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LOOKING BACKWARD.

DR. TALMAGE SAYS IT 18 WELL TO

REVIEW THE PAST.

_ He Wonld Arouse the Soul to Remi-

miscence of Dangers Escaped and
Sorrows ‘Suffered — 0ld Memories

Have a Purifying Influence.

[Copyright, Louis Klopsch, 1599.]

W asHINGTON, May 7.—This sermon
of Dr. Talmage calls the roll of many
stirring memories and interprets the
meaning of life’s vicissitndes. The text
is Psalms xxxix, 8, ‘““While I was mus-
ing, the fire burned.”” ;

Here is David, the psalmist, with the
forefinger of his right hand against his
temple and the door shut against the
world, engaged in contemplation. And
it would be well for us to take the same

ture often, while we sit down in
sweet solitude to contemplate.

In a small island off the coast of
Nova Scotia I once passed a Sabbath in
delightful solitude, for I had resolv‘od
that I would have one day of entire
quiet before I entered upon autumnal

work. I thought to have spent the day |

in laying out plans for Christian work,
but instead of that it became a day of
tender reminiscence. I reviewed my
pastorate; I dhook hands with an old
departed friend, whom I gshall greet
again when the curtains of life are
lifted. The days of my boyhood came
back, and I was 10 years of age, and I
was 8, and I was 5. There was but one
house on the island, and yet from Sab-
bath daybreak, when the bird chant
woke n#, nntil the evening melted into
the bay of Fundy, from shore to shore
there were ten thousand memories, and
the groves were a-hum with voices that
had long ago ceased. .

Youth is apt too much to spend all its
time in looking forward. Old age is apt
too much to spend all its time in look-
ing backward. People in midlife and on
the apex look both ways. It would be
well for us, I think, however, to spend
more time in reminiscence. By the con-
stitution of our nature we spend most
of the time looking forward. And the
vast majority of people live not 8o
much in the present as in the future. I
find that you mean to make a reputa-
tion, you mean to establish yourself,
and the advantages that you expect to
achieve absorb a great deal of your time.
But I see no harm in this if it does not
make you discontented with the pres-
ent or disqualify you for existing du-
ties. It is a useful thing sometimes to
look back, and to see the dangers we
have escaped, and to see the sorrows we
have suffered, and the trials and wan-
derings of our earthly pilgrimage, and
to sum up cur enjoyments. I mean, so
far as God may help me, to stir up your
memory of the past, so that in the re-
view you may be encouraged and hum-
bled and urged to pray.

A Precious Harvest.

There is a chapel in Florence with a
fresco by Guido. It was covered up
with two inches of stucco until our
American and European artists went
there, and after long toil removed the

-covering and retraced the fresco. And I

am aware that the memory of the past,
with many of you, is all covered up
with obliterations, and I now propose,
80 far as the Lord may help me, to take
away the covering, that the old picture
may shine ont again. I want to bind in
one sheaf all yonr past advantages, and
I want to bind in another sheaf all your
past adversities. It is a precious har-
vest, and I must be cautious how I
swing the scythe.

Among the greatest advantages of
your past life were an early home and
its surroundings. The bad men of the
day, for the most part, dip their heated
passions out of the boiling spring of an
unhappy home. We are not surprised
to find that Byron’s heart was a con-
centration of sin when we hear his
mother was abandoned and that she
made sport of his infirmity and often
called him “‘the lame brat.”” He who
has vicious parents has to fight every
inch of his way if he would ‘maintain
his integrity and at last reach the home
of the good in heaven. Perhaps your
early home was in a city. It may have
been when Pennsylvania avenue, Wash-
ington, was residential as now it is
commercial, and Canal street, New
York, was far up town. That old house
in the city may have been demolished
or changed into stores, and it seemed
like sacrilege to you—for there was
more meaning in that small house than
there is in a granite mansion or a tur-
reted cathedral. Looking back, you see
it as though it were yesterday—the site

ting room, where the loved one sat by |

the plain lamp light, the mother at the
evening stand, the brothers and sisters
perhaps long ago gathered into the
skies, then plotting mischief on the
floor or under the table; your father
with firm voice commanding a silence
that lasted half a minute.,
Happy Days Gone By,

Oh, those were good days! If you
had your foot hurt, your mother always
had a soothing salve to heal it. If youn
‘were wronged in the street, your father
was always ready to protect you. The
year was one round of frolic and mirth.
Your greatest trouble was an April
shower, more sunshine than shower.

