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CHAPTER VIIl.—(Continued.)
The next day Robin eame again.
“Rose,” he said, 1 saw, yesterday, go-

fng away from here, when I was coming
down, a man whom [ think | have sesn
before, Do you know who it was?'

“You mean, I think, Gasparde,
cousin. But hush!—here he comes.™

And at that moment the individual des-
Ignated entered the cottage door. He
made a civil obeisance to Rose and the
young man, and sccosting Hugh, request-
ed, in a low tone, to speak with him
alone,

The two retired, as before, to the gar-
den. There a somewhat lengthy confer-
ence was held, during which time Rose
and Robin were conversing together in-
doors, and Gasparde’s name was not in-
frequently mentioned in the course of
their dialogue. The young man seemed
to be somewhat interested in him, and
asked several q ions concerning him,
by which be gathered the knowledge that
Gasparde had some time very deeply of-
fended both Rose and her father; but he
also beard of his having come the pre-
vious duy to make apologles for so do
ing.

And, meanwhile, Hugh ended the eal
loquy between himself and Gasparde In
the garden, when thsy prepared to re-
enter the honse. The countenance of the
former waa gloomier and darker than
ever.

“Captain,” said the man, “1 don't re-
member having seen that persoo in the
kitchen before. 1 suppose you won't
think it impertinent it 1 ask you who
he is?'

“He is to become the husband of
Rose," returned Hugh. “His name is
Robin Marron,” And he glanced closely
at the countenance of his companion to |
detect some signal of his feelings at 1hisi
aonouncement. But all was andisturbed |
ed there. |

“*So Rose is to be marrled?" said Gas-
parde. “Well, he will make her an ex- |
cellent husband, I hope; and 1 wish her
much happivess, with all my heart, I
suppose, monsieur, yon have not forgot-
ten the time when | wished so earnestly
to marry Rose myself—have you? But,"
he continued, “I am goiug to be married
to another young girl, at some distance
from here, shortly.”

And the lie was believed. They went
In, and Gasparde remained a short time
longer, affecting an air of the most per-
feet friendliness towards Hobin, And
when he took his departure, to return to
the village, Robin accompanied him.
They went along the road talking togeth-
er of one thing and another in a care-
less way, speaking on a great many sub-
Jects, and dwelling on none long, till they
came to a little grove, past which the
road ran, about half way between the cot-
tage and the village,

“A pleasant place yonder,” observed
Robin, nodding his head towards it.

“Yes—yes; pleasant enough,” respond-
ed Gasparde; “but I dare say there are
pleasanter nlaces.”

“Just so, my friend,” rejoined the
young man; “you are right, And those
that have more ngreeable associations, as
well. For instance, if a man had been
shot there by an unseen enemy, the place
wouldn’t be quite so attractive as many
another."”

wmy

He glanced casually at the face of his |
companion ns he said it; but beneath the
eareless tone and manoner wis a meaning,
and in that glance he read, like lightning,
the expression of Gasparde's face. [t
was one of sudden, startled uneasiness.
The man looked quickly up at him, with-
ont answer, The effect was satisfactory,
Robin went on:

“I had a master formerly, who was, one
day, wounded In the manner which 1|
have described, and in that very wood |
whieh we have passed,"”

“And he told yon about it? sald Gas-
parde, watchiog Hobin closely.

“You nre right. He told me about it.,” |

“DNid he guess who fired at him ¥

“1 suppone so. Though he kept it to |
himself. He said he meant to punish
the rogue when he conld eateh him,” 1

“Who was your master, it | may ask 7 :

“The Comptet’'Artois. You may have |
heard of him possibly. Buat [ must bid
you adign, my friend; for bhere 1L am at
the farm.™

“Adlen," returned Gasparde; and  he |
continuned his route, muttering, “I have
you now, my master! You think 1 am |
cowed—do yon? Ah! wait—only wait! |
You are taking a great deal of trouble to |
win my pretty cousin: but I shall have |
hoer yet! Only time—time, 1 will let |
you just grasp the prize, and then tear |
it from you. The later my vengeance, |
the sweoter it will he!™

It was sunset ngain, and our pretty
herolne, Rose Lamonte, was nvmmitur
from the Chatean Montauban, whither
she hnd gone rly in the afternoon to
see Mademoiselle Montauban, who, she
wan told by ber futher, wished to speak |
with her on a matter of lmportance, With
a light and happy heart, ltose had gone
to meet the lady, and, three or four hours
afterwards, was returning home, with
tears in her eyes, and a step very differ
ent from that dwual with her. Walking
slowly along, wrapped ln sorrowful meds
ftation, she was suddenly aroused by the
volee of Robin pronounelng her name, He
was just going down to the cottage

“Why, what ails yon, my Rose?' he!
asked, tenderly. “You noe weeping! Why
I this?

