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CHAPTER IIL
1 confess that I was considerably
startled by this fresh proof of the
practical nature of my companion’s
theories. DMy respect for his powers of
analysis increased wondrously. There

still remained some lurking suspicion
In my mind, however, that the whole
thing was a prearranged episode, in-
tended to dazzle me, ithough what
earthly object he could have in taking
me in was past my comprehension,
When I looked at him he had finished
reading the note, and his eyes had as-

sumed the wvacant, Ilack-luster ex-
pression which showed mental ab-
straction.

“How in the world did you deduce
that?" I asked.

“Deduce what?" said he, petulantly.

“Why, that he was a reatired ser-
geant of marines,"” '

“I have no time for trifles,” he re-
plied brusquely; then, with a smile,
“Excuse my rudness. You broke ihe
thread of my thoughts; but perhaps it
is as well. So you actually were not
able to see that that man was a ser-
geant of marines?”

“No, indeed.”

“1t was easier to know ity than to
explain why I know it. If you were
asked to prove that two and two madas
four, you might find some difficulty,
and yet you are quite sure of the fact,
Even across the strest I could see a
great blue anchor tattooed on the back
of the fellow’s hand. That smacked of
the sea. He had a military carriage,
however, and regulation side-whiskers.
There we have the marine. He was a
man with some amount of self-impor-
tance and a certain air of eommand.
You must have observed the way in
which he held his head and swung his
cane. A steady respectable, middle-
aged, man, too, on the faca of him—
all facts which lad me to believe that
he had been a sergeant.”

“Wonderful!” T ejaculated.

“Commonplace," said Holmes, though
I thought from his expression that he
was pleased at my evident surprise and
admiration. I said just now that there
were no criminals. It appears that I
am wrong—look at this!"” He threw me
over the note which the commissionaire
had brought.

“Why,” I cried, as [ cast my eye
over it, "'this is terriblal"”

This is the letter which I read to
him:

“My Dear Mr. Sherlock Holmes:—
There has been a bad business during
the night at 3 Lauriston Gardens, off
the Brixton Road. Our man on the
beat saw a light there about two in
the morning, and as the house was an
emply one, suspected that something
was amiss, He found the door open,
and in the front room, which is bare
of furniture, discovered the body of a
gentleman, well dressed, and having
cards in his pocket bearing the name
of Enoch J. Drebber, Cleveland, Ohio,
US.A. There had been no

A GREAT T1YSTERY.
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hand,” I|
Holmes's |

thought to the matter in
said, at last, interrupting
musical disquisition.

“No data yet,” he answered. “It is
a capitil mistake to theorize before
yvou have all fhe evidence. It biases
the judgment.

“You will have your data =oon,” I
remarked, pointing
“this is the Brixton Road, and that is
the house, if I am not very much mis=
taken."

“So it is. Btop, driver, stop!” We
were still a hundred yards or so from it,

with my finger; |

but he insisted upon our ﬂiin‘h1ing+|
and we finished our journey upunl
foot.

No. 3 Lauriston Gardens wore an ill-
omened and minatory look. It was one
of four which stood back soma littile |
way from the strest, two being oc-
cupied and two empty. The latter
looked out with t hree tiers of vacant,
melancholy windows, which were I'lank
and dreary, save that here and there
a “"To Let" card had developed lika a |
cataract wupon the bleared panes. A
small garden sprinkled over with a
scattered erupltion of sickly plants
separated each of these houses from
the street, and was traversed by a |
narrow pathway, yellowish in rn!nr.!
and consisting apparently of a mixiure
of clay and gravel. The wholas place
was very sloppy from the rain which
had fallen through the night, The gar-
den was bounded by a three-foot brick
wiall with a fringe of wood rails upon
the top, and against this wall was lean-
ing a stalwart police econstable, sur-
rounded by a small knot of loafers, who
eraned their necks and strained their |
eyes in the vain hopa of catching some- |
glimpse of the proceedings within. |

