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CHAPTER XV.—(Continued.)

Bhe left the door ajar, and walkad
scross the room, littered with many vol-
umes, toward a desk heaped high with
papers. The whole place was a true au-
thor's den-—a glimpse even of old Grub
street times, when authors worked hord
for their daily bread, and none knew what
became of the profits of their scribbling,
and no one cared save the thieves who
sold books,

In the midst of the chaos on the desk
there lay a little dainty note, stamped
and sealed and unopened, which had been
pinced there by the landlady during his
absence from home; and it was in a lady's
 handwriting, of that Sarah Eastbell was
assured.

Bhe wus not partienlarly rescrved
about examining it; indeed, her lwpulse
toward it did not allow time for thase
finer feelings to develop themselves which
two years' training had striven to pro-
duce, She pounced upon the note like a
hawk, in fact, and took it up with trem-
bling hands, and with her big dark eyes
dilating.

“Mary Holland!" she exclaimed.

She examined the letter asttentively.
The handwriting was large and charae-
teristic, and clear; the monogram on the
buck of the envelope was M. H.; the post-
mark was Worcester—there could be no
ponsibility of mistake,

“Why has she written?' exclaimed
Barah; “how dare she write to him?*

At the same moment a hand tonched
her arm, and Reuben Culwick's voice
sald politely:

“When you have guite done with my
letter, Miss Hastbell, I should feel oblig
ed by its return.”

Sarah Eastbell gave a little scream of
surprise, and turned to greet her cousin,
Bhe extended both her hands toward
him, and he did not check the hnpulse,
but recelved them in his own, and shook
them warmly, winding up procecdings by
taking his letter gently and delicately
from her.

Reuaben very unceremoniously elearad
a chair of about half a hundredweight of
books, by tilting the volumes forward to
the floor, and Sarah sat down and looked
timidly and yet scrutinizingly toward
him. He did not speak to her again; he
gave her time to colleet her ideas, or to
observe the effect of two years' change,
of two years' trouble and hard work end
worldly drudgery upon him., This gave
bhim time also to note how years had re-
modeled Second.cousin Sarah—how the
gawky girl had grown into a handsome
young woman, whom he could only iden-
tify with past forlornness by her large,
dark, wistful eyea. And she saw, with a
strange heart-sinking for which she could
not mecount, that there was a startling
change in him who was facing her,

“1 am very sorry,” she said at last, and
in spasmodic fashion,

“I am In my right place,” he sald, with
a lttle langh that was hardly natural,
“an Individual totally undeserving of
your sympathy.”

“Why have yon never written to me or
grandmother? Why have you not come
to Sedge Hill? Why have you kept away
from those who would have been always
very proud to help you?"

“That is why | have kept away, Misrs
BEastbell—because [ nm prowd encugh to
be above all help. You must not mimd
what | say; 1 am more irritable than 1
used to he—I have grown to like my own
eompany, and to dislike visitors of all de-
grees. | am n sour kind of fellow now,
who prides himself npon saying hard
things, and so the less you see of him the
better."

“You are not offended with me?" she
Inquired softly. “You take it as an insult
that my blind grandmother and [ are in
your father's house, and possess your
father's property, but we——"

“1 will not hear,” eried Reuben, fiercely
Interrupting her. “When | knew that my
father kept his word with me, [ became
leas of a philosopher than | had bargain-
ed for—more human, more selfish, more
of a coward—and 1 am only slowly get-
ting over the sense of disappointment
which followed the disinheritance, 1 was
vain enough to think myself a hero, when
I was only a poor money-loving prig.”

“I—I—hardly understand,” said Sarah,
bewildered at this confession,

“No, no—probahbly not,” he said qaick-
Iy, “and why should 1 tronble you about
my feelings, even If you did?"

“A word would have saved yon from
this eruel drudgery.”

“A word to Mrm, Eastbell, who—but |
there, | have nothing to say agninst the
old lady. Bhe in still well, and enjoys
ber afuence ™

“No," said Sarah, shaking her head
energetically,

“So | have heard,” responded I sanen
He glaneed at the letter in his hand,
and Rarah sald at omee:
“Why does my grandmother's compan

lon write to you?

“Oat of pity,” he added dryly.

