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SYMNOFSIS.

CHAPTER I.—Howard Jeffries, hoo!
er's son, under the evil influFnce of 100
ert Underwood, fellow-student at Yile
leads n Jife of dissipation, marries e
daughter of a gambler who died In pri-
son, and s disoewned by his  father.
Forced to leave college, he tries to get

work and falls, His wife, Annle. is
stralght as a die, and has a heart of
gold. A former ecollege chum makes 0

business proposition to Howard which
requires $2,000 cash, and Howard s broke

CHAPTER Il.—Robert Underwood, wha
had made love to Annle in his rolles
days and was repulsed, and was onie en-
gaged to Howard's stepmother, Allcla, s
A welcome visitor at the Jeffries home,
Underwood has apartments in the As-
trurfa, an excluslve apartment honse,
Howard recalls a $250 loan to Underwood
that remains unpald and decides to ask
him for the $2,000 he recds.

CITAPTIIR TIT.—Mrs, Jeffriea, Sr., fool-
lably eneoirages & dangerous Intimoey
with 1'nderwood which the Intter tikes
advintage of untll he becomes A sort of
social hlghwayman., Discovering hls true
charncter, Mra, Jeffries denles him the

ChiGuse, -

CHAPTER VI.
, —— T =3

The door slammed, and Underwood
returned to the sitting room. Taking
no notice of Howard, he walked over
to the deek, slowly selected a cigar
and lighted it. Howard looked up at
him foolishly, not knowing what to
say. His frequent libatfone had so
hefuddled him that he had almost for-
gotten the object of his visit

“"Excuse my butting in, old chap,”
he stammered, “but—"

Underwood made no answer, How-
ard stared at him in comic surprise.
He was not so drunk as not to be
able to notice that something was
WIong.

“Say, old fellow,” he gurgled;
“you're a regular Jim Dumps. Why
so chopfallen, so—? My! what a long
face! Is that the way you greet a
classmate, a fellow frat? Walt till
you hear my hard-luck story. That'll
cheer you up. Who was it said:
‘There's nothing cheers us up 8o much
as other people’s money? " Reacbing
for the whisky bottle, he went on:
“First I'll pour out another drink.
You see, 1 need courage, old man.
I've got a favor to ask. 1 want some
money. 1 not only want it—I need it."”

IInderwood laughed, a hollow, mock-
ing laugh of derision. His old class-
mate had certalnly chosen a good time
to come and ask him for money. How-
ard mistook the cynical gayety for
good bumor,

“l sald ['d cheer you up,” he went
on. “I don't want to remind you of
that little matter of two hundred and
fifty bucks which you borrowed from
me two Years ago. [ suppose you've
forgotten it, but—"

A look of annoyance came over Un-
derwood's face.

“Well, what of 1t?" he snapped.

Howard took another drink before
he continued.

“1 wouldn't remind you of the loan,
old chap; but I'm up agalnst it. When
the family kicked me out for marry-
ing the finest girl that ever lived, my
father cut me off with a piking allow-
ance which 1 told him to put in the
church plate. 1 told him [ preferred
independence.  Well,” he went on
with serfio-comie gravity, "I got my in-
dependence, but I'm—I'm dead broke.
You might as well understand the situ-
ation plainly. 1 can’t find any busi-
ness that I'm fitted for, and Annie
threatens to go hack to work. Now,
you know I can’t stand anything like
that. I'm too much of a man to be
supported by any woman.”

He looked toward U'nderwood In a
stupid kind of way, as If lookimg for
some sign of approval, but he was dis-
-appointed Underwood’s [ace was a
study of supreme indifference. He did
not even appear to bhe llstening. Some-
what disconcerted, Howard again
ralsed the glass to his lips, and thus
refreshed, went on:

“Then 1 thought of wyou, old chap.
You've made a rousing success of it—
got a hig name as art collector—made
logt of money and all that—"

I'nderwood impatiently interrupted
him.

“I1t's impossible, Jeffrles. Things are
a little hard with me, too, just now.
You'll have to wait for that §250.”

Howard grinned.

“*Taint the $250, old man, I didn’t
want that. 1 want a couple of thou-
sand.”

Vnderwood could not help laughing.

“A couple of thousand? Why not
make it a million?"

Howard's demand struck him as be-
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helped himself to another drink. |
“It seems I'm a hit,” he sald .with a
grin, |
Underwood by this time had recov-
ered his composure.
“So you've done nothing since you
left gollege?' he sald.
“No,"” answered Howard.
seem to get down to anything.