[ had imagined that Sherlock Holmes
would have at once hurried into the
house and plunged into a study of the

mystery. Nothing appeared to be
further from his intention. With an

alr of nonchalanee which, under the cir-
cumstances seemed to m>: to border
upon affection, he lounged up and down
the pavement and gazed wacantly at
the ground, the sky, the opposite
houses, and the line of railings. Having
finished his scrutiny, he proceeded
slowly down the path, or, rather, down
the fringe of grass which flanked the
path, keeping his eyes riveted upon {he
ground. Twice he stopped, and once
I saw him smile and heard him utter
an exclamation of satisfaction. There
were many marks of footsteps upon
the wet, clayey soil, but since thz pol ce
had been coming and going over it, I
was unable to see how my companion
could hope to learn anything from it.
Still, T had had such extraordinary evi- |
dence of the quickness of his pﬂ'ﬂeptit'ﬁ|
faculties that I had no doubt that he

' could see a great deal which was hid-

den from me.
Al the door of the house we wera
met by a tall, white-faced, flaxen-

' haired man, with a note-book in his

robbery, |

nor is there any evidence as to how |

the man met his death. There arg
marks of blood in the room, but there
I8 no wound upon his person.
at a loss as to how he came inio the
empty house, indeed, the whole affair
I8 a puzzler. If you can come round
to the house any time before twelve,
you will find me there. 1 have left
everything in statu quo until I hear
from you. If you are unable to come
I shall give you fuller details, and
would esteem

We are |

hand, who rushed forward and wWrung |
my companion’s hand with effusion. I

1t is indeed kind of you to coms,” |
he said; “I have had everything left
untouched.” |

“Except that!” my friend answered,
pointing to the pathway. “If a herd |

:Df buffaloes had passed along therse
' could not be a greater mess. No doubt,

you would faver me with your opinion. '

Yours faithfully,
“TOBIAS GREGSON."
“Gregson is the smartest of the Scot-
land Yarders,” my friend remarked;
“he and Lestrade are the pick of a bad
lot. They are both quick and ener-
getic, but conventional—shockingly so,

however, you had drawn Your own con-

t'élusil'f;lmi, Gregson, before you permitted
18.’

"1 have had so much to do inside |

it a great kindness iflt]:"E house,” the detective said, evasi-

vely,

"My colleague, Mr. Lestrade, is
here.

I had relied upon him to look

I after this.” |

Holmes glanced at me, and raised his |
eyebrows sardonically. |

“With t wo such men as yourself and i

?Le*ﬁlrﬂdﬂ upon the ground, there will !
' not be much for a third party to find

Thay have thsir knives into one ano her |

too. They are as jealous as a pair of
professional beauties. There will be
some fun over this case if they are both
put upon the scent.”

I was amazed at the calm way in
which he rippled on."”

“Surely there is not a moment to be
lost,” I cried; “shall I go and order
you a cabg”

“l am not sure about whether I gshall
go. I am the most incurably lazy
davil that ever stood in shoe leather—
that is, when the fit is on me, for I
can be spry enough at times.”

“Why it is just such a chance as you
have been longing for."” .

“My dear fellow, what does it mat-
ter to mef Suppose I unravel the
whole matter, you may be sure that
Gregson, Lestrade & Co., will pocket
all the credit. That comes of being an
unofficial personage.”

“But be begs you to help him.”

“Yes. He knows that I am his super-
ior, and acknowledzes it to me: tut
be would cut his tongue out before he
would own it to any third person.
However, we may as well go and have
a look. I shall work it out on my own

hook. I may have a laugh at them, |
call

if I have nothing elss. Come on!"

He hustled on his overcoat, and
bustled about in a way that showed
thal an energetic fit had superseded
the apathetic one.

“Grel your hat,” he said.

“You wish ms to come?”

- ”}’9.-5. if you have nothing better to

o.”

A minute later we wera both in a
hansom, driving furiously for the Brix-
ton Road.

[t wap a fogegy, cloudy morning, and
a dun-colored veil hung over
house-tops, looking like the reflection
of the mud-colored streets heneath,
My companion was in the best of
apirits, and prattled away about Cre-
mona fiddles, and the differencs be-
tween a BStradivarius and an Amati.
As for myself, I was silent, for the
dull weather and the melancholy bus-
iness upon which we wera engaged
depressed my spirits,

“You don't seem to glvae

and Lo

out,” he said, .
G_re_gsnu rubbed his hands in a self-'
satisfied way. .f
“I think that we have done all that |
can be done,” he answered: “ii’s a quper
case, though, and I knew your taste
for such things.” -
“You did not come here in n cabi"” |
asked Sherlock Holmes, |
“No, sir.”
Naor Lestrade?”
“No, si."
“T'hen let
room."”

