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"A TERRIBLE BLOW." 

Synopsis.—Harriet Feld, twenty-
eiglit years old, and beautiful, is 
the social secretary of the flirta
tious Mrs. Isabel Carter, at 
"Crownlands," Richard Carter's 
bome, and governess of seventeen-
year-old Nina Carter. Ward twen
ty-four years old and impression
able, fancies himself in love with 
his mother's attractive secretary. 
Mrs. Carter's latest "affair" is with 
young Anthony Pope, and the 
youth Is taking It very seriously. 
Presiding over the teacups this 
summer afternoon, Harriet is pro
foundly disturbed by the arrival of 
a visitor, Royal Blondin. Next 
day, at a tea party in the city. 
Blondon makes himself agreeable 
to Nina, and leaves a deep impres
sion on the unsophisticated girl. 
Harriet's agitation over the appear
ance of Klundin at "Crownlands" 
Is explained by the fact that he 
had been a disturbing element In 
her life ten years before and she 
fears him. The man is an avowed 
adventurer, living on the gullibility 
of the Idle rich. He frankly an
nounces to Harriet his intention of 
marrying Nina, and urges her to 
aid him. Rhe is in a sense in his 
power, and after pleading with him 
to abandon his scheme agrees to 
follow a policy of neutrality. 
Knowing the tender feeling she has 
Inspired in Ward Carter, Harriet 
Is tempted to marry him for the 
position and wealth he can give 
her, though realizing she does not 
love him, Blondin has Ingratiated 
himself with Madame Carter, Rich
ard's mother, and she Is whole
heartedly In favor of his marriage 
with Nina. Ward urges Harriet to 
marry him. She procrastinates. 
Mrs. Carter elopes with Pope. Blon
din threatens Harriet. She prays 
to do what Is right. 

SI-

CHAPTER VIII—Continued. 

A day or two later there was a fam
ily conference In the library, and Har
riet realized more clearly than ever 
that It was Impossible to forecast the 
march of events. Richard announced 
that after consideration he had de
cided that it would be wiser for the 
family to weather the storm of talk 
that would follow Isabelle's disappear
ance In some neighborhood less con
nected with her. He had therefore 
leased an establishment on Long 
Island, where the children could have 
their swimming and tennis, and his 
mother her usual nearness to town, but 
where they would be comparatively 
Inaccessible to a curious press and 
public, and might disappear for a 
grateful Interval. The life at Hunting
ton would be less formal than at 
Crownlands, but the house he had 
taken was comfortable and roomy; 
there would be plenty of room for 
Nina's girl friends and Ward's guests. 
Miss Field, Bottomley and Hansen 
would please see to it that the move 
was made with all possible expedition. 
"I have explained to my mother and 
the children," he said, quietly, to Har
riet, "that Mrs. Carter has asked for 
a divorce, which will, of course, be 
Immediately arranged. Now, Miss 
Field, you will understand that you 
are in charge from now on. My mother 
will—well, you know how to handle 
her! She Is old—enjoys her little bit 
of mischief sometimes! Anything uu-
usual you can refer to me; I shall be 
there every week, anyway." 

He paused and ruffled the scattered 
papers that were on the flat-topped 
desk before him. Harriet watched 
liim anxiously. She thought he looked 
tired and old, and her heart ached at 
the troubled attempt he was making 
to simplify the tragedy for them all. 
He was not handsome, she reflected, 
but surely there had never been 
keener or pleasanter gray eyes, and a 
mouth so strong when it was in repose, 
so honest when It smiled. Not like 
Ward's ready and incessant laughter, 
not like Royal Blondln's carefully cal
culated amusement. 

Reaching this point in her thought, 
facing him with her whole beautiful 
face alive with emotion and Interest, 
Harriet smiled herself, Involuntarily 
and faintly. It was a smile of almost 
daughterly sympathy and comrade
ship, friendly and Innocent, and wholly 
Irresistible. 

Richard, catching the look, was per
haps unconsciously cheered by It. 
Even at forty-four, and under his 
present difficulties and harassments. 
he must have been dead not to be 
refreshed by the vision of earnest 
youth and beauty that was so near 
him In the tempered summer light of 
the great library. 

"Thank you!" he said, as if she had 
spoken. "There Is one more thing. 
Miss Field," he added, idly rumpling 
his papers again, and then moving his 
fine hand to his thick brown hair, 
whose shining order he rumpled too. 
"About this man Blondin. Do you 
know anything about him?" 