The heart had not been ransacked by |

trouble, nor had sickness broken it, and

no lamb had a warmer sheepfold than |
the bhome in which yo0ur childhood

nestled.

Perhaps you were brought up in the |

country. You stand now today in mem-
ory under the old tree. You clubbed it
for fruit that was not quite ripe, be-
canse youn couldn’t wait any longer.
You hear ‘thé brook rumbling along
over the pebbles. You step again into
the furrow where your father in his

shirt sleeves shouted to the lazy oxen. |

You frighten the swallows from the
rafters of the barn and take just one
egg and silence your conscience by say-
ing they will not miss it. You take a
drink again out of the very bucket that
the old well fetched up. Yon go for the

A

tneir heads through the bars. Ofttimes
in the dusty and busy streets you wish
yon were home again on that cool grass,
or in the rag carpeted ball of the farm-
hounse, through which there came the
breath of new mown hay or the blossom
of buckwheat.

You may have in your windows now
beautiful plants and flowers krought
from across the seas, but mot one of
them stirs in your soul so much charm
and memory as the old ivy and the yel-
low sunflower that stood semntinel along
the garden walk and the forgetmenots
playing hide and seek mid the long
grass. The father who used to come in
runburned from the field and sit down
»n the doorsill and wipe the sweat from
his brow may have gone to his everlast-
ing rest. 'The mother who used to sit
at the door a little bent over, cap and

the vicissitudes of many years, may
have put down her gray head onm the
pillow in the valley, but forget that
home you never will. Have you thanked
God for it? Have you rehearsed all
these blessed reminiscences? Oh, thank
God for a Christian father! Thank God
for a Christian mother! Thank God for
an early Christian altar at which youn
were taught to kneel! Thank God for
an early Christian homel
A Gre-‘t Mission.

I bring to mind another passage in
the history of your life. The day came
when you set up your own household.
The days passed along in quiet blessed-
ness. You twain sat at the table morn-
ing and night and talked over your
plans for the future. The most insignifi-
cant affair in your life became the sub-
ject of mutual consultation and adver-
tisement. You were so happy you felt
you never could be any happier. One
day a dark cloud hovered over your
dwelling, and it got darker and darker,
but out of that cloud the shining mes-
gsenger of God descended to incarnate
an immortal spirit. Two little feet
started on an eternal journey, and you
were to lead them, a gem to flash in
heaven’s coronet, and you to polish it;
eternal ages of light and darkness
watching the starting out of a newly
created creature. You rejoiced and you
trembled at the responsibility that in
your possession an. immortal treasure
was placed. You prayed and rejoiced
and wept and wondered; you were
earnest in supplication that you might
lead it through life into the kingdom
of God. There was a tremor in your
earnestness. There was a double inter-
est about that home. There was an ad-
ditional . interest why you should stay
there and be faithful, and when in a
few months your house was filled with
the music of the child’s laughter you
were struck through with the fact that
you had a stupendous mission.

Have you kept that vow? Have you
neglected any of these duties? Is your
home as much to you as it used to be?
Have those anticipations been gratified?
God help you in your solemn reminis-
cence, and let his mercy fall upon
your soul if your kindness has been ill
requited! God have mercy on the parent
on the wrinkles of whoee face is writ-
ten the story of a child’ssin! God have
mercy on the mother who, in addition
to her other pangs, has the pang of a
child’s iniguity! Oh, there are many,
many sad sounds in this sad world, but
the saddest sound that is ever heard is
the breaking of a mother’s heart!

Sweet Memories.

