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CHAPTER I.

HE waves came

rolling in fierce

and sullen clamor

against the sharp
rocks that formed

the precipitous
shore of a small

island, far away

amidst the Pacific

group, little known

and rarely fre-

quented. The anger

of the storm-king still manifested itself

In the hoarse bay of the surf, while the

moaning of the wind, yet lashing the

water to white caps of foam, echoed

fitfully along the shore and sea; but

the fury of the elemental strife had

passed, for where huge masses of sullen

clouds were trooping away, showed in

the west a broad line of smiling blue.

As the despairing wretch greets the

hand that sets him firm upon the pin-
nacle of joy—as the parched and fail-

ing desert traveler hails the music of

the fountain’s dash —as dying creatures

seize at life—so was the sight of that

patch of fair sky—that island green and

fresh as Hope—welcomed with trans-

port by the ship-wrecked remnant of a

staunch and gallant company, who but

a few hours before had walked in fear-

less security on the deck of what was

now a dismasted, broken wreck, plung-

ing, tossing, sinking—not safe for the

nest of a sea-gull.

Of a freight of forty souls four hu-

man creatures alone survived, and these

had been drifting to and fro clinging
to the caboose, which had been washed

from the deck, and fortunately pre-

served from dashing upon the long
sunken c .1 reef that extended from

the island a league or more.

“Courage, sir; didn’t I tell you, never

say die? I reckon by this time old Nep
has tired out his dolphins. I could

make a whole rig out of that ere blue

patch, and the sign’s as sartin here in

these heathen parts as in England—God
bless her! That fair weather’s close

alongside; the wind’s going down, and

the current’s a-setting us toward the

shore as softly as a cat drops her kit-

ten. I wish for these poor littlecreturs’

sake it would hurry itself a little,

though to be sure I’m not above com-

fortable on my own account. I like

salt water, but ain’t anxious to soak in

It—that’s a fact. But avast there! I’m

not giving to looking on the black side

of things—nary a grumb.er could I ever

cali a good shipmate. It’s hard to think

of all our poor fellers gone to Davy
Jones’s locker —but the Lord must have

known it, and Tom Harris ain’t a-going
to question Providence just yet!” And

the honest; rough old tar shook his

head to dash off the tears that mingled
with the briny wave that plunged over

their frail retreat.

I A sigh came from the individual he

addressed —of whose personal appear-

ance just then it would be unfair to

Judge—with the water trickling down

his sharp pallid features, which wore a

look of haggard suffering and exhaus-

tion. He changed his position a little

to rest the arm that held firmly upon

the wreck a boy of nine or ten years,

by whose side lay a little girl not more

than six years of age, fainting and

quite worn out with fright and ex-

posure, her head drooping forlornly

against the brawny shoulder of the

kind-hearted sailor.

"I hope your brave spirits will hold

out, my noble fellow; as for myself, I

confess lam growing hopeless. Is there

no way to increase our speed or guide
this ark of our safety?”

Tom was not so used up but he could

laugh. <

“If we had oars and row-locks both

fixed up on poor old Sambo’s palace.
I reckon our arms are pretty well used

up, sir, and these little things must be

held on. We might as well keep cool

and let the work be done for us. ‘Beg-

gars musn’t be choosers!’ ”

This philosophical reasoning was

presently lucidly explained and ex-

emplified. In its own good time the

tide brought them to shallow water.

With a cheery hallo Tom sprang down

from his perch, and, wading along,
soon drew the little caboose high and

dry on the beach.

“Look a-here now, sir,” said he, “see

how much better this ’erk was. done for

us than we could ha’ done for our-

selves. Don’t you see this ’ere is the

only smooth place to land? The tide

was,a mighty sure pilot. Now let me

see what’s to be done.”

The children were too much exhaust-

ed to complain, save by an occasional

sigh or a groan. The littlegirl, indeed,
was nearly insensible, and Tom, giv-

ing no thought to his stiff and aching

limbs, went cheerily to work. He car-

ried his little charge to a soft spot of

green farther in shore, and then be-

gan looking around anxiously for traces

of fresh water; his sharp eye was not

long in spying out a modest-looking
urn-like plant among the luxurious

vegetation that crept almost to the peb-
bles of the beach.

“Water ain’t very far off,” muttered

he, “for this ’ere dumb mouth tells me

so; and howsomever human creturs set

a bad example, I never knew one o’

Natur’s sign-boards to lie.”