A more direct shot at her Innermost 
fastnesses could hardly have been 
made. Robbed of breath and senses 
by the suddenness of it, and with dry 
lips, Harriet could only falter a repe
tition : 

"Know anything about him?* 
"I don't know much, and what I do 

know I don't like," Richard continued, 
noticing nothing amiss In her manner, 
perhaps because he was so deeply ab
sorbed In what he was saytng. "He's 
a handsome fellow; he knows his sub

ject, I guess. But I don't like him. 
Now, I don't know how he feels to 
Nina, or she to him, but as you know, 
she will come into her uncle's fortune 
in a few months, unless the trustee, 
who Is myself, decides to defer pay
ment for another three years. I mere
ly want to say that it might be as well 
to Intimate to this young fellow that 
there are conditions under which 1 
would see fit to defer It, and anything 
that brought him Into that connection 
would—well, would constitute one !" 

"I didn't know of that!" Harriet ex
claimed, in such obvious relief that 
the man smiled involuntarily. 

"Then you agree with mef* he 
asked, eagerly. 

Here in the somber sweetness of the 
library, with the man she admired and 
respected above all others looking to 
her for confidence and counsel, what 
could she say? Even had Royal Blon
din been present, Harriet might have 
cast every secondary consideration to 
the winds as readily. As it was, she 
could only tell him the truth. 

"Oh, yes—yes! I told Ward that I 
would rather see Nina dead!" 

"Why do you say so?" Richard 
asked. "Now, I'll tell you why I do." 
he added, as Harriet was, not unnatu
rally, groping for definite phrases, 
"I've been watching this man. I had 
his record looked Into. There's noth
ing extremely bad In It—he seems to 
be a gentleman adventurer. I don't 
want him mixed up with my family. 
I'm going to speak to Ward about it, 
warn him that his sister's happiness 
mustn't be risked by having the fellow 
about at all. You're tired," said 
Richard, abruptly. 

"Indeed I'm not!" the girl protested, 
with white lips. 

"You don't imagine the man is seri
ous?" Richard asked, alarmed by her 
manner. 

"I don't know!" Harriet answered 
at random. "They've—they've hardly 
known each other three weeks!" 

"Ah, welll And she Is only seven
teen," her father said. "Distract her, 

her passionute girlhood, she turned on 
the threshold for a look of farewell. 
But Richard Carter had left the desk, 
and was kneeling on one knee before 
liis safe; he had forgotten her. Har
riet went across the hall, mounted the 
stairs, and found her own room. She 
was hardly conscious of what she was 
doing or thinking. 

"Oh, what shall I do?" she whis
pered. "He trusts me to protect her! 
Oh, why didn't I—the moment I knew 
that Royal was thinking of her—why 
didn't I go to him then, and make a 
clean breast of It all! Now—now I've 
promised! And they trust me and 
love me—and what shall I do I Oh. 
God," whispered Harriet, sinking on 
her knees beside the bed, "You know 
that I am good—You know that I can 
really help them all—can really pro
tect the girl! You know how I have 
chosen what was fine and good, all 
these years, how I have longed for an 
opportunity to be useful and happy! 
Don't let him come Into my life again, 
and spoil It again. Don't let Richard 
Carter lose faith In me, and despise 
me! I don't know what's the matter 
with me," sobbed Harriet, burying her 
brimming eyes in the pillows "I never 
cry, I haven't cried like this for years 
and years! E think Fbi losing my 
mind I" 

"Why Don't You Say That noyal fe 
After My Moneyl" 

amuse her—If she's Inclined to mope 
a bit. Get riding horses!" 

No time to think—no time to trim 
her course. Harriet must plunge 
blindly ahead now. 

"Mr. Carter, would you—if you 
think wise—give your mother a hint 
of this? Madame Carter Is romantic, 
you know—" 

"Oh, certainly ! Certainly !** he said, 
approvingly. "I'll speak to her. We 
must keep Nina a little girl this sum
mer. And. Miss Field—" 

It was said with only a slight change 
in the pleasant voice. But it brought 
a sudden change in their relationship, 
a tightening of the bonds that were 
all Harriet's world now. 

