ot

A l!lmw‘

imly the enent &
we

rows;

t v ilt
what strong henmuu‘ld fuin th blowa,

‘ate-struck—the weariness, the tears, th- smiles

We did not five as we had planned to do;
We diid not walk the path onr eyes deseried:
What deemed we sweeb turned ant hut bitter rue;
Our firstling joya eame fair, but quickly died.

Still the mosaie Life so deftly wrought
Within the halls of memory is hung,
An wonderful na if the things we lmn,hl

Hod all been found, and

nll one wongs been sung.

=Hichard Wightman, in Hampton's Magnzine,
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Lonely Miss Barbara.

BY MRS.

ié:ﬂf:t.ttzi*""""""" ae
® . + » From envy, hatred and

malice, and all uncharitableness .

full volee Nonted
sing

The rector’s rich,

@own the hushed church, ro

echoes in Miss Barbara Lyvnn's shriv-
#led hoart. She dropped her head in
Ner hands with a liitle sigh, and
Joined her tremulous trebile to the re-
wpone:

*Good Lord, deliver ns!"

Then she cowered down with a
shiver, peeping at the girl In front of

Ber belwoen her fingers. How fresh,
Row young, how happy she
yhe knelt close Ly the Young man, ey-
Mentiy her lover,

Miss Bnarbara's eves moistened
Bomething in the girl’s rosy fne
minded lher of davs long dead. The
swifl movement of the small, brown |
Sand as it slid confidently fnto the
Young man's, under the pew
sent a quiver of exquisite pnin into
the old mnid's breast. With n gasp
ahe closed her eves, and tried to cons-
sentrate her thonghts on the prayers
But Inttaad they wanderead Back Into
the glade of youth, and, with the
ninlizing imogoe of those twa before
Rer, a feeling of rebellion ngainst her
date surged aver her, and she felt hor-
aell indeed n h¥proerite, for the Lord
Bad not yet delivered her from the
fhrocs of envy.

The senee of her shorteoming over-
whelmed her with horror, and al-
though foree of hahit made her ehime

ro-

M with the eongregation, her mind
was in a counlry lime, her lear!
throbling with the remembraned of
& tall youth, with sun-ki=sedl curls
and blue evey [lke the Blue of henvoen

For venrs she had not so let hep
mind dwell on sneh thi , bt hind
Hved her qulet 1if it sl
whs "'zoing ity thin
pained her I no v her exess-
atve Joy, imagining L ¢ heart haid
died In the lune ffecis th' dancing
shadowsz ol leaves and the golden
Hght of the ing =un, when her
lover had ki her gaod-by, long
Jears ngo,

And lo, the slght of a strange,
Anndsome voung conple had awak-
saned the old aching pain, and re-

minded her of what might have bean!

The rustle of the rising orowd
swept through the bullding like the
rush of a hurried sen. Mechanically
she roge nlgo, her sweet face flushed
By the pink of emation, her eves ahin-

g dark through unshed tears, her
snow-white hair ruflled by nervons
hands,

She must he brave. Y.overn still

Mronged the world, though she had
had her day and was no longer voung.
8he opened her hymn hook and
held it upside down, for the girl's hair
glaimed her attention. It shone ke
burnished brads, and here and the:s
a captyred sunbeam dazeled the en-
ghanted eve with elflike mirchiel.
Migs Hurbara's bands trembled so

violenily as ehe looked, that she
dropped the book Into the zeat be-
fore her.  The glrl turned quickly

and handed it back, with such a smile
of Lewitching charm, und sparkling
dimples, that Miss Barbara quilled
The blue daucing eves plerced her to

phe soul ond sent her bewildered
shoughts circling buelk to the forbid-
den past,

When the woice of the people

poared up on high, Miss Barbarn's re-
mained sllent. The thrill of the
music added te her emotlon, she
alosed her eves, and imagined she
was looking onee more into those llke
Phe blue of leaven. Agnin she felt
the loved arms around her and leaned
agninst the brave young breast, while
o0 her chaste lips she Telt o kiss.

Then, suddeonly, o cold wind swept
over her, and thé murmur of voices
fall on her enrs, With n shudder ¢he
salsed her honvy eyelids and stared
around i surprige, for she was out
#n the sun-baked churchyard, on the
mofl, green mrass, and the blue-eved
girl wag bending over her, anxiety in
Ber pretty fuce,

“Po you feel better?” she asked,
~ "Yes,” stammered Miss Barbuara,
Rer cheoeks unfurling the flag of con-
fugion. as her gaze fell on the young

~ man, who was supporting her in his

arms.
He helped her to her feet
*You fainted,” he explained, “and

" we brought you out."