“0, Robin, my father is going away!"

was her sad answer

“Golong away? Ab, how sorry [ am for
you, dear child! But how soon isx he go
ing, and where will he go to?*

“I do not know, He did not tell me:
Mademoiselle Helen told me, and she
knew nothing further than what | have
Jast sald to you. But | am afrald it will
be very soon.” And the tears chased
each other over her fair cheeks.

“Why did he not nequaint you with this
fact,. Rose?

“Indeed, I do not know. Derhaps he
had not the cournge. Poor papa! And
besides, the Marquis and Mademolselle
Montauban are to keep me at the chatean
until he returns; that was why she wish- |
od me to come up thir afterncon, to tell |

me of this, and so he left it all for her
to tell.”

“l knew you were going to stay at the
chateau, Hose, but not that your father
was going away. I learned it from him
last week,” said Hobin.

“You did? and you did not
know 2"

|  *“He preferred that I should not then.
| But do not weep,” dear Rose!" sald the
| ¥oung man, soothingly; “he will return,
and, perhaps, will remain away but a
| short time, And it will be pleasant for
| you to be at the chateau a little while,
| only I am afraid you will forget me—will
| you not?*
| *Ah, how ean you think so?" asked his
! companion, in a tone of gentle reproach,
| “You know, Robin, that I could not for
| get yon!"

“1 will not go in to-night, 1 think, dear
Rose, Yon will have a great deal to say
to yvour father, and you will be better
alone. To-morrow [ will come. You will
#now then, | dare say, on what day he is
going, nnd can tell me, [ should like to
bhear,” He bent down and kissed her.
There was sympathy and tenderness in

| his glance and caress.

|  She went in. Her father, standing in
the opposite doorway, looking out into
the garden, turned quickly and beheld
her. He held out his arms.

[ “Well, you know now,” he said, with
| sorrowful gentleness, as she came up to
meet his sad embrace—"you know now,
Itose ¥

“Yes,
AWAY.
shall see you again?
soon "

“I do not know; do not ask me, I en-
treat, Rose!”™ He spoke with the des-
perate energy of sorrow,

“But where are youn going, and how
soon, papa?’

“l cannot tell you where I am going.
But it may be to Nantes or Bordeaux.
And I am going in two days.”

“In two days?—so soon! O, papa!"

She sat down, poor little Rose, and eov-
ering her face with her hands, wept sad-
ly. Hugh paced the floor with folded
arms, and despair on lus dark counte-
nanee.

“0)" he murmured, with fierce grief,
“has not my revenge turned vpon me?"

The next evenlng Iobin came, He
seemed more serious than usual, and
heard of the arrangements for the de-
parture of Hugh in silence. At length
he said: “You are goiug, then, the day
after to-morrow ¥’

“Yes, and Rose will go to the chatean
to-morrow evening. The marquis and
his daughter are coming for her."

“Yes, Robin,”” she said; ‘*‘to-morrow
evening [ shall be gone.”

Robin sat down by her, and tok her
hand in his.

“Rose,” he said, “do you not think this
makes me as sorrowful as you ean he?
What shall 1 do when you are here no
longer? 1 cannot see you in your new
home as I have seen you here. [ eannot
come there in my rude dress, though, one
day, I mean to make myself worthy to

let

father—I know; you are going
But it will not be long before 1
You will come home

enter even that prond place; There is
nothing for me to do but to go away."
“Ah, Robin,"” nttered Rose, with tear-

fil eyes, “do not go! What shall 1 do
with no one left?”

“Po not weep, mignonne!” entreated
the young man, sadly; “can you not see it
is for the hest? [ eannot stay here with-
out meeting you daily, as of old, And
we may not meet now you are to dwell
at the chatean. We both would be more
unhappy should T stay, If I go away 1
may gain some situation where I may
obtain wenlth, and rize gradually to a
position worthy to come back and win
you, Now, Rose, tell me [ may go."