So he went stumbling and reeling
about something in the zig-zag course

of a drunken man, for his swollen feet

were very painful; but he kept the same

genial smile, which, like a sunbeam,
brightened a rough and uncomely

scene into quiet beauty. Presently his

eye flashed with the triumph of success,

and bending down to lift away a vel-

vety spray of moss, he discovered a

tiny spring bubbling up clear and

pure enough for a fairy’s dainty lip.
Fertile in expedients—for Tom had

been taught in the thorough school of

necessity—he did not demur at the ab-

sence of a drinking vessel, but gather-
ing a broad, glossy leaf, wound it into
a roll, filled it and hurried back to hia

companions. He found the boy clinging
to his father and asking piteously for

water, while that father sat in icy
stoicism—or rather in the apathy of de-
spair—without any attempt to help
himself or his child.

Tom Harris looked at him sternly as

he raised the insensible little girl and

poured the water over her face and be-

gan chafing her icy hands; and after

a moment’s hesitation, with a little

tremor of tenderness softening the

roughness of the words:

“Idon’t know nothing about you, sir,
but if I may be so bold, I must say

I don’t think you take a very good way
to thank the Power that has saved you
from death. ’Pears like it’s sinful to
sit looking as glum as a man who’s had

the worst luck in the world, when these
little innocents need all our care.”

The man he addressed turned fierce-

ly.

“Be still—what do you know about
me?” said fie. “I tell you this casting
upon a desolate, wretched island is fit
crown for a life that has never seen a

fair hope that has not turned to ashes
in my grasp—that has endured more

misery than one of your temperament
has power to think about. Just heav-
ens! I had but one feeble ray of com-

fort left in me—the hope of educating
that boy to escape from such, a life as

mine. And this is the end of my hopes
—wrecked, nearly naked and destitute,
on a deserted, lonely island, to perish
as miserably as I have lived—and you
talk to me of the gratitude I owe!”

* CHAPTER 11.

OM Harris dropped
the limp little hand

he held to gaze in

pitying wonder up-

on the wild misery
that haggard lace

depicted, and then

said soothingly.

“Avast, there,
shipmate! I know

nothing about you,
to be sure, but

shiver my topsails if by-and-bye I can’t

point out something pleasant for you to

look at. Jest about this time I’d thank

you heartily to help me bring this poor

thing back to life. You won’t let her

die now, willye?—for if we’re to stay

here long she’ll be the prettiest flower

and sunbeam this place will have for

us.”

The boy crept along wonderingly to

the sailor’s side, and mechanically his

father followed, and began chafing the

polished little limbs, until with his

earnest exertion came back to his face

a calm, sad, but no longer bitter look.

“Go for a little more water, while

I roll her to and fro,” said he quietly.
After a sharp glance at his face Tom

obeyed. When he returned the suffer-

er’s blue eyes were open, and she was

murmuring a few broken words, of

which “Hannah, Hannah,” were alone

intelligible.

“Poor little thing!” said Tom; “that

was the gal’s name who took care of

her. I’ve often talked with ’em on deck.

She’s gone, and so is the grand-look-

ing gentleman, her father, maybe.
Please God, there’s one man left to see

to her! As long as Tom Harris has a

loaf in his locker or a cent in his pocket

she shan’t want—the lonesome, pretty
little thing!” And with an awkward

tenderness, inexpressibly touching, the

rough sailor lifted the tiny childish

hands to his lips—a token to register

his silent vow.

Suddenly then the shipwrecked pas-

senger, Paul Vernon, grasped with his

thin soft fingers the hard, brown, sin-

ewy hand of the weather-beaten tar.

“God bless you, honest soul!” said he.

“I beg your pardon for my ill-humor.

On my knees will I beg forgiveness of

that overruling Power that has sent me

here to be taught by you. Who knows

but here my weary, tempest-tossed spir-

it willfind peace and rest?”