"—Miss Field, I may say here and 
•ow that it is an unmixed privilege, 
in my estimation," Richard Carter 
said, simply, "that my daughter, and 
my son, too, for the matter of that, 
should have the advantage of your 
Influence, and your example, at this 
time. I have never been unapprecia-
tive of the value of a simple, good, 
unspoiled woman in my household. I 
have seen the effect In a thousand 
ways. But at the present moment, I 
hardly know where I could turn with
out you. 1 can only hope that In some 
way the Carters may be able to repay 
you!" 

The secretary's shining head dropped, 
and she rested her elbow on the table, 
and pressed a white hand tight across 
her eyes for a moment of silence. 
When she faced him again her face 
was a little pale, and her magnificent 
eyes heavy with tears. 

"I love all the Carters,** she said 
simply. "I only wish I were—half 
what you say!M 

And without another word she stood 
up, folded into a tiny obiong the pa
per upon which she had been making 
a few notes, and went slowly to the 
library door. More deeply stirred 
than she had been sines the days ef 

CHAPTER IX. 

The move to Huntington was made 
quickly and quietly, and lazy weeks 
followed, to Harriet weeks of almost 
cloudless content. Ward, early In Au
gust, after a serious talk with Harriet, 
Joined some friends for a motor run 
of three thousand miles, and presently 
was sending them post cards from 
Monterey and Tahoe. 

They had been In the new home only 
a few days when Harriet had reason 
to stop short in a busy morning of 
unpacking with one hand upon her 
heart, and a great satisfaction in her 
eyes. Nina, reading from a note from 
Royal Blondin, announced the sensa
tional news that he had broken his 
ankle. He was with friends at New
port, and must remain there now for 
weeks, perhaps a month. Nina was 
please to write to him, and to give 
his regard to Miss Field, and ask her 
not to forget him. 

For several weeks they were safe. 
Nina did not know the family Royar 

had been visiting, there was a lon& 
interval before she could possibly see 
him again. He would write to the girl, 
of course, and Harriet knew with what 
absorbing emotion she would look for 
his letters. But Nina was young and 
Nina wrote wretchedly, and anything 
might happen, thought Harriet, con
soling herself with a vague argument 
that was In itself youthful, too. 

With September came changes. 
Blondin wrote that he was limping 
about with a stick, and wanted to limp 
down to them as soon as they would 
ask him. Ward was home again, as 
always Irresponsible, a little older and 
in some vague way a little coarser, 
Harriet thought, but still a most en
livening element in tltte quiet house
hold. Madame Carter had brought 
with her, for several weeks' stay, a 
friend of Isabelle's, a pretty, dashing 
little grass widow, Mrs. Tabor. The 
resolute brightness and sweetness 
with which Ida Tabor attempted to 
amuse Richard gave Harriet some hint 
of the plan which was taking shape in 
the back of his mother's head. But 
she could only make Mrs. Tabor com
fortable, and fit her somehow into the 
youthful plans of the household. 

Nina, Ward and Harriet fairly lived 
In the water, and Ward had uncon
sciously served his father's cause by 
bringing home with him a tongue-tied 
pleasant youth named Saunders 
Archer, whose presence In the house 
had helped to keep Nina pleased and 
amused. She had already Imparted to 
Harriet the valuable information that 
Saunders had never known his mother, 
and had never had a sister, "and of 
course I have always been such an 
oddity in the family," said Nina, "that 
I got right at his confidence in that 
dreadful way of mine! He said he 
didn't know why he talked to me so 
frankly." 

Harriet had seen to It that a variety 
of delightful plans awaited the young 
people at every turn. The retirement 
natural after the recent domestic ca
tastrophe was too dangerous to risk 
now. And Harriet hoped, hoped, hoped, 
feverishly, incessantly, wearyingly, 
that the danger was past. 

But Amy came down, mild and col
orless as ever, yet still more poised, 
more socially adept than Nina, and 
with Amy innocently diverting Saun
ders' bashful attentions, Nina re
turned to thoughts of Royal. He was 
coming down with Madame Carter and 
Mrs. Tabor In her car. Richard was 
bringing two men down for golf this 
week-end, and with Saunders and 
Amy, Royal and Madame Carter and 
Mrs. Tabor, the house would be filled. 
She had plenty to do with the man
aging. the endless details that were 
brought her mercilessly, hour after 
hour, by maids and housekeeper. And 
yet under her quiet busyness and her 
happy hours with the young people 
there lurked incessantly a fretted 
sense of danger approaching. 