“Gio, then, if it must be 80" she re-
spended, striving to check the fast fow-
ing tears. “But [ shall be so lonely!"

“Let me go to-morrow morning, Rose,
I cannot bear to see you go away—to
walt till you are gone,"

And thus it was,

CHAPTER IX.

It was not without a sigh of regret
that Helen Montanban observed the pain
which she was forced to inflict on one
who loved deeply and truly. Francis Ez-
erton had inspired bher with a sentiment
of the most earnest esteem; but the
knowledge of the depth of his regard for
her had almost decided her, at frst, to
break off an intimacy which, on his part,
claimed something more than the name of
friendship. This, however, seemed too
harsh a measure. She could not persuade
herself to go so far. She lHked him sin-
cerely: her regard for him was too real
—too deep, to permit her thos absolntely
to relinguish the occasional society of
Lord Egerton; while she trusted to enre

me |

soclety. It was plain that she did pot
dislike him; and Helen, althongh she had
wmany doubts at first, changed them final-
ly for most agreenble yet secret specula-
tions on the future, little dreaming that
Francis Egerton was yet true to her, or
that Rose Lamonte's thoughts, even io
his presence, turned and Jdwelt fondly,
though sadly, on the memory of her hum-
ble, yet nnforgotten, lover.

Meanwhile, Mademoiselle Montauban
thought often and anxiously of her cous-
in; for Louis had not written otnce since
his departure from the chateau, and two
months had now elapsed, and nearly the
third, since that time. Her father also
mentioned him frequently, and expressed
his perplexity at his silence, and no less
at his prolonged absence. Many an hour,
at nightfall, Helen knelt sadly at her
cascment, with her glance sorrowfully
fixerd on the road below that wound
through the valley and beyond the hills—
the road over which he had passed on
the morning when be left her.

“When will he traverse it again?" she
asked herself, “When, kneeling here, at

e

shall 1 behold him returoing ¥

One afternoon, being oppressed with a
slight headache, she had thrown herselt
upen her couch to dispel it, it possible,
by slumber. Suddenly her uncle’s step,
light and qnick, eame through the gal-
lery, and immediately Jessie herself en-
tered the chamber, bearing a light. Her
face was suggestive of something pleas-
ant.

“O, 1 am awake, Jessie,”
“but I have slept a great while.'
“Yes, mademoiselle—a long time; bnt
I hope your headache has quite left you
now; for monsieur le ec s FOUP COUS~
in, mademoiselle, Monsieur d'Artois—"
“Jessie, is he here?" asked Helen, quiet-

sald Hel

en;

I_\-. ns ‘II'.’ rose.
“Yes, mademoiselle, he has just come.”
She entered her dressing room, and

hastened to bathe her fuce und head and
re-areange her halr. But she trembled
from head to foot. She descended the
stairs just in time to meet Louls him-
self. He it was, but paler and thinner
than usual. He came forward with an
exclamation of pleasure,

“Helen, my dear cousin!™
warmly embracing her.

Her cheek burnt—her heart beat rapid-
Iy, ns he pressed his lips to hers. BShe
conuld not speak at first,

“My own fair Helen, and so lovely as
ever!—yes, a million times lovelier!” he
said, smilingly, as he gently turned her
face so that the glow of the pendant
lamp above them fell full upon it. “But
youn do oot speak, cousin. And yet I
know yon welcome me."

“Indeed, I welcome you, Louls, most
warmly., But you are pale—you have
been L™

“I have been ill
seriously; and
I came hither.”

He pressed her hand in his with kindly
affection, as he released her. She turn-
ed and entered the saloon. Her father
stood by the hearth, and the guests were
grouped avout it, chatting together, as
she came in. She was greeted with unan-
imous exclamations of pleasure, and
drawn into their cirele. There were in-
quiries on all sides concerning her late
indisposition, and [nfinite rejoicings at
the arrival of Louis. In the midst of the
conversation Louls re-entered,

“My dear uoecle, [ cannot espress the

he eried,

yes: but not long or
A8 5000 us l rm‘nver(nl.

my sad post, in the twilight or the dawa, ||

She eame on tiptoe to the bedside, |

0. S. GRANT, JR., LIVES
OVER BOTTOMLESS PIT

Golden Hill ls the name given to a
section of the fashlonable resldence
fistrict of San Diego, Cal. [t Is in this
section of the city that U. 8 Girant,
Ir., resides. It has just been discov-
sred that this section of the city s
situated over a bottomless pit.

