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By the Author of ‘“Cast up by the Sea,’’ “The Fog Woman,’’ “The Secre
of White Towers,”’ etc.

TdE FOLLOWING

Is & synoy s's ofthe chapters a ready published ; it
wil erable new readers t) follow the course of this
most interestin ¢ serisl without any perp'exivy.

Msriin Metherell, s voung military officer,secret-
ly marnes Lilian West, & goveroess in \ne emp.oy
of his stepm: ther. Nome time afterwards, he i3
summoned to the bedside of a dying upcle—Sir
Rob: rt Metherell—who promises to make him his
beir, on condition that he marries his (Sir Robert’s)
only surviving child, Clara,

Dola Konsk, an operatic singer, who in love with
Mai tin, and bates Liiau for having become his wite
suggests that he shsll permit her to lead the girl to
suppose that hermarr ageis null and void Tempted
by his uncle’s wealth he gives way, and the scheme
is successinl y carried ont. Lilian d.8 ppears, ard
Mart n marries his cousin.

In due course & son is born to Lilian. Dola visit
her, and pretending she has se¢cared a good home
for the boy, persuades her to part with bim. A few
weeks later Lilian is told that the child is dead, and
therefore, it is believed commits suicide.

Martin Methcrell—who becomes Sir Martin on the
death of his uncle—has only oue child, a son, named
Gilbert by Clars. On the eve of Gilbert’s coming-
of age, Dols Konski—now known as Dola Rezier—
reappears on the scene. snd by te/ling Sir Martin
that Lilian’s child did rot die, but still lives, and
threatening to expos« his villainy, induces him to
admit her 1nto his hcuie as a gue:t

Among the other guests is a man known as
Captain Dcrrien, whose real name is Jim Hart-
land. He is an ex-member of a gang of Parisian
crimin sis, betrayed by him to the police, and to
which Madsme Rczier herseif belovgs. The two
recognize each other, and Dorrien fears thut Dola
wi 1 depounce h'm to bis enemies.

That night Sir Maitin dreams of himse¢lf murder-
jng Msdame Rozier, and when it is found that she
really has been murdered, und Wwith the very
weapon which figured in his dream, he beieves
be §s & murderer.

Later on, & youog girl, who c'aims to be Dola’+
dsug! ter, Cors, preseits herselt at Metberell
Couit, oir Marin’s residence, and iavestigates the
mystery of ber mothcr’s death. dhe comes to the
conclusion jthat =ir Martin is he murderer, and
threatens to give h m up to ju t ce unless he briogs
about & marriage between hor and his son, Gilbert.

Gilbert is engaged to Shirley Loraine, the young
er of two davghiers of 8 widowed lady in reduct d
circumstances, Shiriey, howcver, 18 in love w.t1
sn artist, who has lately come into tbhe neighbor-
hood, and she breaks off her engagement wita Gil-
bert.

The srtist—Vivian West—is in reality Sir Martins
first son and lawiul heir, thouga the youog fellow
himself is unaware of the fact. Sic Martin, how-
ever, more than saspects i', and Cora has a very
strong inkling o1 the tru.h.

Gilbert proposes to Cora, and is, of course, ac-
cepted, Sir Maitio giving nis consent, but Lauy
Mctherell refusing hers. Cora privately tells of
the relationship existing bstween Vivian West and
the baronet, and Lady Metherell dies of the shock
occasioncd by the revelation.

Atter a great deai of muiual misonierstanding,
Vivian and Shirley became engaged to eaco
other, a# do also awe.lthy friend ot shirley’s—Lucy
Brend—and a certain Hsrold Ridley, who, in the
meantime, has been the fiance of a scheming girl
named Eva Ware. She, bowever, jilts him in javor
of & 8ir Pcter Hawley, whom sbhe considers a more
eligible parti. Captain Dornien bas, by an artifice,
tapped Lucy ivto sn accep.ance of bimseif, but she
bresks away from bis ho d upon her, and pledges
herself to the man she really loves.