- Rhe smiled, wondering what they
would say i{f she told them she had
mot fainted, that she had merely
pested in the nrms of her long-lost
'Ml lr.ﬂ sald good-bye onee more,
good of you,” she murmured.
ﬁ felt queer, 1 remember. This is
Mhe first time 1 have ever done such
A foolish thing, Thank you wvery
‘much for your kindness, And now I
will go llm
ppito of her protestaiions
d on ammmmal her up

T.

seomed as |

GO D I"REY.

e

deserved all the hunpirmsu the world
could glve, all It had withheld from
her,
Al the little white cottage, covered
with roses and vy, where Migs Dot
bnen Uved with one falthful muld, the
| trio parted tho best of friends.
| "1 will come and see yYon to-mor-
row," said the girl, Inying her fresh
lips on Barbarn’s eoft cheek, “if I
may."

v “Yes do. Come to ten, hoth of
| ¥ou," added Miszy Barbara ghyly, ns
she glanced back into the vouth's
dark face,

Then, for a1 moment, she stood
|wntrhl|u: them ns they turned awuy,
and the girl’s volee flonted back to
| her on the breeze, thrilling her with
| its musie,
“Isn't she a pretty darling. Erie?
|'\n\\ if father's Miss Babs were llke

ladee, | her how delighted I should he!'

- - - =

The next nfternoon when Miss Bar-
barva gat in her 1lttle parlor, looking
more than ever like a Dresden china
figure, with her soft gray silk gown
and snowy fichu, and gofltly plled sil-

ver halr, the girl came alone,
“Friec hns gone fishing,” she ex-
plained, And as she sipped the

gcented ten ont ol the preclous egg-
ghell china and nibbled
mnade dainties, she chatted merrily to
the little 1ady.

ull who would harm it.
Finnlly,

should hind the

I 1‘-’-"&5‘-‘"’“ RIS

“We've (nken the honge on the hil
—the one that looks down unon this
—&n we ghnll gee a 1ot of you, 1 hope.
We've been marcied three months,
and have never sgettled down any-
where yet, hut we Hke this aunint 1it.
tie plnee, and the people, and the
country.  Aflter Oregon it's such a
change!”

Miss Barhara's heart jumped al the
name of Orezon, then ghe blushed.

“Do you kunow Oregon well, then,
Mrs, ——"

She paused,

“Dale—Margnret Dale,
glrl smiling,

“Yeg, 'va lived In Oregon all my
life until the Inst year. Father—
vou'll see him goon, for he comes to-
morrow=—Ileft Ohlo ag a Young man.
He says he left his heart behind, but,
for all that, he married, and 1'm his
only ehild.”

The heavenly
Miss Barbara again.
bled slightly,

"

sgnid the

blue eves thrilled
Her lips trem-

the home- |
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' JOOSEVELTISS FROM THE i

cannot afford to develop any one set of qualities, any
ut the cost of seecing others,

There has never heen a greater need of a high and fine

than folly on our part to Ignore our <

[[a | We
1) one sel of aclivities,
gey necessary, atrophied,
b
8)]  religiouns spivil than at the present time.
e It wonld be woree
l[l]| nead of intellectual leadership,
) Unjost war i= Lo he abhorred;

does not make ready to hold its own in time of need against

this world movement of civilization,
ment which ig now felt throbhing in every corner of the globe,
natlons of the world together, while yet
leaving unimpalred that love of conntry in the individual eiti-
zen which s essentinl to the world's well-being.

\.—c-wn._. )

“It Ig rather amusing to hear ol
father's love affalr,” continued the
young bride, with a chuckle. “He's
senrching for his first love now. Of
course he's quite serious, but I can
agsure you we are not. Think of it,
Miss Lynn; he wants to find the girl
he loved twenty-five yenrs ago. He
does not realize that she is now prob-
ubly a fearful old frump, with a long,
thin face, flat feet, no walst and a
wig."