A gang of men were engaged In
grading F  street, which passes
Ellmmgh this section of the city, when
|they found [t necessary to resort to
|blasting to remove a strata of ada-
muntine lke earth, which they en-
countered. A charge of dynamwite was
{put In near the junction of F and 20th
streets, and It was exploded. Upon
[examining the place, however, it was

’(

GRANT, JR.

| HOME OF U. B.
|

| ==
found that the ahot had taken a down-
ward course and had opened up a sub-
unknown

terranean passage Into an
depth, Another charge was Iater
placed at 200 feet further up the
street, with a similar result. Sound-

fngs were taken of this passage, but
the workmen were unable to find the
bottom. No little apprehension Is felt
by those living in that section of the
clty.

The subject of advertising Is yet In
Ita Infancy, says the Davenport (Ia.)
Times, and we belleve the time Is not
far distant when every commodity
which is for sale, every article that
can be sold, will be advertised. Hence
the necessity of every merchant and
business man becoming famliliar with
what Is proving the greatest business
problem of the age and the motive
power which moves thousands of fac-
tory wheels and makes millions of
dollars for those who use |t. Every
man who has ambition to succeed, to
push ahead, to become Influential and
wealthy, must use the modern machin-
ery at hand to accomplish such a pur-
pose.

pleasure it gives me to find myself hore
once more," he said, “and particularly in
the midst of such excellent company.”

In a little while the evening repast was
spread and they gathered about the
board, a cong il party enough, as it
went; afterward they repaired, by the in-
vitation of the marquis, to the library,
where they passed the r nder of the
evening. Rose and Francis Egerton,
who, of late, had occasionally sung to-
gether, were prevalled npon by the mar-
quis and his guests to do so now. Baoth
had fine voices and excellent taste, and
their united melody poured forth in one
sweet, harmonious strain, that could not
fail to please. Louis, standing behind
the seat of Mademolselle Montauban, re-
garded Rose and her companion with a
quiet bat closely observant glance.

“Is not Roase a little nightingale ®* soft-
Iy whispered Helen, looking up at him.

"“A sweeter one never sang. By-the-hy,
dear cousin, when she

my did come
here?”

“Something more than a month ago,
She ix prettier than ever; do you not

think so?"

“Decidedly. Franels seems tacitly to
agree with us, too, it appears to me, s
he not very attentive to her? And yet,
he does not look quite happy to-night,
What ails him, I wonder?”

(To bhe continned,)
Fiendish Womnan,

Mr. Subbubs—Thank goodness the

winter's nearly gone and the summer
Is coming, when I won't have to bother
about the old furnace.
Mre. Subbubs—That's so. By the
way, dear, don't you think you'd better
look at the lawn mower and see If It
needs any repairing *—Philadelphia
P'ress,

Attachme1ts,
Polonlons—Attachments are quickly
formed In our profession,

him, in time, of the passion, which she
felt too well, from a consciousness of her |
own preference in a dilferent quarter, she
should never be able to return.,

Since his arrival just after Rose had
become an inmate of the Chatean Montan-
ban, she had begun to feel that she had

ed to her, and trusted that they

suirreesld

would |

a means of assistance at hand. She Jid |
| mot panse for time to define any plan, |
or to say to herself, in s0 many words, |
that such and such an ultimate issve had |
been guessed at, o ed for, by her:
but she approprinted the means present- ‘

Meeting, on the very
his arrival at the chateau, with a repulse,
tle, thongh firm, from Helen—a dizap |
atment to hopes long, vet Jonb
cherlshed; and feeling that the « jection
and unhappiness which he felt wounld, if
observed, draw upon him the attention
of those about him, he endeavored to con-
ceal all evidence of his feelings noder a |
calm exterior, and te evince as much in-
terest in affairs about him as was possi-
ble.

He found himself thrown daily into the
soclety of Rose Lamonte, often by
chance, oftener by Helen's own agency.
He admired her beauty—her innocence
and grace, had a charm for him. Helen
Montanban knew It, He first merely fe-
knowledged, and was sensible of her
presence; then he sought it. Rose con-
feased to Helen her admiration of him,
and seemed to evinee a pleasure In his

first evening of

Wity

Il:ll!}:lkt--l' Alas, "tis true!
Poldnlous—Why that note of melan-
choly in thy tone?