Something of this was In her mind 

as she and Nina basked on the gently 
heaving float, in the sunshine. Nina 
talked incessantly of Blondin. Har
riet fancied she saw an opening for a 
little talk she felt extremely timely. 

"Mr. Blondin likes you, Nina, Just 
because you aren't flirtatious and silly, 
like the other girls. But he isn't the 
sort of man to get very deeply Inter
ested in any woman, dear." 

"No, I know he's not I" Nina said 
quickly, turning suddenly red, and 
looking attentively at the print of her 
wet hand on the dry, hot boards. 

"And I would be sorry if he were," 
Harriet pursued, not too seriously, 
"for I want you to marry a man of 
your own age, when you do marry, 
and not a man who has had—well, 
other affairs, who has that confiden
tial, flattering manner with all women ! 
You will be rich, Nina—" 

"Why don't you say that Royal Is 
after my money!" Nina burst out, with 
symptoms of tears. The ready name 
frightened Harriet afresh; she knew 
that they corresponded, that grass was 
not growing under Royal's feet. "The 
first man I ever really liked." Nina 
said, with a heaving breast, "the first 
man who ever understood me—1" 

"Nina," Harriet said, "you don't 
want to have to write your husband 
a check on your honeymoon?" 

She felt It a cruel cut; but seven
teen years of flattery and smoothness 
had armed Nina in Impregnable com
placence. She gave a sneering laugh 
that trembled or\ the brink of tears, 
and tried to control a mouth that was 
shaking with anger. One look of utter 
scorn she did manage, then she 
shrugged not so much her shoulders 
as her whole body, and flung herself 
fririously into the water. Harriet 
called "Nina!" first Impatiently, and 
then coaxingly. But the younger girl 
swam steadily to the shore, and Har
riet saw her a minute later, shaking 
herself outside the shower, before she 
disappeared Into the big bathhouse. 

Harriet had entirely forgotten Ward, 
until he swam under the float, and 
with a characteristic yell, rose stream
ing like a seal under her very feet. 

Genuinely startled, she gratified him 
with a scream, and they both laughed 
like children as he flung himself drip
ping on the hot boards, and proceeded 
to bake luxuriously In the sun. 

"It's the most gorgeous thing I ever 
saw, do you know that?" lie asked, 
with one hand touching the river of 
sparkling gold that blazed and tumbled 
on her shoulders. "Listen, Harriet, 
do you remember the little talk we 
had some weeks ago?" 

"Perfectly," she said, a little unwil
lingly. 

"Well, how about It?" the boy said, 
after a pause. 

"It wouldn't be fair to you. Ward," 
the girl said, slowly, after a pause. 
"I love you, but I don't love you the 
way your wife will!" 

"I want you!" he said, sullenly. Tm 
crazy about you ! My God—" 

"Ward, please don't touch me!" she 
said sharply, getting to her feet with a 
spring, as he put his arm about her. 
"Don't—! I shall tell your father If 
you do!" 

"You didn't talk that way at Crown
lands last June," the man said, sulkily. 
"I don't see what has made such a 
difference now!" 

"I think perhaps I'm different, Ward. 
The summer—" Harriet's voice died 
into silence. Her eyes were fixed upon 
the figure of a man who came down 
the little pier, and dove into the shin
ing water. Two minutes later, with a 
great gasp of satisfaction, Richard 
Carter drew himself up beside them. 

"11a! That is something like! My 
Lord, the water is beautiful today! 
How about the buoy? Who swims 
with me to the buoy?" 

"Come on, HarrietI" Ward said, 
poising. 

Harriet rose, and bundled the glory 
of her hair Into a blue rubber cap that 
mode her look like a beautiful rosy 
French peasant. With no further 
speech she made a splendid dive, and 
the men followed her. 

It was one of life's beautiful hours, 
she thought, as In a great splash of 
salt water she reached the buoy, and 
hung laughing and panting to Its rest
less bulk. Ward had preceded her by 
a full minute, Richard was half a 
minute behind her. With much vain
glorious boasting from the men, they 
all rested there before the homeward 
swim. Harriet hardly spoke, her cup 
was full to the brim with a mysterious 
felicity born of the summer hour, the 
heaving waters, and the Joyous mood 
of father and son. When Richard 
praised her swimming she flushed in 
ihe severe blue cap, and the blue eyes 
met his with the shy pleasure of a 
child. It was while she was hastily 
dressing. In the hot bathhouse a little 
later, that a sudden thought came to 
her, and flushed the lovely face again, 
and brought her to a sudden pause. 

