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“Family Combination" sent prepadd

NEW YORK WEFKLY THIBUNE 1 YEAN.

THE GENTLEWOMAN 1 YEAR

NATION AL ILLUSTHAPED MAGAZINEL YR

AMERICAN POULTRY ADVOCATE!L Y

EAR.

HAPPY HOURS FAMILY MAGAZINE 1 Y1

VERMONT FARM JOURNAL T YEAR

e Price $1.00,  Regalar Oost $4.*g“
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0. H.JONES, Room 496,

ir. Mansger Vermont Farm Jouraal,

WILMINGTON, VERMONT.

! that poetry.”

Dr. Humphreys’

seelfles nct directly upon the disease,
thout exciting disorder in other parts
the system. They Cure the Slek,

ruces.

oUREL.
~Fevers, Congestioos, Inflammations. .28
~Waorms, Worm Fevor, Worm Colic... .28
~Teething, Colle, Crylng, Wakefulness .25

—~Diarrhes, of Children or Adulia......

to confess there

“But there's ¢
he's going by
coming to *
mayed; “w
Diana Seam

Diana got 1o her feet a.u.
to the window. Uncle Ansel w
lumbering by in his rattling W
She took a hasty survey of his ghabby
old figure, and turned back into the
room in triumph, She had caught o
glimpse of o sprig of wild rose.

“Oh, that?" the baby's mother said,
looking over her shoulder, “Uncle An-
sel's always picking up flowers. Well,
ye-es, 1 suppose so, 1 suppose you'd eall

“Yeas
thrilla ericu v.,
lost that for any
tle Tad's first pair
red ones—how mortas ,
was of 'em! Dearie me,
with his feet straight ou.

.'m[ﬂ

Miss Senthrilla sat with the ti
ton in her paln, and the softenc
in her fuce. Dinnn drew her o
uearer,

wrad? little Tad?" she asked, with
gentle insinuation.

“Why, yes, little Tad—my little Tad.
Ot course, he wos Emmy's, but 1 al-
ways called him mine. Emmy didn't
mind. He looked so much like big
Tad, and big Tad was almost mine—"

Miss Senthrilla gave a little start,
and stole a look at Dinna in confusion.
Then she straightened her tall figure
and spoke proudly:

“1t slipped out, my dear, and 1 can't
2 get it back the way I did little Tad's

“Certainly, my dear,” the baby's )
mother said, cheerfully, “I'll show you :‘:t;:, n..“p! ::tg‘t}:! ;‘;:_:_ m’l‘“‘::t’.r:ﬂm:‘::
Miss Senthrilla. Bob, do you think you g oo pefore he was Emmy's, but he—
could take care of this blessed baby laij he slipped out. It wus best, ]
awhile, and not let him dabble his feet g'uel;s Emmy needed him most She
in the water pitcher, as you did before } .o S pretty, weak little lh!ug—:when
S i gt i nails—or eat 1o 150 Taq died she came and lived with

i i me—she and little Tad. The blessed

Or dig Greek roots—or let e, fjttle spot o' sunshine! He was al-
;1'?:;;!;,' ﬁ:ll(s)gedm‘l't:lil;ﬂ ;rr:ellil‘:?;lll;jt- IT:{. ﬁ '.I:d after that, 1bought the
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mout h’?PPI to oblige you, my dear sis- | 14 wag quiet in the gmaint, sunny lit-
llaul'd Fiteh the litltlle cll;'a:p over here— | 414 room for awhile. Diana could only
oy give iy A Baa hear a soft, subdued hum of bees in the
g o D iy [humsysuckle vines, ané thy gests
"‘:1“"_,, " - click of the buttons under Miss Sen-
ks . thrilla’s fingers. The little red shoes!
-iblle l;::]wc:;;?;lhing.“ The Irrepres- —ghey were a line of Miss Senthrilla’s

“Then I'll go to see Miss Senthrilla Tp(;:lt‘:yv”'l'“h:! :::tl::trl“nc:;::lym]l;{:;g
:“":‘1::;;‘:“; Nt :;L“;:r‘::g'l:“&: knew that little Tad had filled all the
world, anyhow, without a line of poetry :ﬁﬁﬁmms::.: "‘5:? B.:lnl:h:i?lg
i ""f'm;":o; i m&f’;‘é‘:"é‘:ﬁ: chose apother button from the pile. It
woman never had a romance as big asa :;;l“'d silk. IR0, et
butternut in her life, T've kvown her | “up 'oma off my wedding dress,” Miss

ever since I was knee-high, and my an- i
cestors knew her before me. She's Senthrilla said. “Yes, my dear, mine.

dear, but she's written in prose.”
“Miss Senthrilla? ©Oh, the

“Shouldn't eall it in his goul, though.
It's in his buttonliole,” muttered the ir-
repressible.

“Yes, that's poetry,” Diann nodded.
“I told you so, Everybody has some—
somewhere. Jt doesn't always show as
plainly right on the surface as Uncle
Ansel's. That was just a streak of good
luck for me. DBut it's always there,
somewhere. Show me the soul that
hasn't any!"