“How in it that she is aequuinted with
your address, while 1 have had to scheme
and search for It—why has she not told
me T

“1 must leave that for Miss Holland to
anawer for herself”

“Will you ever come to Sedge HiNlY

“As soon as 1 can afford it,” e an-
swered; “when | have a decent coat on
my back, and suMcient spare cash to pay
my railway fare to Worcester—and eoat
and ensh are both earned by the sweat of
my brow-—1 will pay youn a return isit.*

“1 have not done any good,” she wur
mured, “bot | am glad | have seen you
—very glad. Good by"

“Good by

He shook hands with her, opened the
door and allowed her to pass from his
room, He stood on the landing place and
watched her descond the murky stales;
an she glanced up at him and smiled, bo
could see that the light was shining
through her tears.

“Time has not spoiled her yotr," he
muttered; “T am glad that [ have seen
hee™

Sarah was in the street then, looking
up and down Drury Lané, and doabtful
which way to turn. Bhe was still hesitat-
ing when Lucy Jennings suddenly siood
before her.

“Well—what did he say? What have
you been talking about all this time—
what good have you doneT* she asked

“l have done no good.”

“He would not accept assistance? He
wns hard and uncharitable—bhe taunted
you with all his heart's bitterness?"

“He was kind. 1—I think that Le was
glrd to see me.”

“Did he—did he speak of me?

“Not a word,”

“Not one! I am glad of that,” she an-
swered moodily.

Befors another syllable could be ex-
changed, she had turned inte a narrow
court and disappeared, and SBarah East-
bell was left to proceed upon her home-
ward route.

CHAPTER XVI.

Barah Eastbell went back to Salge
Hill with her maid, in a disconaclate
frame of mind. She had left home full
of confidence in the result of her mission,
full of faith in being of service to Ieun-
ben Culwick, and of Reuben being grate-
ful for her efforts in his behalf, and the
result had been an ignominious discom-
fiture. She had left home against the
wishes of her grandmother, and in oppo-
sition to the adviee of her grandmother's
companion, Mary Holland. Still the
granddaughter was not sorry that she
had been to London, although she had
failed in being of service to Reuben Cul-
wick. She had seen him; he had prom-
ised to come to Sedge HIill some day; he
was not altered so terribly as Misa Jen-
nings had asserted; he had spoken kind-
Iy to her; he was not jealous of her po-
sition in his father's house; he had suf-
fered more from his own ventures in iife
than from his disinheritance; it wns not
the one misfortune, but the many, which
had altered him and aged him, and Le
would be the same frank, warm-hearted
fellow presently, she prayed.

She reached Worcester in safety, and a
hired fly took her the rest of the way
home, It was between 8 and 9§ o'~lock
of that automn evening when the great
front door was opened to admit her. The
stald man servant wore so grave an ex-
pression of countenance that Barah said
quickly:

“All is well, T hope, Wills? Mrs. East-
bell is upstairs, | suppose?”

“She is downstairs this evening. In
the drawing room.”

“She has been lll-advised to go there,
The place is large and cold, and

Sarah Easthell paused in mute aston-
ishment, for the sound of a vielin, not
unskillfully played, came from the di-
rection of the room in which she had been
told her grandmother was. Music had
filled the house with harmony of Iate
days, for Mary Holland was a falr pian-
ist, and Mra. Easthell was fond of mnsie,
it hnd been awcertained: but violin-play-
ing had not heen one of “the compan-
lon's" accomplishments.

“Who is it?" she eried.

“It's Captain Peterson, Miss Fastbell
If you will aow me to explain how— —""

But Sarah Eastbell was of too excita-
ble & nature to wait for an explanation,
when the mystery was to be cleared up
first-hand, and she swept by the servant
and went at once te the drawing room.
There were four persons in the room be-
sides herself, and she looked from one
to another with a keen watchfulness that
hardly died away when her appearance
wns observed. Ier heart sank a great
deal, but she had the self-possession to
keep a bold front to the enemy—for sure
Iy it was the enemy who had appeared nt
Sedge HIl in the anlucky time of her ab-
sence, and whose coming she had feared
before that day, although not expeciing
it in this fashion.