Madge Lorame, Shirley’s sister, marries a titled
roue, 8ir Hevry Averst, whose hcme, Roysl Heath
is not very far distant ffom Coddington a iit le sea
side village pesr Metherel: Court. Sbhe does pot
love her husband, and he is not particularily in love
with ber. There are two otier men, however, who

restly admire her. Oneis Ralph Devitt, who
gougnt her childhco1’s home when, on the death of
her tather, it bad to be sold, and wiom she detests
on that sccount, and despises becans: of his pelebi=
an origin. Tte other is Lord,Carsborough, to whom
her husvand is finsrciall indebted, and who exer-
cises considerable i1 fluence over her.

some time after marriage, she enter{ains & num-
ber of people st Roral Heath, smone whom are
Lord Carsborcugh, Shirley and her fiance, Lucy
Brend and Harold, Cora, Gibert Metherell, and
Sir H- nry Ayerst’s sis er, Lady &ilcare. The last
nsmed has with her. on accouut of delicate hea th,
a woman known as Nurse Patience, whoisino reality
Liisn West, ric Martin Metherell’s lawful wife,
whose reported suicide turns out to have been false.
She rees the artist among the guetts, and learning
that he bears the name she gave to her own son, 1t
occurs 10 her that, perhaps, after all her boy did
not die. Thisidea gaius streng'h as time goes on,
and at length she s~eks an interview with her hus-
band, reveals her indentity to him, and begs him
to tell her whether Vivian West is not -their son.
Sir Martin denies the relationship, and she goes
back 10 Roys! Heath broken-hearted.

In the meantime, the party at the Heath not be-
ing to his hiking, &ilbert Metherell returns te his
own home, and is there joined by Captain Dorrien,
who has jast come down trom Londen. Cora, who
etays on ut the Heath’ and Dorrien mett accidental-
ly, and the adventurer fears the girl will denounoe
bhim to those whom he betray«d. He meets her by

ppointment on the cliffs, and te/ling her that it was
by his hand her mother died, throws her over, and
flies from the spot. The girl’s fall is broken, how-
ever, and she is rescued.
Returning to Royal Hea'h, she wr'tes a letter to
the band in Paris. That letter is Dorrien’s aeath-
warraot.

‘fwo or three days go by. Dorrien does oot hear
of Cora’s rescue ; he believes her to be dead. On the
third dav, ho ~ever, he, while out walking with
Gilbert Metherell. learns the trath. When the two
return to Mectherell Court, they find Shirley Lo-
raine there. She has ridden over on her bicycle
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from Royal Heath to see Sir Martin, and is on the
point of returping. Gilbert bess to be allowed to
walk with her as far as the gates, and she permits
him to do s»>. The conversalion which ensues be-
tween them ends in his upbraiding her for havirg
broken off her engavement with bim, and in bis
snddenly fliogiog his arm round her waist, and
kis«ing her half-a-dozen times.

The enraged girl rides away at full speed, and,
when close to Roysl Heath, meets Vivian West, to
whom ste relutes what has happened. Leavisg her
at the zates he walks over to the Court determiog to
administer to young Metherell a wel'-merited cas-
tigation. Arrived there, he finds that Cora Rczier
also bas ccme over, and is (alking to Gilbert and
Dorrien on the lawp. Vivian calls Gilbert aside,
and going w'th him into a plantation, picks up a
stick and thrash:s him. Leaving him lying on the
ground, he comes face to face, on emerging from the
plantation, witin Sir Martio, io wbom he explains
what he hus done.

Gilbert does not appear at dinrer that evening.
He hss arranged to go up to London with Dorri n
by & late train. At halt-past eieht the Tatter, who
has an appointment with Cora in the plantation, sets
ont to walk through it to the station, Cora does
not keep h-r appointment. %he has laid a trap for
her mother's murderer. One of the Paris bard,
Duvet by name, has come over to KEngland in
answer to her letter, and she has planned tuat he
shall be in the plantation at half-pa:t eight, and
murder Doirien.

Time goes on. Nothing is seen or he ard of Gilbert
Several days pass by. All inquiries fuil to bring to
light the whereabcuts of either young Metherell or
Dorrien. Detic ives sre employed. At last the
body of a murdered man is dise ,vered in the plan-
tation. It is &Gilbert’s. There i8 no trace of Dor-
rien, however At the inqaest a verdict of wilful
murder is returned againsy Vivian West, based on
the fact that he was the last person seen with Gil-
bert, and 111t & broken gold .ink of his was found
caught on «ne of the buttons of the dead man’s
coat.

CHAPTER XXV. CONTINUED.

He knew not what he expected.