With which inconsistent vemark he'
strode on into the house, followed by '
Gregson, whose fealures pxpressed
his astonishment.

A short passage,
dusty, led to the kit
Two d

us go and look at the:

bare-planked and |
chen and offices. |
oors opened out of it to the left |
the righ!. One of these h.d

~obviously been closed for many weeks.

' The other helonged to tha dining-
room, which was the apartment in
which the mysteriors affair had oceur-

'him with {hat

ed. Holmes walked in, apd I followed

subdued feeling at my

heart which the pressncs of death in-.

SpPITES.

It was a large, square room. looking
lrha larger for the absence of all
furniture. A vulgar, flaring pa-
per adorned the walls, but it was bloi-
ched in places with mildew, and here

(and there great strips had become de-
| tached and hung down, exposing the
| yellow plaster beneath. Opposite the
~door was a showy fireplace, surmount-
' ed by a mantle-piece of imitatin white

marble, On one cormer of this was

j:s.‘i'ut'-k the stump of a red wax-candle,
' The solitary window was so dirty that

the ing a dull-gray tinge

the light was hazy, and uncertain, giv-
to everything,

' which was intensified by the thick lay-

centered upon the single grim, motion-
| less figure, which lay stretched upon

er of dust which
apartment.

All these details I
ward. At present my

coated the whole!

observed after-
attention was

e

the boards, with vacant, sightless eyes
staring up at the discolored ceiling.
It was that of a man about forty-three

T
broad-shouldered, with ecrisp, curling
black hair, and a short, stubbly beard,
He was dressed in a heavy broadcloth
frock-coat and waistcoat, with light-
colored trousers and immaculate collar
and cuffs. A top-hat, well brushed
and trim, was placed on the floor be-
side him. His hands were clinched,
and his arms thrown abroad, while his
lower limbs were interlocked as though

his death struggle had been a griev-

an expression of horror, and, as
seemed to me, of hatred, such as
have never seen upon human features.
This malignant and terrible contartion

it |

GUN TO FIGHT BALLOONS.

m—

New ldean In Ordnance Whleh has Bee
Evolved by the Unlted States War De-

partment.

To dissenters from this philanthrop'e
view the statistician offers another
suggestion to the effect that a man
likes to be "boss" in his own home,
and having learned from experience
that after a woman has been married

A balloon gun, or rather a gun to a few years she is pretly apt to (ake

demolish balloons, is the last evolu-

tion i1n artillery, and as in the case | uninitiated, so that he may enjoy at

of so many of the world's death dealing

posedly most unwarlike of countries
the United States.

The gun has just been completed, | fights
combined with the low forehead, blunt | having been constructed by a firm of A llance

dead man a singularly simious and ape- |
increased |

like appearance which was
by his writhing unnatural posture. I
have seen death in many forms, but
never has it appeared to me in ‘a more
fearsome aspect than in that dark,
grimy apartment, which loocked out up-
on one of the main arteries of subur-
ban London. Lestrade, lean and fer-
ret-like as ever, was standing by the
doorway, and greeted my companion
and myself.

‘' This case will make a stir, sir,” he
remiarked. “ It beats anything I have
seen, and I am no chicken.”

“There is8 no clew,” said Gregson.

“*None at all,” chimed in Lestrade.

Sherlock Holmes, approached the body

and kneeling down, examined it in-
tently,
“You are sure that there i3 no

wound 7' he asked, pointing to num-
erous gouts and splashes of
which lay all around.

“ Positive ! cried both detectives.

“Then, of course, this blood belongs
to a second individual—presumably the
murderer, if murder has been commit-
ted. It reminds me of the circum-
stances attendant on the death of Van
Jansen, in Utrecht, in the year '34.

' IDo you remember the case, Gregson ¢’

** No, Bir."

* Read it up—you really should. There
is nothing new under the sun.. It has
all been done before.”

As he spoke, his nimble finers were
flying here, there and everywhere,
feeling, pressing, unbuttoning, examin-
ing, while his eyes wore the same far-
away expression which I have already

' rtemarked upon. So swiltly was the ex-

amination made that one would hard-
ly have guessed the minuteness with
which it was conducted. Finally, he
sniffed the dead man’s lips, and then
glanced at the soles of his patent-leath-
er hboots,

“He has not been moved at all§" he
asked.

“ No more than was necessary for the
purpose of our examination.”