Half sitting, half reclining by the great
conl fire burning in the steel grate,. was
the old blind woman, her spare form
draped In heary ruby velvet, over which
meandered a gold chain thick enough for
a door fastening. On her gray hairs had
been set a turban kind of headdress, but
it had slipped sidewise, and presented a
grotesque appearance. Mary Holland sat
quiet and grave over her wool work, and
near her were two visitors,

The younger of the two was her bhroth-
er Tom, glossy as a raven i a brand-new
suit of black, and the stranger was a mid-
dle-aiged, good-looking, highly eolored,
dark man of eight or nine-and-twenty,
who at the moment of Sarah’s entrunce
was playing a violin fantasia for the hen-
efit of the company
It was Mary Holland who first per-
celved our herolne, and rose as if to cross
the room toward her, subsiding into her
sent again as Thomas Easthell sprang
from Lis chalr with a shout of weleoie
that nearly scared his grandmother into
the fire,

“What, Ral—8ally—8arah!™ he ox
claimed, correcting his address to her s
he proceeded, “to think that you weren't
at home to say how d've do to your anly
brother after all these blessed years! Kiss
me, gal—how are you? Shiver my tim
bers, what a beanty you have grown to!
“Reep hack, please—wailt a monwnr,”
she sald in a low, suppressed volee

But Thomas Eastbell was impetoous
like his sister. He fung his arms ronmnd
her, and elasped her to his bosom, crush

ing her hat and fall in the process

“I'm delighted to sce you, Barah—rou
don't know how glad | am to see yon
again,” sald Tom; “we were always suecl

chums like. Why, you and | scarcely
ever had an angry word—we agresd to
gether beauntifully.”
“You came here—when T asked Sarah,
listlessly, as she got away from hing, and
removed her hat and cloak. The fanta
sia had ceased, and the violinist was
standing looking down at the carpet in a
highly decorous manner.
“Saturday evening late, after you had
gone,” answered Tom “Girandmother
was awfully pleased, [ ean tell you. Cap
tain Peterson, my sister Sarah —Mias
Eastbell, my particular friend, Captain
Petarson.”™

Sarah bowed, and looked hard at the
Captain, who made a grave obeisance in
return.
“It affords me great pleasure to have
the honor of an Introduction to Miss East-
bell,”™ he sald In a low tone of wvoloe,
which died awny in & whisper as he sat
down agaln,
“And to think that yon and Tom are
both together in this great, grand, windy
howse,” said Mm. Hasthell, “both taking
care of me In my old age! you used to tell
ma all the good news of Tom, SBally, and

with great sagerness.

how he was getting on In the woerld, and

and that used to keep my

heart light."

“Ay—it 4id,” said Sarah, sorrowfally

“And I'm very much obliged to Sally,”
sald Tom, with a sudden grin that was as
spasmodie as a clockwork figure's; “some
sisters would have backhited a brutiier
while he was away, and set his relatives
sgainst bim; but you dida't, Sally ¥

“No."

“Not that you have been talking much
about me lately, | understand,” said

Tom, “since the dear old lady has cowe
But you did once—and |

into a fortune,
I'm grateful to the last day of my iife.”

He leaned acroms the table in order
that he might peer more closely inte Ler
fuce, and Sarah answered slowly:

“We will talk of the past—and of the
future—at a fitting time."”

“As you please. Take your own time,
Sarah,” was the reply: “you will find me
and the Captain in the pleture gallery
presently. The Captain is a follower «f
the arts himself.

“Oh, Thomas!" said the Captain, rais-
ing beth hands deprecatingly, “an ad-
mirer of them—that is all"”

“A composer, a genuine composer!”
cried Tom Easbell, slapping his hand un-
eeremoniously on his friend’s music book.

“1 beg pardon, grandmother; [ am in
good spirita to-night—that's all," said
Tom, deferentially; “Sarah’s back, and
for & moment I bad forgotten my be-
reavement.”

“What bereavement? ah! your wife,”
said Barah: “is she dead then?"

“Dead and gone, poor soul. Deon't jou
see how deep my mourning ls?”

“Don't give way, Tom—don't give
way,” said Captain Peterson, as he wok
Lis friend's arm and led him sobbing from
the room.

“Hasn't he left the door open?” asked
Mre. Easthell. *“I thought so by the
blowing down the back of my neck. It's
a pity he doesn't know better than to
leave all the doors open, but 1 soppose
they're used to wind at sea, Sally

“Yen, grandmother.”

