work
Lt :y and for the last eight
245 months I have
. worked for other
women, too. I cannot praise Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound enough
for 1 know I never would have been as
well if 1 had not taken it and I recom-
mend it to suffering women.”’

Daughter Helped Also,
“1 gave it to my daughter when she

was n years old. She was in !
school and was a nervous wreck, and

£

could not sleep nights, Now she looks
£0 healthy that even the doctor speaks
of it. You can publish this letter if you
like.””—Mrs. RENA BowMAN, 161 S. 10th
Street, Ironton, Ohio,

e e o e
ou outa ly, '
hff-hu-'t-d existence, misaing thre{-

fourths of the joy of living, when they
can find health in E. Pinkbam's
Vegetable Compound ?

If you have the slightest douly
that i‘.'yllis E. Plnkbgm.;?\’mh:
ble Compound will helr you,write
to Lydia E.Pinkham MedicineCo.
(confidential) Lynn, Mass.,for ad«~
vice, m}'gt'l‘l"‘ letter glll.l be opened,

swere a Wo
and held in strict oozﬁdeneg.mn

N

Your Bowels

Cut out cathartics and purgatives, They an
rutal, harsh, unnecessary, Ty,

CARTER'S LITTLE
LIVER PILLS

Purely vegetable. Act
gently on the liver,
eliminate bile, and

Constipation,
Biliousness,
Sick Head.

ache and Indigestion, as millions know.

SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE,
Genuine must hear Signature

e T

BSBINE

TRADE MARK REG.U.S PAT. OFF
Reduces

Strained, Puffy Ankles
Lymphangitis, Poll Evil, Fistula
Boils, Swellings; Stops Lameness
and allays pain, Heals Sores, Cuts,
Bruises, Boot Chafes, It is an
ANTISEPTIC AND GERMICIDE

[ RORPOIROROLUH )
Does not blister or remove the
hairand borse can be worked. Pleasant to use,
$2.00a bortle, delivered. Describe your case
for special instructions and Book 5 K free,

ABSORDINE, JR., sntiseptic Nuiment for mankind re-
duces Siraing, Painlul Koeted, Swollen Veing, Milk Leg,
Gout. Concentraied—only a few drops reqilred ot an applls
1 pet bottle at dealers or delivered,

b F., 310 Tempie §1., Springfeld, Mass.

hon,  Price
-F.YOUNG,