“You can take him/ to the mortuary
now,” he said. ” There is nothing more
to be learned.’

Gregson had a stretcher and four
men al hand. At his call they entered
the room, and the stiranger was lifted
and carried out. As they raised him,
a ring tinkled down and rolled across
the floor, Lestrade grabbed it up
and stared at it with mystified eyes.

“There's been a woman here,” he
cried. “It's a woman's wedding-ring.”

Hea held it out, as he spoke, upon
the palm of his hand. We all gather-
ed round him and gazed at it. There
could be no doubt that that circle of
plain gold had once adorned the finger
of a bride.

“This complicates matters,” said
Gregson. “Heaven knows, they were
complicated enough before [’

“You're sure it doesn’'t simplify
them ¢ observed Holme.
thing to be learned by staring at it.
What did you find in his pockets "

'“We have it all here,” said Gregson,
pointing to a litter of objects upon
one of the bottom steps of the stairs.

A gold watch, No. 97,163, by Barraud,

of London. Gold Albert
heavy and solid. Gold ring,
J'.\*Ta:«sunlr:_{ieviua. Gold pin—bull-dog’s
head, with rubies as eyes. Russian-
leather card-case, with cards of Enoch
J. Drebber, of Cleveland, corresponding
with the E. J. D. upon the linen. No
purse, but loose money to the extent of
seven pounds thirteen. Pocket edi-
tion ol Boccaccio’s ‘Decameron,” with
name of Joseph Stangerson upon the
fly-leaf. Two letters—one addressed
to E. J. Drebher and one to Joseph
Sirangerson."

'::'Lt what address "

“American Kxchange, Strand—to be
left till called for. They are both
from the Guion Steamship Company,
and refer to the sailing of their boats
from Liverpool. It is eclear that this
unfortunate man was about to re-
return to New York.”

“Have you made any inquiries as to
th'l.:-;'. man Stangerson ¢

I did it at once, sir,” said Gregson.
I have had advertisements sent to all
the newspapers, and one of my men
has gone to the American Exchange,
hu.!. he has not returned yet.”

"H_zwe you sent to Cleveland 2"

:I“tf telegraphed this morning.”

“How did you word your inquiries 2"

We simply detailed the circum-
stances, and said that we should he
glad of any information which could
help us.”

“You did not ask for purticulars on
any point which appeared (o you Lo be
crucial £ 4

1 asked about Stangerson.

Nothing else? Is there no eircum-
stances on which this whole case ap-
pears (o hinge? Will you not ‘tele-
graph again ¢
"1 have said all I have to say,"” said
Gregson, in an offended voice.

Sherlock Holmes chuckled {o him-
self, and appeared to be about to make
some remark, when Lestrade, who had
been in the front room while we were
holding this conversation in Lthe hall,
reappeared wupon the scene, rubbing
his hands in a pompous and self-satis.
fied manner.

“Mr. Gregson,” he said, “I have just
made a discovery of the highest im-
portance, and one which would have
been overlooked had I not made a
caregful examination of the walls.”

To Be Continued.
S .

CLEAR AS MUD.
Mrs Bibbs, suspiciously—I don't see
how it Is that type-writer girl of yours
manages to dress better than I can.

chain, very

i Mr. Bibbs—Why, you see, she works |
much | or forty-four years of age, middle-sized,' for a living, avd you fon't.

the Rock lIsland Arsenal.

ficient others like it will be built.
The U.S. War Department has been

for some time invesiigating the prob-| most

It 18 pure- |
|!.}' an experiment, and if it proves ef-

the reins of the household in her awn
hands, he prefers some one who is_stil!

least a few months of lording 1t be-

| ous one. On his rigid face there stood |contrivances, it comes from that sup- | T fth i e
| er o

these hypothesies is correet it
would be impossible to state positive-
ly, but ecertain it is that a widower
as sirenuously against an al-
with a bereaved representa-

tive of the opposite sex as did Mr)

Pickwick when threatened with ma-
trimonial entanglement with Mrs.
Bardell, and quite frequently with
less gratifying success.
During the year the statistician
studied matrimonial reports of the
populaous distriets of the

lem of fighting-balloons, inasmuch as|eastern and middle states and discov-

the latter are destined unquestionably

to be an important factor in the war- |

fare of the not-distant future. The
balloon gun is mounted on a wagon
and so placed upon " universal’ bear-
ings as to be aimed instantly at any
point from zenith to horizon. After

| . .
the manner of the machine weapon, it

throws a continuous stream ol projec-
tiles like water turned on from a hose,

blood | many months could possibly stay aloft,

| marksman must lie beneath it.

and no gas exposed to its discharge for

The projectiles are conical and of
solid steel, having no bursting charge,

| and weigh a pound apiece. A hollow

conical stand fastened to the floor, of
the waggon supports the gun, ‘he ar-
rangement being such that whon it
has to be aimed, directly upward the
Its ef-
| fective range is

A MILE AND A QUARTER.