“Now that they've gone, I want to
know about your wild-goose chase—to
scold you for it—to ask after that s nek-
up fellow Reuben, who——"'

“Presently—presently—I must see
those men at once,” cried Sarah, start-
ing up, with eyes gleaming and bLands
clenched.

She lost not many minutes in follow-
ing her brother and his friend to the
picture gallery. Thomas Eastbell, sprawl-
ed in Simon Culwick's chair, with his
legn ungracefully dangling over the left

arm. Captain Peterson, reserved in the!

presence of his particular friend, sat with
his chair tilted agninst the marble man-
telpiece.

“Come in, Barah, don't be bashful™
said Thomas Easthell. “You are very
welcome, I assure you."

Sarah shut the door at this invitation
and walked quickly toward the visitors
taking a seat close to her brother, and
looking sternly and fixedly at him.

“Why do you come? What do you
want? You are here with a purpose,”
sald Sarah persistently; “state it, if you
please." -

“It Is very simple,” her brother sald,
ecoolly.

“1 am not the child 1 was; I have learn-
ed to know the world, and to take my
part in it. I know you, Thomas KEast-
bell. I know of no good or honest action
that you have ever done. Knowing that,
I will not have you and your friend in
this house. You play a dangerous game
in your defiance of me, for | am mistress
here."™

“Oh, indeed!—that’s it, is it?" said her
brother with a sneer; “I am to tell my
grandmother that she's a cipher in her
own house—that she's nobody, and want
to grab all her money when ahe died.”

*“Tell her what you will,” said Sarah;
“the answer which strips the veil from
your bad life will be sufcient to drive
you from us.”

(To be continued.)

The Volce of Experience.

The bride's mother was visiting her
and together they sat In the sewing
room. The bride was fixing the sleeve
lining of her hushand’s overcoat.

“Well, I think that's a neat job,” re-
marked the bride, as she finlshed her

tnak. | rellef with figures of clouds, birds

The mother examined it and shook
her head solemnly.
“Youn don't llke 1t?" suggested the

hride. {upon a dark wall a luminous figure o1

“It's too well done,” was the reply.

“Too well done! | elreles

“Yes; It's a tallor's job.™

“But If 1 can do It &8s well as a
tallop——"

“Why, then, of course, you'll have
to keep on doing things of that sort.
Oh, I know all about it. 1 tried It my-
solf when [ was first married, and later
I had to ruin two coats before I conld
brenk your father of the hablt of
biringing everything to me. Just listen

to the volce of experience, daughter,|

anid make a bungling job of that, even
f you have to tear it all out and do
it over again. It's no trouble at all to
scournge him now, but It will be a
vear or 2o later. It Is of the utmost
fmportance that a woman should begin
narrled life right.”"—Rrookiyn Eagle.

Ro Saith the Proverb.
Old Lady—8o0 we are to have a new
minlster, eh?
Daughter—8tone, 1 belleve.
Old Lady—Well, now, that's good.
They do say there are sermons In
stones,

Overheard in the Kitchen,

“1 don't like the way that coal scut-,
tle acts,” sald the range. “He ap
pears to be full™

“Well,” consoled the shovel, “we will
have to excuse him, You know, he
hasa't been full for so long.”

At the Foothall Game,
Fullback (after the last tackle)—
Where am [?7 Where am 1?7
Quarterback—Most of you ls hers on
the ten-yard lina, but | think your nose
and right ear are in the center of the
feld

Conditions Rovntﬂd_..
Kidder—The proverh, “Every
has Its day.” doesn't go In Alglers
Basly-Why?
Kidder—For the very good reason
that there every dey has his dog.—New
York Times.

Thers are D,000 boys in the British
uary, Incioding 6,200 under tralning.

What's his name? |

JUDICIAL DECISIONS.

As between a surviving partner and
the executor of the deceased one, the
firm pame is beld, in Slater va. Slater
iN. Y., 61 L. R. A, 796, to be an asset
of the partnership which the executor
has a right to have sold for the settle-
ment of the partnership affairs.