He paused, overcome with emotion,

while Tom, wringing his hand, said

naively:

“I’m sure I’m much obleeged to you,

sir, for I was a-puzzling my_wits how I

was ever to get along without anybody
to help and cheer me up. Now I see

all’s right, and, to be sure, I thinkwe’ve

found a pretty snug berth. Anyhow,
we wouldn’t change with our poor ship-

mates, stark and cold in Davy Jones’

locker. Now, you see, I was ashore In

Injee nigh on to a year after the old

‘British Queen’ was wrecked in that tor-

mented river o’ sand-bars, the Hooghly,
and I roamed pretty far into the coun-

try and I l’arned a powerful sight
more’n I ever knew afore about

those trees and plants. I see a bread-

fruit tree right back of us, and if the

worst comes to the worst, why, we’ll

have a pretty tolerable home here, I’ll

be bound. We we get tired of each

other the children will make us happy
as kings. Besides, I’m tolerable smart

for pulling at the work, and I’m glad

you’re cheering up.”
“What does he say, father?” ventured

littleWalter Vernon, timidly. “Oh, I’m

BO hungry for some bread. Let me find

the tree.”

“Wait a moment, my son; the little

girl needs our first care, and no doubt

Tom will say as I do, that when we ex-

plore the island it had better be as a

united company.”
“All we need to be afeard of, I’m

thinking, is of poisonous sarpents. I’ll
run and strip up a nut, seeing as it’s

handy. We’ll want something to

please the poor little thing when she
comes to, and take off her thoughts.”*

Tom disappeared in the luxurious un-

dergrowth of tangled vines and shrubs,
and almost Immediately returned with
a bunch of ripe bananas and a cocoa-

nut. He flung the boy a generous
share and with the rest he approached
the little girl, who was looking around
her in affright.

“Don’t be afraid, dear little one. See
what nice fruit I’ve brought you. You
remember me—don’t you know Tom,
who made the little ship for you, and
how poor Hannah laughed at it? You
know Tom, don’t you?”

She looked closely a moment, and
then burst into tears.

“Good Tom, good Tom, carry me

back to Hannah.”

Tom’s lip quivered.

“Oh, no, don’t—that’s a darling—don’t
cry; it makes poor Tom feel so bad to
see you. If you’ll be good and not cry,
nor be asking about Hannah and the

rest, I’llfind lots o’ pretty things for

you.”

The child still looked grieved and

troubled, but Mr. Vernon took her ten-

derly in his arms, and Walter came

shyly to offer her a nicely peeled ba-
nana, and she laid her head back on the

friendly shoulder, smiled languidly, and
in a few moments was sleeping sweetly.

As much relieved as a tired general

might be who sees the last column of
his victorious army filing off to rest and

triumphant peace, Tom motioned for
Mr. Vernon to lay her down, and leav-

ing the boy to watch over her, the two
men withdrew to a little distance.

By this time the clouds had swept
away in airy columns swifter and more

noiseless than those victorious troops
alluded to, leaving their bright banner

of blue spread out—a glorious canopy
that smiled down upon the subsiding
surf, the Eden-like island, and the ship-
wrecked group.

“I’mright glad to see the sun again,”
said Tom Harris, “though It makes me

feel womanish to think o’ the change
since we see It last time. It’s nigh
about a week since the first storm

caught the ‘Petrel,’ and I’m sure the

cap’n never see sun or moon afterward.
I heard the mate say they couldn’t

make out much about their position, be-
cause the wind shifted so often and
blew so terribly. Well, well, the Lord’s
willbe done; but I never dreamed you

and I and these two little ones were to
be spared from the gulf that swallowed
all the rest.”

Here Tom drew his horny hand
across his eyes and heaved a deep sigh;
then, with the press of working thought,
added quite cheerfully:

“We can dry our clothes now, I sup-

pose, after a fashion, but what we’re to

do for a change is more’n I can make
out.”

Despite his melancholy, Vernon could

not forbear a laugh at Tom’s puzzled,
rueful face.

“At all events we shall be left to our

own resources; neither tailors nor spec-

ulators willbe likely to molest us.”
“I’llhang up my Jacket now. ’Twill

do for the little girl when her pretty
clothes are put in the sun. One thing
sartin, I can make some native cloth

by-and-bye, else I didn’t learn right of
old squaw Yellow Cheek.”

“Make some cloth!” ejaculated his

companion in astonishment.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Odd I’limiga Worn by Women.

Americans are appropriating by de-

grees the'fondness of European women

for supplementing their coiffures with
decorations of feathers, ribbons or jew-
els. Well arranged coils of hair may
be a very pretty thing, but the exigen-
cies of an evening toilet demand that
something more elaborate and fanciful

shall overtop them. It was with the

most dressy of evening gowns that the
headdress described here was recently
worn. It is now acknowledged to be

absolutely the latest and most correct
adornment for evening coiffures. High-
standing plumes, drooping flowers, and
masses of jewels are out of date beside

this very striking novelty. It is com-

posed simply of two long, • heavy
aigrettes, caught by a knot and bow of

velvet, both being of a color to harmon-

ize with the gown. The velvet knot

is cleverly designed to give height to
the coiffure, while the drooping
aigrettes form a complete frame for the

face. No evening gown will now be

complete without its accompaniment of
soft plumage for the wearer’s head.