A tremendous thought, that made 
her breast rise suddenly, and her eyes 
fix themselves vaguely on space for 
a long, long minute. Her palms were 
damp, and she put them over her Lot 
cheeks. Bnt that—she whispered in 
the deeps of her soul, thai was non
sense t . V-

• # * * • • • 
. • * 

Blondin had been waiting for Har
riet at the church door. Ooming out. 

she had Indicated without a word that 
he might walk beside her. The serv
ice had been Ill-attended, and the few 
women who drifted away from it did 
not walk In their direction, so they 
found themselves alone. 

Harriet opened the conversation 
with a frank yet reluctant confession. 

"I'm so sorry, Roy! But it is only 
fair to you to say that I've changed. 
You will have to do what you think 
fit about it, of course. But I can't 
pretend thut I'm—I'm playing your 
game any longer." 

"What game?" Blondin, falling Into 
graceful step beside her, asked pleas
antly. 

"I mean any posslbte—Idea yov 
might have of Nina!" Harriet said, 
bravely. 

"Oh, Nina!" he shrugged his shoul
ders lightly. "Don't take mc too seri
ously, Harriet," he said. "Why, when
ever we are alone together, "hould you 
promptly begin to cross-question me 
about that little person?" 

Harriet made a faint, Impatient 
ejaculation. 

"Well, anyway, jftm knew where f 
stand!" she said. 

"And you know where I do," he an
swered, after a pause. "I can see Car
ter has no particular enthusiasm lor 
me—I suppose that's your work." 

"You know where I stand," she 
could only repeat. They had reached 
the garden now, and were at the foot 
of the steps. 

"I don't quite see how you can take 
that tone," Blondin hinted. "Do you 
expect to marry the boy?" 

Harriet did not answer, except by 
a faint shrug. Her heart was sick 
with fright, but there was no reason 
why he should be Informed that she 
had definitely broken with Ward. But 
he had never come so near a threat 
before. 

"Of course I am entirely at your 
mercy," she said, simply. Blondin 
watched her for a full moment of si
lence before he said suddenly: 

"Look here. I'll make a bargain 
with you. If you will consent not to 
make any allusion to—well, to ten 
years ago, I'll do the same. I'll give 
you my solemn promise on It. Say 
what you please about me now. You're 
under no bond to protect me. I can 
hold my own. But the past is dead. 
Neither you nor I will speak of it 
without agreeing to do so. How about 
It?" 

She hesitated, the black lashes 
dropped, her restless hands twisting 
and torturing her handkerchief. It 
protected her, she thought, while lavr* 
ing her free to oppose him. 

"I'll agree," she said, finally. 
"Promise?" 
"Oh, I promise!" She bit her lip, and 

frowned, as if she would add some
thing more. But no words came, only 
her troubled eyes met his fully and 
splendidly for a second. 

Then with a brief, familiar nod she 
turned, and without another word 
went Into the house. 

The morning dragged. It was dry 
and hot, with promise of a storm 
later. 

Madame Carter's breakfast had been 
sent upstairs, and Mrs. Tabor had 
joined her, for when the old lady sent 
a message to Harriet, the two women 
were together, in elaborate negligee, 
and a Utter of Sunday papers was 
scattered about the beautiful bedroom. 
Upon Harriet's entrance Mrs. Tabor 
gracefully rose to go, but she paused 
for a pleasant good morning. 

Alone with her determined old en
emy, Harriet assumed he. usual air 
of respectful readiness. Madame Car
ter had sent for her? 

"Yes," said the old lady, looking 
aimlessly about her before gathering 
her garments together, and sinking 
Into a chair. "I wanted you to know 
that the young people propose to 
drive to Easthampton, at about two 
o'clock—my granddaughter has been 
here, teasing Granny for the plan, and 
I have consented. They will dine 
there and be back at about—well, 
after dinner." 

"But won't that tire youV' Harriet 
asked. 