“T don't
My

Sank 8lespily Back Among the Soft
Divan Pillows.

ideas won't stay in one place. [ got a
job as time-keeper, but | didn't keep
it down a week. | kent the time all
right. but it wasn't the right time”
Again ralsing the glass to his llps, he
!addﬂd: “They're so beastly particu-
lar"”

“You keep pretty good time with
that,” laughed U'nderwood, pointing to
the whisky.

Howard grinned in drunken fasnion

“It's the ome thing I do punctualiy.”
he biccoughed. ‘I can row, swii.

well as anybody, but I'll be damned if
1 can do anything quite as well as I
can do this.”

“What do you want $2,000 for?" de-
manded Underwood.

“I've got an opportunity to go into
business. [ want $2,000 and | want
it deuced quick."

Underwood shrugged his shoulders.

“Why don’'t you go home and ask
your father?"” he demanded.

His visitor seemed offended at the
suggestion.

“What!"” he exclalmed, with comic
surprise, “after being turned out like a
dog with a young wife on my hands!
Not much—no. [I've Injured their
pride. You know father married a
second time, loaded me down with a
stepmother. She's all right, but she's
s0 confoundedly aristocratic., You
know her. Say, didn’t you and she—
wasn’'t there some sort of an engage-
ment once? Seems to me 1—"

Underwood rose to his feet and ab-
ruptly turned his back.

“I'd rather vou wouldn't get person-
al,” he sald curtly. Sitting down at a
desk, he began to rummage with some
papers and, turning impatiently to
Howard, he sald:

“Say, old man, I'm very busy now.
You'll have to excuse me.”

If Howard had been sober, he would
have understood that this was a pret-
ty stroug hint for him to be gone, but
in his besotted condition, he did not
propose to be disposed of so easily.
Turning to Underwood, he burst out
with an alr of offended dignity:

“Underwood, you wouldn’'t go back
on me now, I'm an outcast, a parlah,
a derclict on the ocean of life, as one
of my highly respectahle uncles wrote
me. Ilis grandfather was an iron pud-
dler” With a drunken laugh he went
on: "Doesn't it make vou sick? 1'm
no good because I married the girl, If
I had ruined her Hfe 1'd still be a
decent member of soclety.”

He helped himsell to anotber drink,
his haud shaking so that he could
hardly hold the decanter He was
fast approaching the state of complete
intoxication. Underwood made no at.
tempt to interfere. Why should he
care if the young fool made a sot of
himself? The sooner he drank him-
eelfl Insenzible the gulcker he would
get rid of him.

“No, Howard,” hesaid; “you'd never
make a decent member of society.”

“P'r'aps not,” hiccoughed Howard.

“How does Annie take her social
ogtraclsm?” inquired Underwood.

“Like a brick. She's a thorough-
bred, all right. She's all to the good.™”

“All the sume, I'm sorry 1 ever In-
troduced you to her,” replied Under- |
wood. “l never thought you'd make |
such a fool of yoursell as to marry—"

Howard shook his head In a maud-
lin manner, ag he replied:

“l don't know whether 1 made a
fool of myself or not, but she's all
right. She's got In her the makings
of a great woman—very crude, but |
still the makings. The only thing 1
object to is, she insists on going back
to work, just as if I'd permit such a
thing. Do you know what 1 said on
our wedding day? ‘Mrs. Howard Jeft-
ries, you are entering one of the old-
est familles In America. Nature has
fitted you for social leadership. You'll
be a petted, pampered member of that
select few called the “400," " and now,
damn it all, how can I ask her to go

back to work? But If you'll let me
have that $2,000—"

By this time Howard was beginning |
to get drowsy. Lying back om the
sofa, he proceeded to make himell"
comfortable,

“Two thousand dollars!"” Iaugh-"d|
Underwood. "“Why, man, I'm in debt

up to my eyes."
As far as his condition enabled him,
Howard gate a start of surprise. '
“Hard up!” he exclaimed.
around the room,
all this—a bluft?”

Pointing |
“What's |

he said:

me. You'll bave to go to your fa
ther."”

“Never,” gaid Howard despondently.
The suggestion was evidently too|
much for bhim, because he stretehed
out his hand for his whisky glass. “Fa-
ther's done with me,” he sald dole-1
fully. _

“Hell relent,” suggested I'Jndervi
wood.