A tenant of land, not merely of &
room or apartment, is beld, In Arbens
ve. Exley, Watkins & Co. (W. Va.), a1
L. R. A. 957, to be llable to pay rent
for his term, though a bullding on it
included In the lease, is totally de-
stroyed by fire without faulit on his
part, unless the lease otherwise pro-
vides

Violation of a statute forbidding the
employment In factories of children of
a certain age Is held, In Marino vs.
Lehmaler (N. Y.), 61 L. R. A, 811, to
be evidence of negligence which will
support a civil action for injuries re-|
sulting therefrom, although it Is pun-|
ishable under the statute as a mlsah-l
mes nor |

The owner of a structure to be used
as a toboggan slide at a bathing resort
Is held, In Barrett vs. Lake Ontario
Beach Improvement Co. (N. Y., 61 L. |
R. A. 820, to be llable for resuiting in-|
juries in case a person attempting to
use it falls from it by reason of in-
sufficlency of the railing. although it s
in possession of a tepant.

Under a bequest to one or more per-
sons living, and to the chlldren of an-
other who Is dead, it is held, In Col-|
lins va. Feather (W. Va.), 61 L. R. A.
%), that the legatees will take per
capita unless it appears from the con-
tett or some clause in the will, or
from the clrenmstances in view of
which it was made, that the testator
intended a stirpital distribution. |

The right to work convicts in pri-
vate chaln gangs controlled by private
| individuals is denled, in Simmons vs,
Georgla Iron and Coal Company (Ga.),
61 L. R. A. 739, and a conviet confined
on such a chain gang is held to be en-
| titled to be released from the custody
of the individuals controlling it, and
remanded to the custody of the au-
thoritiea lawfully entitled thereto.

A sale by an officer of a corporation
of stock therein, nominally made to
other officers, but in reality made, a®
he knew, to the corporsgion ltself, and
pald for, as he knew, out of the as-
seta of the company, Is held, in Hall
va. Henderson (Ala.), 61 L. R. A. 621,
to be vold as against the corporation’s
creditors as a gift to him of the com-
pany's assets, whether it Ils Insolvent
or not. |

Notice of protest of a bill of ex-
chunge, to a drawer who has executed
an assignment for benefit of creditors,
is held, In Taylor vs. Citlzens’ Savings
Bank (Ky.), 61 L. R. A. 000, to be suf-|
ficlent to bind its estate In the hands |
of the assignee. The other cases as to|
whom notice of protest or non I-u)‘-i
ment should be given after appoint
ment of recelver, assignee or other rep-
resentative of insolvent are collated In
a note to this case. ‘

WOMEN USE MAGIC MIRRORB.i

Japanese Lucky Glass Is the Simplest
and Hest KExample,

A magie mirror Is now a part of ev
ery well regulated London housebold
The belief that eertain bright sub
stances can be so lmpressed with the
wagnetism of 4 person as to reflect
to the clairvoyant gaze that person’s
thoughts and feelings Is almost as old
us a woman's vanity which firs
prompted the mirror

Perhaps the Japanese lucky mirror by
| the simplest and best known example
One side of this s very highly pol
ished, and the other Is chased In low

and talismanic ldeographs. Its me
chanism is such that when a beam of
light is thrown upon it and reflacted

portent appears within the luminous
This, of course, Is achleved
| by means of a siide slipped into the
center of the mirror.

There Is another kind of magie mir
ror which at certain oblique angles wil
disclose figufes which at right angles
are Invisible. Another kind set at the
bottom of a cylinder reflects from the
base In the ordinary way, but the wawv
od and flutted Inner surface of the cyl
inder twists the reflections into al
kinds of fanciful shapes and produces
focnl clreles at varions points, The|
gazer here sees from one point of view|
a strange, shadowy face beside his|
own, and from another misty, radiant
halo about his head, while from a thire
a face ls seen clearly In his own re
flected eyes
| These are all mechanieal contriv
'ances. The more psychic kind of magl
mirrors depend for thelr efMieacy upor |
thelr power to absorb physiologica |
magnetism, although many of the float
ing or revolving variety produce theh
effects by hypnotizing the gazer.—De
| troit Tribune
|

Genins and Housekeeping
“John, the coal's out.”
“1 know IL"
“Nothing In the flonr barrel.™
“Of course.”
“Well, what on earth are yon doing|
| there

“l1 am writing A poem, my love, or
the beanty and brightness of this glo |
| rlous old world!™

Money Lost In British Mails
The income of the British postoffies
from money In envelopes having no o
| insufficlent addreas s E30.000 or §35,
) a day |