"I? Oh, I shall not go. Ward will 
chaperon his sister, and Nina, Amy. 
Mr. Blondin will see that they get 
home in time. It's quite all right, Miss 
Field; I am entirely satisfied. They—" 

"But, Maddme Carter!" Harriet In
terrupted her as she had expected to 
be interrupted. "Surely It would be 
better—" 

"We won't discuss It, -please, ,Mlss 
Field!" 

Harriet's cheeks reddened; she was 
silent. * 

"I bimb that you and I shall 
quietly get married ia • few, 
weeks, when 1 am free.** 

A Short Time Ago I 
Weighed Only 80 
Pound*—I Now Weigh 
112 Pounds and 

TANLAC 
is what built me tip eo 
wonderfully, says Mrs. 
Barbara Weber, 3IS 
Van Ness Ave,, San 
Francisco She is but 
one of thousands simi
larly benefited. 

tf you are under weight, if 
your digestion is impaired, if 
you are weak and unable tm 
enjoy life to the fullest meas
ure, you should take Tarda 
At all good druggists. 

Hard on Grandma. 
In n school not so far from Indian^ 

apolis the first grade teacher taught 
the children to say "yes mam," and 
Mno, mam." 

One of the children was telling tM§ 
at home to grandma. 

Grandma answered, "Well, that tt 
proper." 

The child said. "Proper nothing. I 
never heard of such a thing before." 
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NAME "BAYER" IS ON 
GENUINE ASPfRYi 

fake Tafetfta Without Fear, If Y«| 
•toe the 8afety "Bayer 

Cross." 

If you want the true, world-fasaoaa 
Aspirin, as prescribed by physicians for 
over twenty-one years, you must ask 
for "Bayer Tablets of Aspirin." 

The "Bayer Cross" Is stamped am 
each tablet and appears on each pack* 
age for your protection against lmlf» 
tions.—Advertisement. 

Getting at It. f 
"Did you Interview the eminent 

Statesman?" / 
*Yes." 
"What did he% have to «ay?* 
"Nothing." 
"I knew that. Bat how many 

nmns of It."—Louisville Courier 
nal. ; 

Important to Mothwrr 
Examine carefully every 

CASTORIA, that famous ' 
for Infants and children, air 

Bears the 
Signature of 

In Use for Over 30 
Children Cry ior -

na cnuaren, i 
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Mrs. Addie Hottell 
Minneapolis, Minn.—"I want to 

make this public expression of what 
Dr. Pierce's medicines have done for 
me. Some years ago I was in a weak, 
run-down condition with neither 
strength nor ambition. A neighbor 
suggested that I take Dr. Pierce's 
Goidon Medical Discovery. I secured 
a bottle from the drug store and this 
was so helpful that I had no need of 
a second bottle. To those whose con
dition needs building up I can and 
do recommend Dr. Pierce's Golden 
Medical Discovery."—Mrs. Addle Hot
tell, 711 Buchanan St., N. E. 

Gain health and vitality by obtain* 
lng Dr. Pierce's discovery at your 
drug store, in tablets or liquid. 

Kiddies' Colds Can 
Be Eased Quickly 

Dr. King's New Discovery wBI d* 
that very thing, easily and quickly* 
Don't say, "Poor little kiddie, I visit 
1 knew what to do (or you!'* Whefli 
the cough first comes, give a little Dr, 
King's New Discovery as directed, and 
it will soon be eased. 

It's a good family cough and eot# -
remedy, too. Loosens np the phkgm, 
clears up the cough* relieves the con
gestion. No harmful drugs. For ifty ̂  
years a standard remedy for 4oHa^° 
coughs^n^>pe. At your drnggtola '̂' 

Dr.KlntfS 
New^Dti 

A 

tTO BE CONTINUE*^ ^ 

Logical. ,(> 
Patsy—Mom, won't yer gimme candy 

now? 
Mrs. Casey—Didn't Oi tell ye Oi 

wouldn't give ye anny at all if yt 
didn't kape still? 

Patsy—Yes'ui. but— 
Mrs. Casey—-Well, the longer ye 

kape still the sooner yoV get 
Michigan Gargoyle. 

- • • s' ' '  1  "V •/* . y 
. ' j y :r. 

Constipated? nMl'i 
the system, villi %, KfegV 
They prompt tot Ml la*, ft, 
the bsy liver «gd get at the root ! 
trouble. All dmggiett. We. , 

w m. u„ siavix ri 

H \ > ], , ,*f ? * 
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