The profits of advertising are not dl-
rect, as the returns from a sale. Nev-
ertheless, when the proper meédium
for bringing an advertisement before
the public Is selected the proflta are
usually Immedinte, although, of course,
they come In a round-about manner.
If at times they seem delayed It Is
because the merchant's announcement
did not reach the people whose patron-
age he seeks or because there Is no
pressing demand for the special llne
of wares which he may have for sale.
In elther case the profit I8 sure to
come eventually; for the purpose of
ndvertising I8 to awaken Interest In
the tradesman’s goods, and once hav-
Ing aroused that Interest the wary
merchant will percelve the neceasity
of sustalning it—a result sure to bhe
attained by a persistent use of a great
newspaper's advertising columns,

PRIZE FOR BEST DISPLAY
OF IRRIGATION PRODUCTS

Hamakter—1 was thinking of my |
wirdrobe which my landlord has this |
day attached.—Ohlo State Journal

Microbin Hamor,
First Microbe—Have yon ever gone
| up agalnst any of these n killers |
the doctors ¢ talking abou
coml Mler Lots of then

First Mlicrobe—Aren't vou afrald”

Second Miecrobe—<Afrald, n Ing.
Why, I'm a microbe-killer killer, 1 am.

Art im the Proper Direction,
Agent—Don't you want
photograph of yourself?
Stout Gentleman—Enlarged!
for?
Agent—That's so. But—say—Iiet us |
make yon one three sizes smaller |

an enlarged

What

The Question Nowadays,
Friend—1 understand your receiving
teller has skipped out?
Bank President (sadly»—That's what!
Friend—Did he leave much?—1'uck.

A Dilemma.
Mrs. Von Blumer—1 don't know what
we shall do about that cook.
Von Blumer—What's the matter now?
“She threatens to stay."—Life,

THE CLARK OUP,

Of the four prizes offered at
tional Irrigntion Congress
Utah, for the best display
ralsed under Irrigation I
ley, hopa and sugar beet, the cup pre-
rented by United States Senator W, A
Clark waa the most attractive. It con
talns 270 ounces of sllver and ls worth
E500. The other three cups were glven
by the citizens of ‘Ogden.

the Na-
Ogden,
frult
har-

at
of

the best

Promoters of Conragn,
Spartacus—Women are a great in-
centive to manly cournge.
Bmarticus—That's right. Since I've
been married and bad a few tilts with
my wife the prospect of a serap with
the meanest man on earth seems llke

| mere child's play to me —Baltimore

American.

Boetween Frienda
Vivian—Do you like her new hat?
\"Iol._l—.\'o; it's perfectly lovely!—

—Judge

Give Warning of Approach of oy
Serious Trouble.

rience fits b(?xgd depression w:ll.h ,::.‘“E“Rms‘ alte
with extreme irritability, bordering upon hysteria? Are your g
easily affected so that one minute you laugh, and the next fall m%
vulsive weeping ?

Do youn e

Do you feel something like a ball rising in your throat and
ing to pi‘;..ke you; all the senses perverted, morbidly sensitive to i
and sound; pain in the ovaries, and especially between the shoulden,
gometimes loss of voice; nervous dyspepsin, and almost contiy
cross and snappy, with a tendency to ery at the least provocation?

If so, your nerves are in a shattered condition, and you are threg
ened with nervous prostration. )

Undonbtedly you do not know it, but in nine cases out of ten thisjy
eaused by some uterine disorder, and the nerves centering in and about i
organs which make you a woman influence your entire nervous systen,
Something must be done at once to restore their natural condition
you will be prostrated for weeks and months perhaps, and suffer untolf
misery. ; )

Proof is monumental that nothing in the world is better for thy
purpose than Lydia E. Pinkham's }'ezetnhla Compound; they.
gands and thousands of women have written us so,

How TIrs. Holland, of Philadelphia, suffered
among the finest physicians in the country, none
whom could help her —finally cured by Lydia &
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

“Dear Mrs. Pingaas : — For over two years I was a constant sul
ferer from extreme nervousness, indigestion, and dizziness. Menstruatio
was irregular, had backache and a feeling of great lassitude and weak.
ness. I was so bad that [ was not able to do my own work or go far in
the street. I could not aleeq nights.