I find another point in your life his-
tory. You found one day yon were in
the wrong road. You could not sleep at
night. There was just one word that
' eeemed to sob through your banking
house, or through your office, or your
shop, or your bedrpom, and that word
was ‘‘eternity.’”” Youm said: “I'm not
ready for it. Obh, God, have mercy!”
The Lord heard. Peace came to your
heart. Im the breath of the hill and in
the waterfall’s dash you heard the voice
of God’s love. The clouds and the trees
bailed you with gladness. You came
into the house of God.” You remember
~how your hand trembled as you took up
the cup of the communion. You re-
member the old minister who conse-
crated it, and you remember the church
officials who carried it through the aisle.
| Yon remember the old people who at
the clcse of the service took your hand
in theirs in congratulating sympathy,
as much as to say, ‘“Welcome home,
you lost prodigal!’”’ And, though those
hands be all withered away, that com-
munion Sabbath is resurrected today.
It is resurrected with all its prayers
and songs and tears and sermons and
transfignration. Have you kept those
vows? Have you been a backslider?
God help you. This day kneel at the
foot of mercy and start again for heav-
en. Start now as youn started then. I
| rouse your soul by that reminiscence.
| ~But I must not spend any more of
| my time in going over the advantages
‘of your life. I just put them in one
' great sheaf, and-I call them up in your
| memory with one loud harvest song,
| such as the reapers sing. Praise the
' Lord, ye blood bought immortals on
'earth! Praise the Lord, ye crowned
. spirits of heaven!
| But some of you have not always had
_’ a smooth life.
' the shadow. Others had their troubles
years ago: you gre a mere wreck of
what you once were. I must gather up
the sorrows of your past life, but how
shall I do it? You say that is impossi-
ble, as youn have had so many troubles
| and adversities. Then I will just take

two—the first trouble and the last trou-
ble. As wheén you are walking along
the street, and theére has been music in
the distance, you unconsciously filnd
vourselves keeping step to the music, so
when you started life your very life
was a musical time beat. The air was
full of joy and hilarity ; with the bright,
clear oar you made the boat skip. Yon
went on, and life grew brighter, until,
after awhile, suddenly a voice from
. beaven said, ‘“Halt!’”’ and quick as the
 sunshine you halted, you grew pale, yon
| confronted your first sorrow. You had
' Do idea that the flush on your child’s
. cheek was an unhealthy flush. Yonm

cows at night and find them pnshing iuid it cannot be anything serious

tacles on, her face mellowing withy

Some of yon are now in |

Death in slippered feet walked round
about the cradle. You did not hear
tread, but after awhile the trnth flash-
ed on you. You walked the floor. Oh,
if you could, with your strong, stout
band, bave wrenched that child from

¥

-| the destroyer! Youm went to your room

and you said: ‘““‘God, save my child!
God, save my child!”” The world seem-
ed going out in darkness. You said, “‘I
can’t bear it, I can’t bear it.”’ You felt
as if yom could not put the long lashes
over the bright eyes, never to see them
again sparkle. If youn could have taken
that little one in your arms, and with
it leaped the grave, how gladly you
would have done it! If you could let
your property go, your houses go, your
land and your storehouse go, how glad-
ly you would bave allowed them to de-
part if you could only have kept that
one treasure! :
God’s Consolation.

But one day there came up a chill
blast that swept through the bedroom,
and instantly all the lights went out,
and there was darkness —thick, murky,
impenetrable, shuddering darkness.
But God did not leave youn there. Mercy
spoke. As you took up the bitter cup
to pat it to your lips God said, *‘‘Let it
pass,”’ and forthwith, as by the hand
of angels, another cnp was put into
your hands. It was the cup of God’s
consolation. And as you have sometimes
lifted the head of a wounded soldier
and poured wine into his lips, so God
puts his left arm under your head and
with his right hand he pours into your
lips the wine of his comfort and his
consolation, and ycu looked at the emp-
ty cradle and looked at your broken
heart, and you looked at the Lord’s
chastisement, and youn said, ‘‘Even so,
Father, for so it seemeth good in thy
gight.”’ '

Ab, it was your first trouble. How
did you get over it? God comforted
you. You have been a better man ever
rsince. You have been a better woman
ever since. In the jar of the closing
gate of the sepulcher you heard the
clanging of the opening gate of heaven,
and you felt an irresistible drawing
heavenward. You have been spiritually
better ever eince that night when the
little one for the last time put its arms
around your neck and said: *“‘Good
night, papa! Good night, mamma!
Meet me in heaven!’’

But I must come to ydur latest sor-
row. What was it? Perhaps it was
gickness. The child’s tread on the stair
or the tick of the watch on the stand
disturbed you. Through the long weary
days you counted the figures in the
carpet or the flowers in the wall paper.
Oh, the weariness of exhaustion! Obh,
the burning pangs! Would God it were
morning! Would God it were night!
was your frequent cry. But you are
better, or perhaps even well. Have you
thanked God that today you can come
out in the fresh air; that you are in
your place to hear God’s name, and to
sing God’s praise, and to implore God’s
help, and to ask God’'s forgiveness?
Bless the Lord who healeth all our dis-
eases and redeemeth our lives from de-
struction!