‘The little woman whose title of honor
was the baby's mother ran over her list
of acguaintunces rapidly and brought
up Miss Senthrilla. Oh, yes, Miss Sen-
thrilla.

olks would find it after Ldied, and

with the other buttons,
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t's just as Emmy's boy—not
Dut he was mine.”

n Diann got home the baby's
n q eyes were reddened, and her

T'he ‘baby's mother regarded it

2 ghe questioned, in u whisper.

the little woman's

of Josepu, (i
Heli,” the intention evidently being
to remove the false Impression that
Joseph was his father. And this cor-
responds with the statement in the
Talmud that Mary, the mother of
Jesus, was the daughter of Heli.

The Annunciations.—Zacharias, the
priest, to whom the annunciation of
John's birth was made, belonged to
the eighth in order of the 24 courses
into which the priests were divided.
Each course served only twice during
the year, and no one was permitted to
offer incense the second time until
ench one in his course had had his
turn.
time that Zac
boly service,

The object in relating the annuncia-
tions Is to show, us the Apostles'
Creed has it, that Jesus Christ, God's
only Son, was “conceived by the Holy
Ghost, born of the Virgin Mary.” The
annuncistion to Zacharins declared
the mission of John the Baptist, that
to Mary nnnounced the nature, the
name and the mission of Jesus, that to
Joseph declared the divine conception
of Chrlst, Ilis name and Ilis mission.

The 'Thanksgivings.—Notice the In-
spired th ving
1;46-55) and of Zacharias (Luke 1:67-
79), the first known as the Magnificat,
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dai 7| Lydin K. Pinkham's
won) (descendant) of

me. After 1 ";tn;kxthm e
menses appeared, began
stronger and sll my E.lnwu gone.
Yours is the only medicine that ever
helped me. I sm able now to work
around the house, something I did not:
expect to do again. I am still

our medicine and have recommend
t to others.,"—Mnmrs. J. F. Browx,
Holton, Kans., Jan. 25, 1800,

Three More Letters from
One Woman, Relating how
She was Cured of Irreg-
ular Menstruation, Leu=
corrhoea and Backache,

“ DrAR Mns, Prsgmax—I am suffer-
ing and need raid. Ihave x:::
in both sides of the womb and &
ging sensation in the groin. Men-
struation irregular and painful ; have
lencorrheea, bearing-down pains, sore-
ness and swelling of the abdomen,
headache, backsche; nervonsness, and
can neither eat nor sleep.”"—Mns, CAR-
wiE PuiLLies, Anna, 111, July 19, 1897.

“ DegAR Mgs. PiNgmAN—I want to
thmkﬁu for what you have done for
me. en 1 wrote to you 1 was &
total wreek. Since your
table Compound, Liver and Bana-
tive Wash, nerves are stronger
and more y thun ever before, and

It was Hrolmhl;‘. then, the first
arias had fulfilled this

i

of Mary (Luke

hands in hers with an impetuous ges-| and the other the Benedictus, from| ™¥ and those terrible pains
ture: | the first words of each in the old i . Before 1 took your medi-
“Yes, oh, yes, 1 found it!" she cried | Latin version. dﬂ; weighed less t?“ one hundred
softly. *I found it in her button box” | The Incarnation—~The great tele- S Rads DOV, _‘"‘l"” foal
—Housewife. scopes of our day are so made that the| better than I have for & good ﬂ
G “_""_"_ observer does not look through the} years, Your {s a God
MOR S RIFLEMEN. tube direetly at o star, but studies the t:kpm wo:: wlm lhv.mﬂﬂ 1?5.“:
reflection of the star in o small mir- you why I eannot have &

Warriors Who Won the Respect and possi 1 have been nearly three
Admiration of the Great tor: ~T5ia Grice: R TS . *—Mgs. CARRIE PHiLLIPS, Anns,

When “'n'nhinglun. one day riding

along

ing-shirts of the Virginians approach-
ing, the reserve of his naturally unde-
monstrative nature broke down, “At
the sight he stopped; the riflemen drew
nearer, and their commander, stepping
in front, made the military salute, ex-
claiming: ‘General, from the banks
of the Potomne!’
wmounted, came to meet the battalion,
und going down the line with both
arms extended, shook hands with the
riflemen one by one, tears rolling down
his cheeks as he did so, He then mount-

ed, sal
The

as sharpshooters, and kept the enemy

contin

Washington,

his lines, saw the fringed hunt-

Washington dis-

uted, and silently rode on.”
rifiemen were et once employed

wally in hot water, Hitherto the

the grest enlnrgement of the tele-
scope, and thus revealed a wealth of 3
informution inaccessible to feebler in-
struments, The ancient philosophers
and snges sought for Ged much as the
old astronoiners scanned the heavens |
with their little tubes.
ered much that was valuable, but at
the best their results were dim and
uncertain, But in the incarnation we
have “the express image” of the Fa-
ther reflected in a human life. Here|
we may discern and study all His nt-
tributes. No man can look directly at
the sun; none could gaze upon the un-
veiled glory of God. Dut though “no
man bath seen God at any time,” yet| with
“the only I
R (o 1110} —-pdaptad
1:18)
Henry Van Dyke.

I becoming man, the Son of

They discov-

begotten Son, who is in the

K