He had retfused to believe that anytbing
terrible bad bappened to the missing men;
but the blood drained from his cheeks as
bis eyes rested on the detective’s solemn
face.

‘You must prepare yourself for the
worst,” Hatchette said, with some attempt
to break the awful news gently. ‘We have
found a-—a man in the plantation—a young
man, in alight tweed suit. He was lying
under the brushwood, Sir Martin—dead.’

Cora uttered a piercing cry.

Sir Martin stood like a man turned to
stone. ‘Dead! he said under his breath.
‘Deac!”

‘But how com=s it that bhe is dead ¥’
Cora wailed. ‘How is it he died ? It is
tearful !—terrible !

‘Which one is it  Sir Martin gasped.

‘Mr. Metherell, sir, we think,” was the
anawer. ‘Light hair, medium bheigth,
slenderly bult, Williams is arranging
about a strutcher.’

‘I will come with vou,” Sir Martin said.
i vut Hatchette had to support and guide

m.

He walked like a man who had gone
suddenly blind.

Cora bad sunk upon a chair.

She was holding her handkerchief over
her eyes; but when she looked up there
were no tears in them, only an expression,
of dread and despair.

‘It is a mistake,’ she panted, pressing
ber hand to her heart. ‘It must be Dorrien.
He cannot bave escaped. The man is a
tool ; be doesn't know what he tslks about.
Ah, mon Dieu, how he terrified me ! Slen-
derly built—Dorrien is broad, strong, and
heavy. The man is mad to say su h things.
There can have been no mistake—I saw
him go—with my own eyes I saw him go.’

She sprsng up, and began pacing the
room, her face as white as toe damaek cloth
covering the table, her trembling fingers
tying, twisting and rending the handker-
chiet she was holding.

The news of the discovery bad spread
through the house like wildfire, filling
everyone with borror.

Cora tound several of the servants stand-
ing in the ball, looking towards the door
with ashen faces.

‘Are they bringing him here ?’ she asked
of one.

And then, without waiting for an answer
she went outside, and looked to where a
little knot of men, with bared heads, were
walking tlowly towards the cbapel.

She went down the steps to them.

She felt that if the suspense lasted an-
other instant she would become insane.

Sir Martin lifted his baggard eyes as he
approached.

*Who is it 7’ she cried. ‘For Heaven’s
sake tell me.’

‘Jt is Gilbert,” he answered brokenly.
The poor boy has been stabbed to death.’

She clung to his arm.

Her shrieks rent the air.

*No, no, not GGilbert ! It is not! It can-
not be ! Let me see bim. You are all mis-
taken. It is not Gilbert !

‘Would to God there could be a mis-
take,” Sir Martin cried, miserably.

‘I.et me ses him,’ she screamed. ‘I will
not believe until 1 have seen.’

She would bave drawn the cover from
the dead man’a face, had not Hatchette in-
terposed.

‘It is no sight for you, miss,’ he said,
trying to draw ber away. ‘Let me take you
to the house.’ ™

She turned upon bhim a trenzied stare,
flung her arms above her head, tottered a
tew paces, then fell to the ground in-
sensible.

They csrried her to the house, and laid
her on her bed.

Stealthly figures crept about the place,
drawing the blinds to every window.

The servants spoke in whispers and
shivered at the shadows which fell, as the
sun sank low in the west.

Sir Martin was shut in the library, and
none dared disturb him.

Now and again the old butler, with his
eyes red and swullen, listen outeside the
closed door, but he could bear no tound or
movement within. '

Sadly and drearily the darkpess fell at

Metberell Court, while through all the
country side the news was fast travelling
that Gilbert Metherell had been {ound,
stabbed to death.

‘By wbhom P—by whom ?’

Every horrified listener eagerly asked
that question, and the next day the answer
came.

—— e —

CHAPTER XXVIL

It was the day of the inquest.

A little crowd ot people were standing
ou‘side the quaint red-tiled building in
which it was taking place.

A policeman stood at the door.

The loog, low room within was closely
packed.

The doctor bad given his evidence to
to the effect that the deceased had been
stabbed in the back and side.

It was impossible that the stabs could
bave been self inflicted.

Then came the long examination, and,
as the time went on, people began to look
askance at Vivian west.

It was proved by each witness that Dor-
rien and Metherell had been on the most
friendly terms.