Tears Wiped Away.

Perhaps your last sorrow was a finan-
cial embarrassment. I congratulate
some of you on your lucrative profes-
sion or occupation, on ornate apparel,
on a commodiouns residence—everything
you put your hands on seems to turn to
gold. But there are others of you whce
are like the ship on which Panl sailed
where two seas met, and you are bro-
ken by the violence of the waves. By
an unadvised indorsement, or by a con-
junction of unforeseen events, or by fire
or storm, or a senseless panic, you have
been flung headlong, and where you
once dispensed great charities now you
have hard work to win your daily
bread. Have you forgotten to thank
God for your days of prosperity, and
that through your trials some of you
have made investments which will con-
tinue after the last bank of this world
has exploded, and the silver and gold
are molten in the fires of a burning
world? Have you, amid all your losses
and discouragements, forgot that there
was bread on your table this morning,

air for your lungs, and blood for your

glad and glorious and triumpbant reli-
gion for your soul?
Perhaps your last trouble was a be-

neart, and which has been a source of
the guickest sympathy ever since, has
snddenly become silent forever. And
now sometimes, whenever in sudden
annoyance and without deliberation you
say, I will go and tell mother,’’ the
thought flashes on you, ‘I have no
mother.’”’ Or the father, with voice less

ful of all your ways, exultant over your
guccess withont saying much, although

selves, his trembling hand on that staff
which you now keep as a family relic,
bis memory embalmed in grateful
hearts — is taken away forever. Or
| there was your companion in life, sharer
of your joys and sorrows, taken, leaving
the heart an old ruin, where the ill
winds blow over a wide wilderness of
' desolation, the sands of the desert driv-

ed like the garden of God. And Abra-
' ham mourns for Sarah at the cave of
 Machpelah. As you were moving along
' your path in life, suddenly, right be-

fore you, was an open grave. People

looked down, and they saw it was only
'a few feet deep and a few feet wide,

but to you it was a cavern down which

went all your hopes and all your expec-
| tations. But cheer up in the name of
the Lord Jesus Christ, the Comforter.
' He is not going to forsake you. Did the
Lord take that child out of your arms?
Why, he is going to shelter it better
than you could. He is going to array it
in a white robe and palm branch and
have it all ready to greet you at your
| coming home. Blessed the broken heart
that Jesus heals! Blessed the importu-
nate cry
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and that there shall be a shelter for |

your head from the storm, and there is | foed Joans Clhrist.?

heart, and light for your eye, and a ' torian says she fell into a sound sleep

1

reavement. That heart which in child- |
hood was your refuge, the parental

Pay any attention to it—the price has very little do to
It's the material and the way it is put together

with it.

that makes it valuable,

$10.00

Is indeed a small matter when you take into considera-
tion that you are getting an 18 ounce BLUE BLACK
GENUINE CLAY WORSTED, lined with Farmers
Satin, Satin piped seams and sewed with Fast Dye Silk.
Caut to fit, and in every way an elegant Suit.
ALL WOOL. Color guaranteed.
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Blessed the weeping eye from which the
voft hand of Jesus wipes away the tear!
Glorious Eternity.

Some years ago I was sailing down
the St. John river, which is the Rhine
and the Hudson commingled in one
ecene of beauty and grandeur, and while
I was on the deck of the steamer a gen-
tleman pointed out to me the places of
interest, and he said: All this is inter-
val land, and it is the richest land in
all the provinces of New Brunswick and
Nova Scotia.”’ *““What,’”’ said I, ‘‘do
you mean by intervalland ?’ "’ ‘“Well,”’
he said, ‘‘this land is submerged for a
part of the year; spring freshets come
down, and all these plains are over-
flowed with the water, and the water
leaves a rich-deposit, and when the wa-
ters are gone the harvest springs up,
and there is a richer harvest than I
know of elsewhere.’”” And I instantly
thought, ‘It is not the heights of the
church, and it is not the heights of this
world that are the scene of the greatest
prosperity, but the soul over which the
floods of sorrow have gone, the soul
over which the freshets of tribulation
have torn their way, that yields the
greatest fruits of righteonsness and the
largest harvest for time and the richest
harvest for eternity.’”’ Bless God that
your soul is interval land!