Howard shook his head drowsily.
Touching his brow. he said:

“Tod much brains, too much up
here”” Placing his band on his heart,
he went on:  “Too little down here,
Once he gets an blea, he never lets it
go, he holds on Ohstinate One
idea—stick to it.  Gee, but I've made
a mess of things, haven't 1?7

t'niderwood looked at him with con
tempt. |

“You've made a mesg of your Hfe"
he =aid bitterly, “vet vou've had some
messure of happincss.  You, at least,
married the woman you love, Drunk |
en beast as you are, 1 envy you. The
woman | wanted married some one
else, damn her!”

Howard was so drowsy from the
effects of the whizuy that he was al
most asleep. As he lay back on the
gofa, he gurgled:

“Say, old man;
to listen to hurd-luek stories.
to tell one.”

In maudlin fashion he began to sing
“Oh. listen to my tale of woe,” while
Underwood sat glaring at him, won-
dering how he could put him out.

As he reached the last verse his
head began to nod. The words came
thiakly from his lips and he sank
gleepily back amongz the soft divan
pillows.

Just at that moment the telephons
hall rang.  Underwood quickly picked
up the reecliver.

“Who's that?" he asked. As he
heard the arsvwer lis taee lit up and
be rejiieid ezorlve “Mrs. Jeftries—

-

[ didn't come here
1 came

yes, Tl c'um! down. No, tell het to
come up.’”’

Hanging up the receiver, he hastily
went over to the divan and shook
Howard.

“Howard, wake up! confound you!
You've got to get out—there's some-
body coming."

He shook him roughly, but his old
classmate made no attempl to move.

"Quick, do you hear!” exclaimed
Underwood impatiently. “Wake up—
some one's coming.”

Howard sleepily half opened his
eyes. He had forgotten entirely
where he was and believed he was
on the train, for he answered:

“Sure, 1'm sleepy. Say-—porter,
make up my bed.”

His patience exhausted, Underwood
was about to pull him from the sofa
by force, when there was a ring at
the front door.

Dending quickly over his compan-
fon, Underwook saw that he was fast
asleep. There was no time to awaken
him and get him out of the way, Bo,
quickly, he took a blg screen and ar-
ranged it around the divan so that
Howard could not be seen. Then he
hurried to the front door and
opened it

Alicia entered.

CHAPTER VIl

For a few moments Underwood was
too much overcome by emotiom to
speak. Alleia brushed by in haughty
gilence, not deigning to look at him.
All he heard was the soft rustle of
her clinging silk gown as it swept
along the floor. She was incensed
with him, of course, but she had
come. That was all he asked. She
had come in time to save him. He
would talk to her and explain every-
thing and she would understand.
She would help him in this crisis as
she had in the past. Their long
friendship, all these years of intimacy,
could ndt end like this. There was
gtill hope for him. The sitoation was
not as desperate as he feared. He
miight vet avert the shameful end of
the suicide. Advancing toward her,
he safd in a hoarse whisper:

“Oh, this 18 good of you, youve
come—this is the answer to my let-
ter”

Alicla ignored his extended hand
and took a seat. Then, turning on
him, she exclaimed Indignantly:

“The answer should be a horse
whip. How dare you send me such
a message?’ Drawing from her bag
the letter received from him  that
evening, she demanded:

“What do you expect to gain by
this threat?"

“Don't be angry, Alicia.”

U'nderwood spoke scothingly, trying
ta conciliate her. Well he knew the
seductive power of his volce. Often
he had used It and not in vain, but
to-night it fell om cold, indifferent
ears.

“Don’t call me by that name,” she

| anapped.

U'nderwood made no answer. He
turned slightly paler and, folding bis
arms, just looked at her, in silence.
There was an awkward pause.

At last she sald:

“1 hope you understand that every-
thing's over between us, QOur ac-
quaintance is at an end.”

“My feelings toward you can never
change,” replied Underwood earnest
ly. "1 love you—I shall always love
you."

Alicia gave a little shrug of her
shoulders, expressive of utter ll:ld.ltfer—I
ence. ;

“Love!" she exclalmed mockingly. |
“You love no one but yourself.”