“I tried several splendid doctors, but they gave me no relief. After
taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound I soon to
feel better, and was able to out and not feel as if I would fall &
every step. I continued to take the medicine until cured. f

I cannot say emugh in behalf of Lydia E. Pinkham's medicine,
and heartily recommend all suffering women to trz it and find the
relief I " —Mrs. Frorexce Horraxp, 623 8. Clifton St, Phil.
delphia, Pa. (Jan. 6, 1002.)

Another case of severe female trouble cured
Lydia E. Pinkham’'s Vegetable Compound, after
doctors had failed.

“Dear Mgrs. Prvxnam:—1I was in poor health for several yean
I had female trouble and was not able to do my housework alone. [
felt tired, very nervous, and could not sleep. I doctored with sevenl
doctors. They docto me for my sto but did not relieve me
I read in your book about ‘four medicine, and thought I would try it
I did so,and am now ocured and able to do my work alone, and feel
gnod.d&l' was always very poor, but now weigh one hundred and fifty
poun

*I thank you for the relief I have obtained, and I hope that every
woman troubled with female weakness will give Lydia E. Pinkham'
Vegetable Compound a trial. I have recommended it to many of By
friends.” — Mgs. 1A Bowzrs, Millersville, Ohio. (Aug. 15, 1001)

WIIl not the volumes of letters from women made strong by
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound convince all of the

es of this medicine ?

How shall the fact that it will help them be made plain?

Burely you canno® wish to reranin weak, and sick, and discon~
aged, exhausted with each day’s work. You have some d
ment of the feminine organism, and Lydia E. Pinkham’s ¥V
Compound will help you just as surely as it has others

o

—

What He Thinks, One From the (rowler, J
When & man boasts thet he has no|, Bumley—How did ““The Drunkard’
education, he makes a mental reserva- | Dream'’ strike you?
tion that he is pretty smart anyway.— | Freezer—As the work of bad whiskey
Washington Democrat. and a worse artist.

——

Chronic Sores

Eating Ulcers, &%

i3 a source of so much trouble as an old sore or ulcer,

larly when located upon the lower extremities where the circulation is ¥
and sluggish, A gangrenous eating ulcer upon the leg is a frightful sight
and as the poison deeperuddcepu-inhthe&nebm“'“*
sore continues to spread, one can almost see the flesh melting away and feel
the strength going out with the sickening d , Great running sord
and deep offensive ulcers often develop gon a simple boil, swollen
bruise or pimple, and area threatening danger always, because,

such sores are not cancerous, 4 great many are, and this should make you
suspicious of all chronic, slow-healing ulcers and sores, particularly if ca
cer runs in your family. Face sores are common and cause the greatest

annoyance because they are so
sistent and unsightly and detmtpe:o SORES ON BOTH ANKLES.

much from one’s personal appearance. Gentlemen : About ten years Aol
Middle aged and old people and small sore came on each of Iy SO L,
those whose blood is contaminated and Dew got into the places vy £

tainted with the germs and poison of § Bearty

malaria or some previous sickness, are I had spent more than 85 haneed ¥

the chief sufferers from thronic sores I0g t0 get well when I ¢

| " Momphit
and ulcers. While the blood remains in ':,:.‘_’i" e to m‘.‘ﬁ and wis
an unbealthy, polluted condition heal- ecured. My limbs have w“""'
ing is impossible, and the sore will ®ore or_given mes any pais

sincs. I have recommended .!.- l-';
to & great many peopls, "‘u .

wing it to my nins-yrar-o 1

ma. During my long slohﬂ:“
was living near l..‘u&h!;..g:::zm
romov
E‘:I‘ :Lm.nu mld.l:c at No
th Stree

East Bixtosn! R B A HARRIS

continue to grow and epread in spite of
washes and salves or any superficial or
surface treatment, for the sore is but
the outward sign of some constitu-
tional disorder, a bad condition of
the l;]nod and system which local
remedies cannot cure. A blood puri Kansas
and tomic is what you need, pS;‘rE: g cireuls
thing to cleanse the blood, restore its lost quicken the
tion and invigorate the comstitution, and S. S. S. is just sucha '
S. 8. 8. reaches these old chronic sores through the blood. It ‘”ln
the very root of the trouble and counteracts and removes from the bl
the impurities and poisons, and gradually builds up the entire system,
strengthens the sluggish cireulation, -ngwhen the blood has been
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