Then, too, Gilbert bad disappeared an
hour and-a half betore Dorrien left the
house.

Dorrien’s disappesranc’ was altogether
inexplicable; but the universal opinion
was that he bad ot murdered his friend.

On the other hand, it was known that
between West and Metherell there had al-
ways existed ill-feeling ; that on the very
evening of the murder they had quarreled.

Sir Martin unwillingly admitted he bad
heard cries for help.

One of the keepers also said that he bad
heard someone cry ‘llelp !—help !-—mur-
der !

He was goirg towards the plantation,
when he met Sir Martin and Mr. West
coming from it; as they said nothing to
him, he imagined it was all right, and did
not go into tke plantation.

Cora, looking very pale and ill, repeat-
ed all she haa told Mr. Hatchette, adding
that Gilbert Metherell had appeared un-
willingly to be lett alone with Mr. West,
who teemed greatly put out about some-

toi‘t;&. ,

hen Vivian West stepped forward to
give his evidence, there was a stir through
the crowded room.

Heads were thrust forward to get a bet-
ter view of him.

Sir M artin sat with bis hand shading bis
eves ; but Cora’s gez2 never left the tall,
graceful form standing before the coroner.

He had visited Gilbert Metherell on the
seventeenth, with the intention of giving
him a thrashing, he said In the plinta-
tion he picked up an ash rod, and gave
him several cuts with it.

Asked what deceated was doing when
be lett him, he said, ‘Lying on the ground,
where he fell the moment he was released.’

He was asked the cause of the quarrel,
but refused to say.

The questioning went on.

‘Did Mr. Metherell call out ‘Help !—
help !—murder’ ¥’

‘He called out something to that effect.’

‘Did he move after he fell to the ground ?’

‘Yen.’

‘Did he attempt to rise ¥’

‘Not while I was there.’

A broken gold link was handed to him.

His monogram was engraved upon it.

It was one ot & pair which had been a
present from Shirley, and he had been
vexed at the loss of it.

Hatchette had found it caught on one of
the buttons on Metherell’s coat.

Vivian said, at once, that this was bis.

He did not know how it came to be
there.

Every word he uttered seemed but te
make his position more serious, and none
were surprised when at leogth the verdict
was given of—‘Wilful murder against
Vivian West.’

The artist received the sentence quite
calmly.

He had seen, from the beginning, how
dead against him every scrap of evidence
appesared.

But he was innocent, and when the case
was properly investigated, he would re-
ceive justice.

Till then, he must stand before the
world as a murderer.

He looked at the faces turned to him,
darkened as they met the unfriendly glances
fixed upon him.

It was all over, and people were hustling
each other through the door.

A policeman came and tapped him on
the arm.

Come this way, please, sir.’

The detective, Hatchette, was standing

TOO WEAK
...SEW...

An Ottawa Lady Relates Her
Experience for Benefit
of Others.

Mrs. William A. Holmes, 530 Con-
cession St., Ottawa, Ont., testifies as
follows: ‘‘For some years past I was
greatlytroubled with weakness both of the
nerves and heart. My heart would beat
very irregularly, sometimes throbbing,
and at other times seeming to go up into
mythroat,thuscausingaterriblesmother-
ing sensation. Finally Igrew soweak that
Icould not sew. Although I tried many
remedies I could obtain no relief, and
was almost in despair of a cure.

““Oneday, however, Iheardof Milburn’s
Heart and Nerve Pills and began to use
them, and am now better than I have been
for years. I work right along now, and
the pains and palpitation have left me,
much to my relief. My blood seems to be
enriched and full of ritality, and my entire

system is in ahealthyand vigorous state. e’

*You are in custody, Mr. West,’ he said.

The meaning of the words came to the
young man liks & shock.

He drew his breath io a quick, sharp
way through his teeth, and looked from
the window.

A group of children were coming up the
beach.

Their gay voices and laughter reached
his ear.

Somehow it seemed to bring his position
home to him.

They were free, and he was a prisoner.

He thought of Shirley, and all his being
;eemed to ache with longing for a sight of

er.

Then Sir Heory Ayerst came bustling
up.
‘This is preposterous!'" he declared.
‘Never heard such nonsence im my life.
Accusing you of murder—consummate ae-
ses ! Are you under arrest ? Because, if you
are, I bad better bail you out at once.’