Our Wea of an original man s one
who can tell how long be has beer
married without adding that it seemns
longer

|I A bald-headed man can't lose any

 thing by trying a new pateat bair re
storer,

|the doctor’s business a practice

| been under one!™

Miss Whittaker,a-prominent club woman &
of Savannah, Ga,, tells how she was entirely#
cured of ovarian troubles by the use off

LYde E- Pinkham's Vegetablc Com OUnNg

“ DEAR Mas. Prvemas : — I heartily recommend Lydia E. Pinkham’ i
Vegetable Compowund as a Uterine Tonic and Regulator. I suffered fo
four years with irregularities and Uterine troubles. No one but those wha
bave experienced this dreadful agony can form any idea of the physical and
mental misery those endure who are thus afficted. Your Vegetable Com
pound cured me within three months. I was fully restored to health and®
strength, and now my periods are regular and painless. What a blessing it
is to be able to obtain such a remedy when so many doctors fail to help you 8
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound is better than any doeto
or medicine I ever had. Very truly yours, Miss Easy WaIrrAKER, 604 39th 8¢,
W.Savannah, Ga."

No physician in the world has had such a training or such an
amount of information at hand to assist in the treatment of all
kinds of female ills as Mrs. Pinkham. In heroffice at Lynn, Mass,,
she is able to do more for the ailing women of America than the?
family physician. Any woman, therefore, is responsible for herhy
own trouble who will not take the pains to write to Mrs. Pinkham)
for advice. Her address is Lynn, Mass., and her advice is free.

A letter from another woman showing what was
accomplished in her case by the use of Lydia,
E. Pinkham’'s Vegetable Compound.

“DeAr Mrs, Pisgaav: I am so grateful S
to you for the help Lydia E. Pinkham's
Vegetable Compound has given me that
I deem it but a small return to write you an
expression of my experience.

“ Many years suffering with weakness,!
inflammation, and & broken down system, o8
made me more anxious to die than live, but 2
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com=
pound soon restored my lost strengtih
Taking the medicine only two weeks pro-S
duced a radieal change, and two months re-|
stored me to perfect health. I am now aj
changed woman, and my friends wonder aj]
the change, it is so marvellous. Sincerely

ours, Miss MATTiIE HENRY, 420 Green 5L,

aville, Va.” 4

The testimonials which we are constantly publishin
teful women prove beyond a doubt the power of Lydia
am’s Vegetable Compound to conquer female diseases.

ssunn FORFEIT if wa cannot forthwith produce the original letters and signatures of =
above hicas

from {
Pink-

lasilmonialy, w will prove their absolute ganuineness,
Lydia E, Pinkham Med. Co, Lypan, Mass,

That Langnage of Ours.

“Oh, don't worry about such trifles,
said the girl. “Just keep a stiff upper li
I see the blood in your and n‘r:yth'mg will come out all ri[h!.

’ “Put,” protested the other maid,
is a physical impossibility for me t
maintain & superior labial rigidity.”

Duel & la Francalse,
“Hold! My honor Is satisfied!™
“Already 7
“Mals oul.
eye."—Harvard Lampoon,

Mothers will ind Mrs. Winslows's Soothing
iyrup the best remedy 1o use for thelr children

during the teething period.. Not Nataral

“T suppose the prisoner refassd to tall
—referred you to his lawyer, eh 7"

“Oh, no; the prisoner is & woman."
Cincionatli Times-Star.

Hadn't Heard of It
Mr. Clifton—Do you think the North
Pole will ever be found, Miss Lakeside?
Miss Lakeside—Why, I dida't know
it was lost.

- ¥ - -
Pis 3 s medy for cougl
and r‘?u|:un‘_||rlll':‘;alh.:l.r"]f'r;'ll.r rwﬁi}&ﬂ&’, Perrm splle speClﬁ
st druggists. The INTERNAL REMEDY
No Case Exists it Will Not Cure

P. N U,

Never Been Practiced On. — -
“1 wonder why it is they always ecall No, 121004,

WIIB!C writing to advertisers ploass
mention this paper.

“Ha! I see what it js!

You've neve:
~-Exchange

There is a way of trifling that costs a beap of money. Neglect

Lumbago and Sciatica

and it may put you on crutches, with loss of time and money,

St. Jacobs Qil

will cure surely, promptly, Price, 25¢, and 50¢.
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