There is one more point of absorbing
reminiscence, and that is the last hour
of life, when we have to look over all
our past existence. What a moment
that will be! I place Napoleon’s dying
reminiscence on St. Helena beside Mrs.
Judson’sdying reminiscence in the har-
bor of St. Helena, the same island, 20
years after. Napoleon’s dying reminis-
cence was one of delirinm—*‘Tete d’ar-
mee’'—*‘Head of the army.’’ Mrs. Jud-
son's dying reminiscence, as she came
home from her missionary toil and her
life of self sacrifice for God, dying in
the cabin of the ship in the harbar of
St. Helena, was, ‘‘I always did love the
And then the his-

for an hour and woke amid the songs
of angels. I place the dying reminis-
cence of Augustus Csssar against the
dying reminiscence of the apostle Paul
The dying reminiscence of Augustus
(Cgesar was, addressing his attendants,
““Have I played my part well on the

' stage of life?’'and they answered in the

affirmative, and he said, ‘“Why, then,
don’t you appland me?’ The dying
reminiscence of Paunl the apostle was, ‘I

. have fought a good fight, I have finished

tender, but with heart asloving, watch- |

my course, I have kept the faith; hence-
forth there is laid up for me a crown
of righteousness, which the Lord, the

| righteous Judge, will give me in that

ing across the place which once bloom-

that Jesus compassionates! Chronicle.

the old people do talk it over by them- | day, and not to me only, but to all

them that love his appearing.’” Augus-
tus Cesar died amid pomp and great
surroundings, Paul uttered his dying
reminiscence locking up through the
wall of a dungeon. God grant that our
dying pillow may be the closing of a
nseful life and the opening of a gleri-
ous eternity.

The Oldest Russian Newspaper.

Russia is not usually associated with
newspaper progress, but it is a singular
fact that the Viedomosti of St. Peters-
burg is one of the oldest newspapers in
Europe, for it can boast a continuous
existence of 172 years. Printing was
unknown in Russia until a short time
before its first appearance. Just two
centuries ago Peter the Great licensed
one Ivan Andreivich Tessing to print at
Amsterdam and export into Russia cer-
tain books, for the most part of an edu-
cational character. In 1704 he himself
had types cut and sent them with a
font cast by Tessing to Moscow,
where, under priestly directions, a
specimen number of the Viedomosti
was got up. It was not, however, until
1726 that the Viedomosti started on
its career in St. Petersburg.—London

Who is to Blame.

Kidamey trouble has become so pre-
valent that it is not uncommon for a
child to pe born afflicted with weak
kidneys.

1f the child urinates too often, if the
urine soalds the flesh, or if, when the
child reaches an age when it should be
able to control the passage,andit is yet
afflicted with bed-wetting, depend up-
on it, the cavsk of the difficulty is kid-
pney trouble, and the first step should
be towards the treatment of these im-
portant organs. This unpleasant
trouble is due to a diseased condition
of the kidneys and bladder and not to
a habit as most people suppose.

If the adult has rheumatism; psain
or dull ache in the back; if the water
passes in irregular quantities; or at ir-
regular intervals or has a bad odor; if
it stains the linen or vessel the color of
rust; if the feet swell; If there are
pufly or dark circles under the eyes;
your kidneys are the cause and need
doctoring. Treatment of some diseases
may be delayed without danger, not so
with kidney disease.

Dr. Kilmer’s Swamp-Root the great
kidney, liver and bladder remedy
promptly cures the most distressin
cases. Its mild and extraordinary ef-
fect is soom realized. Sold by druggists
in fifty-cent and dollar sizes. You
may have a sample bottleand pamphlet
telling all abeut it sent free by malil.
Address Dr.Kilmer & Co,, Binghamton,
N.Y. When writing mentionthat you
read this generous offerin the GREENS-
BORO PATRIOT. :

COPYRIGHT 1898-DR, K. & CO.