A sudden flash ot hope came into the
young fellow’s_face.

‘Is it possible P’ he questioned, eagerly.

‘I think not,” Mr. Hatchette interposed,
dryly.

‘What do vou know about it ? Sir
Henry cried, turiously. ‘I think I am of
some little importance in this county, and
I'll bave my way, or make it hot for every-
one.’

Sir Henry was very wrathful.

He locked upon the verdict as a person-
al insult.

Thoat a friend of his—a guest staying in
his house, a man engaged to his wife's
sister—should be accused of murder, was
an indignity which was not to be endured.

He had not been present at the inques*,
but had driven over with Madge and Shirley
and had arrived as the people were stream-
ing out of the ball.

Vivian West had never cared much for
Ayherst, in fact had disliked wbat iittle he
knew of him; but on this occision his
course red face and and loud angry tone
appeared to the prisoner as the tace and
voice of a friend.

Someone was striving to do something
on his behalf.

It relieved the sense of utter loneliness
which had oppressed him a moment or so
before.

As Sir Henry bustled off, Sir Martin
Metherell came into the room.

Ayherst buttonboled him at once.

‘I say, my dear sir, you surely do not
agree with tha way these fools have been
behaving ? You cannot honestly believe
that young West had a band in your poor
son's death. It is absurb, preposterous !
Taey want to lock him up now; but [ in
tend to bhave him released at once.’

‘I have been trying to get him rcleased,’
Sir Martin replied, in the low, level
tones of one who had suffered grestly.
*They refuse bail. He will have to ay pear
before the magistrates next week. 1 be-
lieve him innocent. I could never believe
him anything else.’

‘Of course not; no one with an ounce
of sense could. But these country bump-
kins, can’t see an inch beyond their noses.’

Sir Henry went on his way, and Sir
Martin Metbererell came up the long nar-
row room to where Weast was still standing
with the policemen and detective.

Sir Martin gripped the younger man’s
hand.

His lips, moved but no words came.

His eyes looked through a mist of tears.

‘Thank you—thank, you sir,” Vivian said
brokenly.

And the the elder man turned and went
away.

The Ayerst coachman had drawn his
horses up in the shanty thide thrown by
the building in which the imquest had
taken place.

Madge and Shirley were seated in the
carriage, waiting for Sir Henry to return
with Vivian West.

*The heat is awful ' Lady Ayerst said
languidly. ‘It must be all over; every-
one is coming away. How excited they
seem " I wonder if they bave discovered
the murderer ?’

‘In my opinion Dorrien is the guilty
man, else wby should he have disappeared ?’

‘But they say there was no cause.’

‘Tney don’t know everything. There
mnst have been some reason. Besides
there is no one else who is at all likely to
have done it. Ah, here is Sir Hemry I’

Sir Henry was almost livid with anger.

His commands and prostrations had
been in vain.

He had come torth swearing vengeance
—he was swearing it still when he reached
the carriage.

‘What is the matter P his wife excliimed
looking serenely at him from beneath the
chiffon frills of her sunshade.

‘Matter !" he cried. ‘Why, I have just
come ont of a lunatic asylum, that’s all!
Whom do you think they had the impud-
ence to arrest on a charge of wiltul mur-
der ? I never heard anything so insane.
West ! Wouild you believe it—a friend of
ours, a guest in my house. They will be
asking me up next.’

‘Vivian accnsed of murder! Shirley
exclaimed, with a very white tace. You
don't eurely mean tbat ?’

‘How utterly absurd I’ Madge said.
‘But, of course, he can soon prove be had
nothing to do with it. I sball really faint
of I have to s‘ay in this heat much longer.
Do tell him to come at once.’

‘My dear girl, you bave not grasped
the situation. Not content with the in-
sult ot accusing him of such a dastardly
crime. they intend to keep under lock and
key like any common criminal.’

‘They won't put him in prison ?’ :

Lady Ayerst was horrified ; she certainly
had not grasped the situation.

‘But they will, thougb,” Sir Heory said
with an angry laugh. *‘Well, they won't
listen to me; so all we have to do now is to
drive home home.

Shirley stood up.

‘I must see him,’ she said, ina low,
bresthless voice. ‘I must see him.’

‘You cannot,” Madge expostulated. ‘I
am certain he would not like it. Shirley,
do be reasonable.’