Underwood advanced nearer to her
and there was & tremor Iin his volce |
as he said:

“You have no right to say that. You
remember what we once were. Whose
fault iz it that | am where | am m-|
dav? When you broke our engage-|

| want you most, you deny me even your

| that she contained herself

| haughtlly

couldn’t kil that. You may forbld me
everyvthing— to see you—to speak (o
yvou—even to think of you, but I can
never forget that are the only
woman [ ever cared for. If you had
married me, 1 might have been a dif-
ferent man And now, just when |

you

have 1 done to de-
Is it fair? Is|

friendshlp.  What
gerve such treatment?
it JL‘.“\""

Alicia had listened with growing Im-
patience with diffficulty
Now ghe

It was onls

interrijited hin: hotly

“1 hroke mv snesgement with you
hecauss | found thar vou were decelv-
ing me—fust ag vou deeelved others”

“It's a He'” hroke In Underwood.
may have trifled with others, but 1
never decelved voa "™

Alcia rose and, rro<sing the room,
carelessly jnspected ane of the pie
tures on the wall, n -ty of the nude
by Haoliguereau

We need not go into that,” she sald
“That {= all over now. |
came to 4k vou what this letter—this |
threat—means.  Whnt do you expéect
to galn by takiug your Mfe unless |
continue to be vour friend? How can
[ be a friend to a wan ke vou? You |
know what your friends=hlp for A wom
an means [t means that you would
drag her down to your own level and
dlsgrgee her as well as  yoursell
Thank (iod, my eyes are now opened
to your true character.  No self-re
specting woman could afford to allow
ker name to he as-oclated with yours
Yon are as Incapable of disinterested
fricndship as vou are of common hon-
sstv Coldly she added: I hope you
-ulte understand that hencsforth my
louse g elosed to yoi if we happen
o0 meet o publlic, 1t st Ge as =tran
gers."”

I'nderwon! ait nao” swerk. Words
geemed to fail kin Plis face wag set
and whis:. A norvoos o tohving abopt
the mouth showed e werrflle wental

. o} ¥

gtrain which the man ’wns under. In
the excitement he bad forgotten about
Howard's presence on the divan be-
hind the screen. A listener might have
detected the heavy breathing of the
sleeper, but even Alicla herself was
too preoccupled to notlce it. Ungder-
wood extended his arms pleadingly:

“Alicla—for the sake of auld lang
syne!”

“Auld lang syne,” she retorted. “I
want to forget the past. The old mem-
ories are distasteful. My only object
in coming here to-night was to make
the situation plain to you and to ask
you to promise me not to—carry out
your threat to kill yourself. Why
ghould you kill yourself? Only cowards
do that. Because you are in trouble?
That is the coward's way out. Leave
New York. Go where you are mnot
known. You are still young. Begin
life over agaln, somewhere else.” Ad-
vancing toward him, she went on:
“If you will do this I will help you.
1 never want to see you agaln, but I'll

it 1!

What Was the Good of Regreta?

i

trv not to think of you unkindly. But
you must promise me solemnly not to
make any attempt against your life.”

“I promise nothing,” muttered Un-
derwood doggedly.

“But you must,” she insisted. "It
wonld be a terrible crime, not only
against yourself, but against others
You must give me your word.”

I'nderwood shook his head.

I promise nothing.”

I‘ut you must,” persisted Alicla. "I
won't stir from here untll I have your
promise.”

He looked at her curfously.

“If my life has no interest for you,
why should you ecare?” he asked.

There was a note of scorn in his
volee  which aromsed his  visitor's
wriath, Crumpling up his letter in her
hand, she confronted him angrily.

“Shall T tell you why [ care?"’ she
eried. “Decause you accuse me in this
letter of being the cause of your death |
—1, wheo have been wvour friend In
spite of your dishonesty, Oh! it's des-
picable, contemptible! Above all, It's
a He—"

I'nderwood shrugeged his shoulders.
Cyuoically he replied:

“So it wasn't so much concern for
me as for yourself that brought you
here.”

Alicia’'s eyes flashed as
swered:

“Yes, I wished to spare myself this
indignity, the shame of being asso-
clated In any way with a suicide. 1
was afraid you meant what you said.”

“Afraid,” interrupted Underwood
bitterly, “that some of the scandal
might reach as far as the aristocratic
Mrs. Howard Jeffries, Sr.!”