Military experts whose opinions de-
serve respect express the belief that
the next war between any two great
' powers, will evolve the perfected fight-
ing-balloon—perfected, that is to say,

“There's no- | be floated and employed, as

|

up to the point of being an efficient
engine of destruction. Already there
has been devised a so-called aerial tor-

ered that in that section and during
that time 46,3413 widowers took 46,343
spinsters untoe themselves (o love,
cherish and protect,. while only 6,325
widows were so honored. As that ar-
rangement disposed of but a small pro-
portion of lonely females, 10,625 of
them were forced to find solace by tak-
ing as many single gentlemen from the
realms of bachelorhood and transform-
ing them into obedient benediects,
Whether these facts will be of any
special benef't to anybody, neither the
scribe nor the statistician pretends to
any. They are merely given for what
they are worth as conditions of life.

e o

A Vietim of Neuralgia

—

MRS. ROBERTS, OF MONTREAL
TELLS A WONDERFUL STORY.

She Was a SufMerer for Some Seven Yenrs,
and Medleal Treatment Fallod to Give
Her VWore Than Temporary Rellef-A
Hernld Reporter Inve-tlgates the Uase.

| From the Herald, Montreal.

“1 thought it was something won-
| derful when I went three dayswithout
| being sick,” said Mrs. Annie Roberts
| to a representative -of the Montreal
| Herald, referring to her -remarkable

recovery from an illness of over seven

pedo, which bears about the same re-||ong vears. Mr. and Mrs. Roberts re-
lation to the fulure war-balloon that I side at 34 Wolfe street, -B'[UII'[TEEI.L and

is borne by the Whitehead torpedo to

the modern torpedo-boat.

| This aerial torpedo is a small balloon
which ecarries, suspended beneath it,
thirty pounds of dynamite or |
other high explosive done up in a suit-!

|
a sim- |
ple electrical econtrivaince which will !

| about

‘able package. In its neck it has

' small metal cylinder containing

' produce a spark at any time for which
the instrument is set in advance.

being ascertained the little
may be floated over a fortress or arm-

atus has been set correctly,

the gas in the balloon, causing

The direction and force of the wind |
balloon

ed camp, and, if its mechanical appar- |
: the spark |
will at the proper moment set fire n::-[
the

the reporier was cordially welcomed
when he went to enquire as to the
truth of the report that Mrs. Roberts
had been restored io health through
the mnuse of Dr. Williams' Pink
FPills. Mr. and Mrs. Roberts came to
Canada from England a little more
than five yearsago,and Mrs. Roberts'
1ilness began while still im the Old
Country. ‘I was really the wvictim of
| a combination of troubles,” says Mrs.
Roberts. “"For several years, neuralgia
with all its exeruciating pains, has been
my almost constant attendant. Added
to this I was attacked with rheumatism
and palpitation of the heart, and for
the last five years, wasnot able to get
out of doors during ihe winter months.

latter to explode and to drop its dead- | Sometimes I felt #£35though those terri-

ly load.

' ble pains in my Lead would drive mae

It has been ascertained by recent ex-| mad; my nerves wereall unstrung and

rcan be used against balloons

 the War Department

periments in Germany that shrapnel|a knock atthedoor would send
with | nearly crazy.
| great effect at moderate ranges, and ent timeshby
contemplates | to Montreal, but without any lasting

mea
[ was treated at differ-
four doctors since coming

| making similar trials with its new bal- | good, and I had given up hope of ever
loon gun, in which aectual balloons will: being better on this side of the grave.

targets. | A friend of mine whose
This will involve the destruction of a | been helpless for two years, but

father had
wisd

good many gas bags which cost money, | restored by Dr. Williams' Pink Pills,

| but

Millions of dollars’ worth

destroyed at the proving grounds to
find out how many times the former
could be fired without losing their use-
fulness and what shocks could be with-
stood by the latter.