Someone passing claimed Sir Henry's at-

tention, or, no doubt he also would have:
objected.

As it was, Shirley, heedless of ber sister’s:
entreaties, jumped out of the carrisge, and
hastencd to the open door, near which a
little group of men were earnestly talking.

They deterentially made way for her to

pass.

side, gravely saluted her. :
_ ‘I want to see Mr. West,’ she said, feel-
ing as it her beart was beating in her throat.

‘Can I see him at oace P’

The man looked doubtful.

‘I don’t know, miss,’ be said. ' ‘P.rbape
you aren't aware that he is under arrest?”

‘I know ; but I must see bim.’

He went to find out it it wouid be allow-
ed, while she waited, in an agony of sus-
pence, with her teeth set bard over her
quivering lip, and her Lands clenched to-
gether. .

She was not kept many minutes befors- ..
the man returned, and motioned her to fol- "

low him.

Vivian had been taken to a smaller room.

Two policemen stood on guard.

They moved on one side for Shirlay.

She noticed them not; she saw no one
but her lover, as, with a little passionate
cry of pamn, she went to him.

‘Shirley ! —you " he said, in surprise.
‘My dear one, yuu ought not to bave come
here. They should not have let you come.”

‘As it they could have prevented me !" in
an accant of scorn. 'Oh, Vivian, what a
disgraceful shame that you should be treat-
ed like this! Are they all mad, or what?”

‘They bave made a mistake, that is all.
The evidence looked very black ; but when
they come to put two and two together,
they will find [ am not guilty, and this will
be but an unpleasant experience.’

He spoke with an assurance he was far
from teeling.

His position was'a grave one and he
koew it.

It was impossible to tell what the end
might be.

pnocent men had been banged before.

He drew her a little nearer to him.

‘It will soon be over,’ he said. ‘I shall
go before the magistrates on Mcnday, and
then it will bh all right.’

“Till then,’ she said, forcing back a sob
,you wiil be in prison. And it is al! my
fault. I bave brought upon you, I seem
to bring you nothing but pain.’

He tenderly regarded the lovely sorrow-
ing fece.

*You have given me sll my happiness,”
he said. ‘You have made lite worth the
living. Don't ever think otherwise, for
what I tell you is true.’

The police sergeant came forward then.

‘I am sorry sir,” he said, respectively.
‘but the trap is here, and we cannot wait
any longer.’

‘I am ready,’ Vivian replied. Will you
take Miss Loraine to her carriage ?’ Then
he turned again to Shirl-y, who was cling-
ing despairingly to his arm. You must
go now. Good-bye—good-bye j’

She lifted her tace to his, caring nothing
for other eyes, conscious only that she was
parting from the man she loved—leaving
him in trouble, to suffsar hardsbips, per-
baps insults ; her heart felt bursting with
its grief.

Oae last kiss, one long look,, and she
was blindly fcllowing the sergeant down
the narrow passage to the open door, be-
tore which the Boyal Heath horszes were
impatienrly pawing the ground,

Shirley never forgot that drive,

The heat and dust seemed intorable.

Sir Henry talked in angry gusts; but
his anger was all for himsel!.

He had been slighted, insulted and he
did not itnend to let it pass quietly.

Madge histened in quiet weariness.

‘What atocl he is !’ she said to herself
with weary disgust.

She had often felt like this of late.

What had passed unnoticed before now
sickened bher.

When he was coarse, or foolisb, or
brutal, she thought of Lord Carsborough,
clever, grim, and stern, yet as polished a
gentleman as one could find in the whole
length and breadth ot Kurope.

She had thcught to speedily forget him,
yet she tound herself continually tbinking
of him, and, though she would not own it
even to herself, regretting his absence.
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SICK HEADACHE

Positively cured by these
Little Pills.

Tley also relieve Distress from Dyspepsia.

Indigestion and Too Hearty Ealing. A pe
fect remedy for Dizziness, Nausca, Drowsis
ness, Bad Tastein the Mouth, Coated Tongue
Pain in the Side, TORPID LIVER. They
Regulate the Bowels. Purely Vegetable,

Small Pill. Small Dose-
Small Price.

Substitution
ihe iraud of the day.

See you get Carter's, .

-

Ask for Carter’s,
Insist and demand
Carter’'s Little Liver Pills.

A policeman, who was standing just it ©