Her face flushed with anger, Alicla
paced up and down the room. The
man'e taunts stung her to the quick.
In a way, she felt that he waa right
She ought to have guessed his charac-
ter long ago and had nothing to do
with him He seemed desperate

she an-

enough to do anything, yet she doubt-

e m=— P
ing so humoroussthat he sat down con- | Underwood nodded. ment and married old Jeffries to gratl- | e¢d if he had the courage to kill hlm-!
vulsed with langhter. ] “A bluff, that's it. Not a picture, | fy your social ambition, you rulned my | self. She thought she would try more
Looking at him stupidly, Howard not a vase, not a stick belongs to| llife. You didn’t destroy my love—you | conclllatory metheas. so, stopping)

short, she sald more gently: |

‘You know my hushand has suffered
through the wretched marriage of his
anly snn You know how deeply we
bath feel this disgrace, and yet you)
would add—" .

I'nderwood Inughed mockingly

Why should | conalder your hus
hand's feellngs ™ he crbigl “He didn't
cansider mlns when he parrfed you ™
Suiddenly  hending orward, CYery

nerve tense, he contlnued hearsely
Alleta, 8 teli von 'm dvaporate ['m
hemmed In on wll =lles by creditors
You know whar veery feiendship —vour
patronnge 1" 1t you drap me
now, your friends will olloa —tney'rel
w Jot of sheop lod Ly yPha--mmil wawen
my credlitars hear of me they'ld
doen aon me ke o flock of walves
I'm not ahle to ke o settloment
Prizon stares me in the fnce ™
tilaneing arovnd ar the handsone
furnishirgs, ol replled carclessly
“I'm a0t restonsthle for vour wrong
dolng. 1 want to protect my telends
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£ of do=tors and

[f they are a lot of shevp, as you eay. |25 Eot no rollef,
that Is preci=ecly why | should warn |§ and finally
them. They have fopliclt con’d | one of my
fn me. You have tesrowed thelr mon | § doctora sent

ev, choatid them at cards, stolen fros,
them: Your acquaintance with e ha
ghven them the opportynity,  lut
Pve found you out. | refuse any long
¢r to sacrifiee

snget, MY Sense of

oA

doeency ™ Apuclly

che contitiied: “You thought vou oo o
Wuff me You've ndapted thiz cow
ard's wnav of forcing me to (
vl gulast my will Well, v
fadled I will not sanectlon vorr ro
Ling my friends. 1 will not oilow
toosell thesn any more of vaur hip
prfeed subMich, or permit you to (i

them at earde ™

'nderwond Hstened In o silone
etood motionless, wurehice hepe o
faee az ghe boapen r pro-ch
Qhe was practle
death sentence, yol Jie o 51
'Ihin'king how pretty -ghe don

s

ik T et

Ly

che had finlched he sald nothing, but,
going to his desk, he opened a small
drawer and took out a revolver,

Alicia recolled, frightened.

“What are you going to do?" she
cried.

Underwood smiled bitterly.

“Oh, don't be afrald. 1 wouldn’t do
it while you are here. In spite of all
yvou've sald to me, 1 still think too
much of you for that.” Replacing the
plstol in the drawer, he added: “"Allcia,
iIf you desert me now, you'll be gorry
to the day of your death'™

Hls vizitor looked at him in sllence,
Then, contemptuously, she sald:

“T don't belleve you intend to carry
out your threat., [ should have known
from the first that your object was to
frighten me, The piatol display was
highly theatrical, but it was only a
blufl. You've no more ldea of taking
vour life than I have of taking mine.
I was foollsh to come here. [ might
have spared myselfl the humillation of

this clandestine interview. Good-
night!”
She went toward the door. Under

wood made no attempt to follow her.
In a hard, etrange volce, which he
scarcely recognized as his own, he
merely sald:

“Is that all you bave to say?"”

“Yes," replied Allcia, as she turned
at the door. "Let it he thoroughly un-
derstood that your presence at my
house is not desfred. 1If you force
yvourself upon me in any way, you
must take the consequences.”

Underwood bowed, and was sllent
She did not gee the deathly pallor of
his face. Openlpg the door of the
apartment which led to the hall, she
again turned.

“Tell me, before [ go—you didn't
mean what you sald In your letter, did
you?'

“I'll tell you nothing,” replled Ua-
derwood dozgedly,

She tossed her head gcornfully.

“] don't helleve that & man who I3
coward enough to write a letter llke
this has the courage to earry out his
threat.” Stufling the letter back Into
her bag, she addad: “l should have
thrown It in the waste-paper bhasket,
but on second thooghts, 1 think 111
keop it. Good-night”

“Giood-night,” echoed
mechanically,

He watched her go down the long
hallway and dirappear In the elevator,
Then, shutting the door, he cuame
slowly back into the room and =at
down at his desk. For ten minutes he
sat there his head Lent
forwnard. reluxed. Thera

Underwood

motionless,

Hmh

BVErY

was deep #flence, broken only by How- |

ard’s regular breathing and the loud
ticking of the clock.