———

WIDOWS AND BACHELORS.

Men and women have such differ-
ent views on some subjects. Take
matrimony, for instance. When a
widower chooses a second helpmate he
looks about him for a spinster, but a
widow doesn't care two straws for
bachelor. She prefers

a
a widower

draw on. These are facts. Statisties
prove them. As a general thing the
min who spends one-half of his time
in memorizing statistics and the other
half firing them at his friends—or ra-
thar his enemies, he has no friends—is
an unmitigate:dl nuisance, but he is,
withal, a useful and even necessary
evil, and we tolerate him with resigna-
tion. There are oases in the desert
of his tiresomeness. Onece in a whils
when floundering in the depths of his
varicd information he tells us some-
thing we would have never known, or

tiring diligence.

tion recently gleaned is the above-

mentioned peculiarity of the sexes when
hunting substitutes for lost partners.
Statistics do not explain why this con-
dition exists, but the statistician
does. In fact he offers several
planations. Like the man at the
‘show, you can pay your money and
take; your choice. In the first place,
he saysg, a man who has lost his other
half is much more anxious to marry
than a woman. Indeed, s0o enamored
is he of the mairimonial state that he
1s willing to give it not only a second,
but even a third or tourth trial if ne-
cessary, and each time he chooses a
spinster. This the statistician partly
accounts for by stating that as the fe-
male population greatly exceeds the
male, each man feels that it is his
bounden duty to assist as many wo-

eXx-

| of the

men as possible into their true sphere
e circle.

in recent years Uncle Sam has urged meto try
not pauged at liberal expenditure of |asked
cash where military knowledge was to me what he thought of th-m, and {he
| be secured.

o yof guns and armour plate have been
with |

them. My husband
the doctor who was attending
doclor replied that ha believed them to
be a good medicine. This persuaded
me to begin their use. No one who
sees e now can form any idea; of
'my condition when [ began taking Dr,
Williams' Pink Pills, and I had only
taken three boxes when I beganto re-
cover. But seven years of pain had
nearly shattered my constituiion and
I did not look for a speedy recovery,
and I was more than gratified to find
that after I had used I think about a
dozen and a half boxes, [ was fully re-
stored to health. 1t scemed all the
more wonderful becnuse the doctors

both in England and here never done

‘more than give me temporary relief,
'and their treatment was much mora

with a fund of domestic experience €0 | life. and I was able

expensive. The pastt summer was thae
first in years that I really enjoyed
to go on a visit
Forges. Dr. Willianms'
Pink Pills have alsod been of much
benefit to my daughter Violet. Sha
is just nine years old, but she suffered
a great deal from pains in the back

to - Radnor

'and sick headache, but the pills have

perhaps would not even have thought |
of had we not been blessed by his un- | ¢lear from her face, her manner and

made her feel all right again.”
“1 never fail to recommend Dr. Wil-

linms' Pink Pills when any of my
friends are ill,” said Mrs. Roberts.
“While visiting at Radnor Forges, I

urged a young lady friend who has
long been asufferer from curvature of
the spine, and obstinate constipation
tatry them, and they have done hera
vast amount of good.”

The reporter confesses that Mrs.
Robarts’ story is a wonderful one,
That she is now thoroughly well is

| hev happy spirit. Mr. and Mrs. Roh-

One of the choice morsels of informa- | £Tts are intelligent and reliable pecp'e.

Mr. Roberis is head engineer in the
biscuit works of Viau & Frere, the
wealthiest firm in this line in tha
Dominion, and he fully endorses the
good words his wife has e say in
favor of Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. Ivp
fact, he says the speedy cure they
wrought in his wife's case has saved
him many dollars,

Dr. Williams® Pink Pills have no
purgative action, and so do not weak-
en the body. They build up the hlood
by supplying it with the elemenis
which enrich it, and strengtken the
nerves, In this way they cure all dis-
eases having their origin in poor anf
watery blood. Always refuse the Pink
colored imitations which some deale-s
offer. See {(hat the full name Ty
Williams' Pink Pills for Pale Peorsis
is on every package you buy. If - -
doubt, send direct to the Dr. Willinm ¢
Medicine Co., Brockville, Omnt., ang
they will be mailed post paid at 50u
a box, or six hoxes for £2.50,
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