The Explanation.

From the Washington Star: “It

seems to me that the idea of an aris-

tocracy is not popular iithis country,”
said the Count de Faique.

“Not at all popular," replied Miss

Cayenne.

“And yet the American young wom-

en marry a great many European noble-
men.”

“Yes, that’s true. The prevailing
craze for antique bric-a-brac is get-
ting to be positively alarming.”

A C[?] Case of Bulldozing.

Judge—ls, as you say, you found this

woman so violent and headstrong, even

during the engagement, why did yon
marry her?

Abused Husband (meekly)—l—l
did’nt marry her. She married me.—

New York Weekly.

Quite. Natural.

Maud—l like George Richards to call

on me. ,

May—l don’t.

Maud —Of course not, dear. You’d

rather have him call on you.—Truth.

FROM EXPOSURE

during the war of the re-

bellion.

TttmD’i Own Version of HU Tronbles.

(From the Commercial, Mattoon, III.)

Henry Clegg is a well-known real estate

man in Mattoon, 111., who, of course, is a

Grand Army man, having seen honorable
service in Co. C., Sixty-seventh Indiana In-

fantry during the war of the rebellion.
Like many other old soldiers, Mr. Clegg

did not pass through the ordeal of soldier
life scathless, having twice during his ser-

vice been in the hospital from illness brought
on by exposure, the seeds of which he car-

ried into private life, the same taking ex-

ceedingly deep root, in the shape of rheu-
matism and disease of tire stomach.

During an interview with Mr. Clegg he

made the following statement to a reporter,
which we print as given:

“Four years ago my disabilities assumed
an aggravated form, and I began to think
the last roll was about to be called. Allmy
limbs and organs were affected, and the pain
of the rheumatism was intense. There was

not a square inch of my-body free from the
pain, and my stomach gave up doing its

rightful work. For years I was under the
care of physicians, having had ten different
doctors,allopathic,eclectic and homeopathic.
X used every remedy suggested or that I saw

advertised, but none of them, doctors in-

cluded, did me the slightest good.
“It is now nearly two years ago since I

heard of and began to use Pink Pills, and
before I had used up one box I began to ob-
tain relief. I continued to take them for
three months regularly, according to the di-
rections of Dr. Williams’, and by that time
my appetite was good, my stomach acted as

a well regulated stomach should, and my
rheumatism troubled me no more. I always
keep Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills for Pale

People by me, and occasionally if indisposed
take one or more, and I am all right again.
I always recommend them to persons suf-

fering with similar disorders to what I had
and when my advice is followed benefit

invariably results.'

(Signed) Henry Clegg.”
Witness: T. Atterburn.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills contain, in a con-

densed form, all the elements necessary to

give new life and richness to the blood and
restore shattered nerves. They are an un-

failing specific for such diseases as locomo-
tor ataxia, partial paralysis, St. Vitus’

dance, sciatica, neuralgia, rheumatism,
nervous headache, the after effect of la

grippe, palpitation of tho heart, pale and

sallow complexions, all forms of weakness
either in male or female. Pink Pills aro

sold by all dealers, or willbe sent postpaid
on receipt of price, 50 cents a box. or six
boxes for $2.50 (they are never sold in bulk

or by the 100) , by addressing Dr. Williams’
Medicine Company, Schohectady, N. Y.

Proving Her Case.

Mrs. Emerson (of Boston) —“You

shouldn’t use slang, Susie. Your favor-

ite old English authors do not counte-

nance it.” Susie —"Oh, yes, they do,
mamma. Don’t you remember what

Colley Cibber says about the youth
that fired the Ephesian dome?” —New

York Tribune.

A Modern Way to Stop a Cough
As Tried by a Prominent lowa Minister.