Southern Railway

IN EFFECT DECEMBER 4, 15868,

This condensed schedule is published as in-
formation and is subject to chamge without
notice to the public. -—

Trains leave Greensboro, N, C.:

7:06 a. m.—No. 87 daily, Washington & South-
western Limited for Charlotte, Atlanta, Bir-
mingham, Mem ?hm. Montgomery, Mobile, New
Orleans and al ints south and southwest,
Connects at Charloutte for Columbia, Augusta,
Savannah. Jacksonville and Tampa. Through
Pullman Slee New York to New Orieans;
New York to Memphis; New York to Tampa
Dining Car and Vestibule Coach Washingion
to Atlanta,

7:37 a. m.—No. 11 daily, for Charlotte. Atlanta
and all {mqts South. Connects at Salisbury for
Ashevillie, Knoxville and Chattanocoga. Through
sleeper New York to MNashville,

8:10 a. m.—No. 8 daily, for Danviile, Richmend
and locul stations.

12:06 p. m.—No. 36 daily. United States Fast
Mail for Washington, Richmond and all points
Nerth.  Carries through Pullman Drawing
Room Buffet Sleeper New Orleans to New York:
Jnckqonvl\lle to New York. Pullman Tourist
sleeping Car on Mondays via. New Orleans and
Southern Pacitic. San Francisco to W ashington.

7:34 p. m.—No. 35 daily., United States Fast
Mail Far Charlotte, Atlanta and all points
South and Southwest. Connects at Charlotte
for Columbia, Augusta, Savannah, Jacksonville
and local stations, Pullman Drawing Room
Buffet Sleeper New York to New Orleans; New
York t0 Jacksonville; Charlotte to Birming-
ham; Charloite to Augusta. Pullman Tourist
Sleeper Wednesday W ashington to San Fran-
Ccisco,

10:43 p. m.—No. 838 daily, Washington anc
Sopl:&w'a:g;n Il;"l]ll“ed g:lr Wumngtn‘:: and all

, « Fullman Sleepers to Richmond
%mn;m and New York. ™ y

’:i:::&p. m.—No. 7 daily, for Charlotte and losal
5:10a. m.—No. 8 daily, for Raleigh, Goldsboro
and local nts. Connects at Selina with traimn
for Tarboro, Norfolk and local points;: at Golds-
boro for Newbern and Morehead City.
No, 18 Jeaves Greenshoro 12:10 p. m.
Raleigh, Goldsbero and local points.

.nlg !;Lr];tr::-‘.‘:? :!g dl?il:r. !osr] Raleigh, Norfolk,
. Pullman -3
% Nortols eeper Greensboro
§:15 a. m.—No. 105 for Winston, Wilkesboro
and loeal pointa. Daily to Winston-Salem.
Daily except Sunday to ‘ilkuboro.

12:20 p. ».—No. 107, dail
Win-wl’;-Sllem. » dally except Sunday for

7:52 p. m.—No. 100 daily for Winston-Salem.

First sections of all scheduled freight trains

ngers bet i
Wm"'c? m"fw — ’:m points at which they

JOHN M. CuLp, FRANK 8, GANNON,

daily for

Desifible f'anh for

175 acres of highly imjroved lan | ada
ed tothe ywth of W lul-.-u. n.u-.?: ’.;:'7' he
and especially Clover and Grascs—ii, pu
now in Clover and Grass, The farm
tered by springs and small stregy
through it.

is Wal

‘ ¢ T
Good well of wals . T-r-.-gq_:
ing, large gramn and feed barn, sud o)l g
out buildings. Fine carly Peuch (e hATY. a8
an Apple Orchard of selected varicty of uum

Pears, Plums, also fine selection o trapmg
just coming into bearing. The fain » .

conveniently to Schools Churelies, .\lli'.::
kets and Railroad, and in one of the e
localities 1n the state, & family of | havisgm
sided on the farm ten years and ool bavisg s
quired the services of physician duting the i

An acljmning bdO-acre tract can be obig st
Terms to suit purchaser. Apply at Paes)

CHOOSE YOUR DRUGGIST CAREFUS

A druggist ean do more harm or g B8
most people give him credhit for, Therean &
ferent qualities in drugs jost as there an e
goods, and to the ontsider all qualities g0 & =
same name. Thedifference hetween IS
grade drugs and cheap, nfenor drigs =
same name, means the d1IF cnok betweds
ing sick and getting well, W hen o e bs
a prescription, he means best quaits ad
some druggists flll a prescnpfion, 5

onlv about hig profits. J
Choose your druggist earelull)
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