“Hs all up” he muttered to himself,
“It's no use hattlineg agalnxt the
The strongest swimmer must go under
gsome time. I've plaved my last eard
and ['ve last Death {s bherter than
going to {ail. What good Is lfe anv-
way without money” Just a moment's
nerve and it will all be over.™

Opening the drawer in the desk, ha
took out the revolver again. He turned
it over in his hand and regarded fear
fully the pollshed surface of the in-
strument that bridged life and death.
He had completely forgotten Howard's
presence In the room. On the thresh.
old of a terrible deed, his thoughts
were leagues away. Like a man who
Is drowning, and close to death, he
saw with surprising distibctness a
kaleldoscople view of his past life He
saw himself an innocent, impulsive
schonl boy, the pride of a devoted
mother, the happy home where he
spent his childbood. Then came the
association with bad companfons thae
firat step in wrongdoing, stealing out
of a comrade’'s pocket in schonl, the
death of his mother, leaving home—
with downward progress until he erad.
drifted Into his present dishon-
et way of living, What was the good
of regrets? He could not

nally

\
recuil his

mny friends, my self-re |

tidas, |

me to Chi-
cagon, and 1
met the same
fi'e. They
snrldthey
could donoths
ing for me,
said I had
cancer of the
stomach and there waa no cure. I al-
most thought the same, for my breath
was offensive amd [ could not eat any-
thing without great mlsery, and I grad-
uilly grew worse,

“Finally I concluded to try Peruna,
and T found rellef and a cure for that
dreadful disease, catarrh. 1 took flve
bottles of Peruna and two of Manalln,
and [ now feel llke a new man. There
js nothing better than Peruna, and I

|' F
Mr. A. M.

Ikerd.

time.”
Ask Your Druggist for a Free
Peruna Almillnc for 1912

mather to He. He ecould never rehabe
flitate himself among decent men and
women, The world had suddenly be-
come too small for him. He must go,
and quickly.

Fingering the plstol nervously, he
gat hefore the mirrer and placed It
againgt his temple. The cold steel
gave him a sudden shock. He won-
dered Il It would hurt, and If thera
would be Instant oblivion. The glarae
of the electric llght In the room dis.
concerted hlm. It ocecurred to him
that it would be easler in the dark.
Reaching out hia arm, he turned the
electric button, and the room was fm-
mediately plunged into darkoess, ex-
cept for the moonlight which entered
through the windows, Imparting a
ghostly aspect to the scene. On the
other side of the room, behind the
gereen, a red glow from the open fire
fell on the sleeping form of Howard
Jeffries.

Blowly, dellberately, Underwood
ralsed the plstol to his temple and
fired.

(TO BE CONTINUED.

GREATEST MEDICINE ON EARTH

A promlnent cltizen of Evansville,
Ind., writes:—*T was {ll for five
months with a pulmonary trouble, and
had the best of doctors. I had hemor-
rhages and was In a very bad way.
Through the adviea of a friend T tried
Vinol, and I feel that it saved my life.
It is all you recommend {t to be. |
believe it is the greatest medicine on
earth, T have advised othera to try
Vinol, and they have had the same
results.” (Name furnished on re
quest.)

We want every one In thizs vicinity
who 18 troubled with chronie colds,
| coughs, or pulmonary troubles, to
come and get a Lottle of Vinol.

If It does not go to the seat of trou.
ble, heal the inflammation and stop
the cough, we will cheerfully return
every cent pald us for it. This shows
our faith, and troves that you take
nn chances.

J. D. MeMillan & Son, Druggists,
Lumberton, N. C.
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DID YOU EVER NOTICE

'what a big difference there is in
the way in which the mercantile
' business is conducted? There is
such a marked difference that it
is well worth while to give this
'subject serious thought, and then
'give your patronage where you
' will get the best returns. We are
not enly willing to stand the
test, but ask itasa favor because
we have confidence in the result.

John T. Biggs Co.

| 11.8-tf

OLEY KIDNEY PILLS

|
FOR DAaCnaSt i Kip~Cvs amD CLA2DEN

keep a bottle of Tt in my uduse ai‘thd”