In a recent letter he says: “Many win-
ters have I coughed all winter long. Twice
have I been compelled to rest from my
ministerial duties, for a period of several

years. When I took cold in winter the
coughing would be intenso. Last fall I
took cold about the 15th of October, and
was sick with it for about a week and be-
gan what I supposed was a winter of

coughing. My wife called my attention to
Dr. Kay’s Lung Balm, and after much per-
suasion on her part, and a free expression
(of a not flattering character) about patent
medicines, on nly part, 1 concluded to try
the Lung Balm. I felt at once that it touched
a place in my malady that nothing else had
ever done. I began to improve. 1 used
about 5 boxes and can now preach without

eoughing. I keep it by me and if I take
cold I use it. If I have a bronchial irrita-
tion after preaching I take Dr. Kay's Lung
Balm. Ican cheerfully say that the. Lung
Balm prepared by The Dr. B. J. Kay Med-
ical Co. of Omaha, Neb., has been a great
help to me. It has no bad effect upon the
Btomach. Respectfully yours, J. D. DeTar,
Pastor M. E. Church, Spring Hill, lowa, Des
Moines Conference."

A Fair Beginning.
"I can’t begin to tell you all the bad

things she said about you.”
“You’ve got a good start already."—

Philadelphia North American.

Lane’s Family Medicine.

Moves the bowels each day. In on

der to be healthy this is necessary.
Acts gently on the liver and kidneys.
Cures sick headache. Price 25 and 50c.

The number of new books, including

pamphlets, published in Great Britain

in 1896 was 5,234. Besides these there

were 1,339 new editions of old books.

$100 Reward, $100.

The readers of this paper willbe pleased
to learn that there Is at least one arcaded
disease that science has been able to cure
™ its stages, and that Is catarrh.
Hall s Catarrh Cure is the only positive
cure now known to the medical fraternity.
Catarrh being a constitutional disease, re-
quires a. constitutional treatment. Hall's
catarrh Cure Is taken Internally, acting
directly upon the blood ana mucous sur-
faces of the system, thereby destroying
the foundation of the disease, and giving
the patient strength by building up the
constitution and assisting nature In doing
I

.
7r9r*- The proprietors have so much

ralth In Its curative powers that they of-
J®r One Hundred Dollars for any case
that it falls to cure. Send for list of tea-
tlmonials. Address,

_

J. CHENEY & CO.. Toledo, Q.
Sold by druggists. 75c.
Hall's Family Pills are the best

Gets All the Gold.

A process of extracting gold by
which every particle of the metal in

the ore is recovered is stated to be in

successful operation in West Australia.

It is called the ore atomic process.
Gold quartz is crushed into small

lumps ams is then put into a closed

chamber subject to the heat of a fur-

nace, to the action of-water, and of hy-
drogen gas. This eliminates sulphur
and reduces all oxides to the metallic

state. After being heated the material

is suddenly cooled by jets of water; an

operation repeated several times till

the quartz crumbles te powder at the

touch of the finger. It is then thrown

into a tank and the sold is separated
by washing.

264 BUS. CORN PER ACRE.

It’s marvelous how we progressl You

can make money at 10 cents a bushel

when you get 264 bushels corn, 230

bushels oats, 173 bushels barley, 1,600
bushels potatoen per acre! Salzer's

creations in farm seeds produce.

810.00 WORTH FOR 10 CEJ4TS!

Just Send This Notice and lO Cent

to the John A. Salzer Seed Co., La

Crosse, Wis., and get 12 farm seed

samples, worth $lO, to get a start, w.n.

Recipe Furnished.

Charitable Old Lady (to little beg-

gar girl)—“There’s some bread for you.

It’s a day or two old, but you can tell

your (mother to take three or four fresh

eggs, a quart of milk, a cup of sugar,

some good butter and half a grated nut-

meg and she can make a very excellent

pudding of It.”—Dublin Times.

Doubles the Pleasure of a Drive.

A fine carriago doubles tho pleasure of driv-
ing. Intending buyers of ounluges or har-
ness cun savo dollars by sending for tho
large, free catalogue of the ElUhurt Carriage
and Harness Mfg. Co., Elkhart, Ind.

Book publishing seems to havo

reached a fixed limit in England, only

sixty more books having been publish-
ed in 1896 than in 1895, and only forty
more in that year than in 1894.

Bad temper is its own scourge. Few

things are bitterer than to feel bitter.

A man’s venom poisons himself more

than his victim.—Charles Buxton.

Cascarets stimulate liver, kidneys and
bowels. Never sicken, weaken or gripe, 10c.

South Dakota has 181 cheese fac-

tories.

A Trifling Affair.

Cobwigger—Look here, Freddie, the

man next door says you fired a small

stone through a $2 pane of glass in his

window. Freddie—Pshaw! If that pane
is worth $2 I broke about 10 cents’

worth of it.—New York World.

Coughing Leads to Consumption.

Kemp’s Balsam will stop the cough
at once. Go to your druggists to-day
and get a sample bottle free. Large
bottles, 25 cents and 50 cents. Go at

once; delays are dangerous.

One hundred and twenty firemen are

required to feed the furnaces of a first-

class Atlantic steamer.

NO-TO-BAC FOR FIFTY CENTS.

0ver404,000 cured. Why not let No-To-Bac
regulate or remove your desire for tobacco.
Saves money, makes health and manhood.
Cure guaranteed, 50c and $1.00,a1l druggists.

London got much of its Christmas

holly and mistletoe from Norway.

Restorer. Free S 3 t rial bottle and treatise.
Send to Pa. ltuaa.tß Arch at., Phliiulelphia, Pa,

< Observation balloons are now used in

all maneuvers of the German army.

We willforfeit SI,OOO if any of our pub-
lished testimonials are proven to bo not

genuine. The Piso Co., Warren, Pa.

Youth should never think Itself too

wise to listen to the advice of age.

Heireaean'a Camphor lea with Glycerin*.
The original and only genuine. Cure* Chapped.Hand<
and Faoe, Cold Sores, Ac. C.G.CIark&Co.,N.H»T«n,CI

A man or woman out of temper la

like an instrument out of tune.

Mrs. Winslow's Soothing Syrup
For children teething,softens the Rums,reduces Inflam*
atiou, allays pain, euros wind colic. 36 cents a bottle,

There are more than 3,500 blind per-
sons in London.

When billious or costive, oat a Cascaret,
candy cathartic, euro guaranteed, 10c, 25c.

Silkworms are sold by the pound in

China.

“Down Brakes, and Reverse!
”

When a train is discovered rushing on to a

¦ frightful' col-
—

lision, it is a

-*,~nllll///r thrilling in-

-7?. Wwmam Sine«
[j I

v'
istles

|T V-r and reverses

111 du 1 1/ Brakes alone

Ir 1 I I *WJ'I ar e n° 4

• L-lUjii—-Jf enough ; the

ft /|vvV whole pro-

II / I pelling. pow-

jj / |J er of the en-

jbfj A | reversed and
II f i I—made to work

U / f I VlrP* the oppo-

j / 7 tion. That is

IIfj Y)\ yj how it is

(J\\f sometimes
n "

1 with disease.
sOW There are

times when

the system to tying along the track of dis-

ease at such a frightful pace that no ordinary
methods will prevent disaster. There are

plenty of medicines which act merely as

Brakes to “slow up” the disease and put
off disaster for a littlewhile; but that isn’t

enough. What is needed is a medicine that

will instantly reverse the entire wasting,
degenerating process.

When people are losing flesh and strength
and vitality, with the life ooring out of them

day after day, they need Dr. Pierce’s Golden

Medical Discovery, which acts directly upon

the vital forces, completely transforms the

entire nutritive organism and totally re-

verses the wasting, debilitating process

which is at the root of all diseases.
It enables the digestive and blood-making

organs to supply the circulation with an

abundance of pure, healthy, red blood. It

stops the wasting of tissue, builds up solid

muscular flesh and healthy nerve-force.

Miss Mary Whitman, of East Dickinson,
FranKln Co., N. Y., writes: “For nearly ten
months Ihave had a bad cotigh. and instead of

getting better, it grew worse, until I was advised

by a friend to try Dr. Pierce's Oolden Medical

Discovery. I hesitated at first, for it seemed to

me nothing would give relief only death. My

parents were anxious about me, and Iwas said

to h»v®.rfonsiimotion. I tried your medicines,

and before I had takbn many doses there was a

r-eat change. When the second hottle was empty
had no cough and was a great deal stronger.

| Naked Pills 1
'iS are fit only, for naked sav- v

J QK es - Clothes are the marks

I| of civilization—in pills as well <j |
|;) a 3 people. A good coat does |
1 1( not make a good pi 11, any more V!

than good clothes make a good r

19 man. But as sure as you’d <V
look on a clothcsless man ns a v!

I I mad one, you may look on a <jj
ji> coatless pill ns a bad one. V

| After fifty years of test no \
j? pills 6taud higher than

I AYER’S j,
| Cathartic Pills jj
]jj SUQAR COATED. |
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