“My dear, my dear,' quavered Miss
Barbara, a sharp pain at her heart,
for twenty-five yearg back she also
had loved her bilue-eyed youth, and,
although she had grown old, ehe did
not think she was & frump,

She looked furtively across at her
refiection in the mirror. Bhe was old,
ves, sevn by the girl, but frumpish,
never! How hard and unsympathetic
was happy youth!

“You may laugh,” continued Mar-
garet, “for you ure so pretty, so sweet
yoursell! But think of my dear-fath-
er remnining faithful to such a gcare-
crow! Can we allow him to find her?"

“If your father married be did not
always remain faithful,” sald Miss
Barbara, demurely, her heart swelling
with fellow feeling for the lonely
[frump. ‘“And are you sure that she ls

| 80 objectionable?”
Margaret

but we suppose it. A soured,

N m
tures. Now, If you
lllnmhi wollundzooﬂ.htm
aren’t, worse luck."”

Migs Barbara started. Then, In a
low voies, ahe asked:

“Is that her name?"

“Barbara is her Christian name, 1
don't know her surname. Dad would
never tell it to me, Miss Babs he
cills her, but we say, “Babs the Im-
possible,” for she ls quite Impossible,
I am sure.'

Miss Barbara smoothed out the
folds of her dress with trembling fing-
ers and sverted eyes,

“Dues he love her very much?” ghe
quaverad,

“He's mad to find her,
loved her and she loved him, but her
father wog'dn't allow them to be
married, and she hadn't the strength
to go against his will. In those days
girlg feared their fothers, strange to
tell!  So foather sald good-bye, and
went away, intending to retury later
nnd ask for her again, but he heard
that she was married, andl— why,
haow pale you are! Do you feel 11?2
ghe exclnimed, springing forward, so-
Heltnde 1||:nn her fnee,

“No, no!" whispered Migs Barbara
“Gn on. This story Interests me, 1
have heard of one go like it."

“Well, as a man musin’t remain
falthful to another man's wife, father
married also, My mother died two
vears ago, nnd father retived then.
Soon after we came to Ohlo, and he
heard that his first love had never
married, 1t was her wicked old fath-
er who had gpread the lie, Bo now
father is looking for her."

A long sllencesneepeded her words,
Miss Barbara sat stiff and stralght in
har chair, one bright spot on elther
cheek. She dared not move, for the
room seemed swimming around, and
hundrede of eyes, the hlue of heaven,
looked at her from every corner,

Throngh a fog came Margaret's
launghing volee:

“And of conuree ghe'll be a frump—
a gotr old thing! Ah, if she could
only be like youn!"

Twilight dezcended upon the honse,
whiffs of newly mown hay eame In

Yea, he

o — e, L
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RESIDENT'S BLKLIN SPLECH, &
i EX-l LELIN SPEECH, ﬁl
i) e AR, N

:.:. The play of new forces is as evident In the maral and G
‘tl spiritunl world ny in the world of the mind and body, Forces ]
J['J‘ for ool and forces far evil ara everywhere evident, erch aet- [
o Ing with a hundrod or a ”lill]—h d fold the fntensity with

f))] which it acted in former ages 1|-
\”I One of the prime '| angers of civilization has always been  [ft)]
ales fls tendeney to eause the loks of the virlle virloes of the u-
ifeY fichting ed \\'I.- n men gel too comfortable and lead too ! ]
![t] luxurions lives there is alwiyk danger lest the softhess eat i]
vy ke an acld futo thelr manliness of fiber, o "

egually

but woe to the nation that

this moves

ﬂn'nm:h the open window, one ray of
the gelting sun threw a shaft of light
neross the room, It fell on Mrs,
Dale's upturned face, and, for a2 mo-
ment, Migs Barbara held ler breath.
FFor fn the girl’s place she saw her
lover, ns he looked long years ngo

“Yes, I have heard a story like that
before,” she said, In tremulous tones;
“perhaps T know Miss Babs., And, it
it Is the same, ghe loves him now, ns
then, She may be a frump, my dear,
and sour—{for 1ife is hard to the lone-
Iy—but if she can give him the love
he craves, If he can glve her the joy a
father robbed her of, would you still
wish them apart?”

Margaret dropped her burning f9e&;|

“No, perhaps not, I it were love,
such love as that 1 know. Put can it
be? She s old and rusty, perhaps.”

“His love will rub hers bright.
Onece she was young, like you. Could
your love die? 'What Is your father's
name?"

“Carrol Lyle. Colonel Carrol Lyle.”

The drumming at Miss Barbara's

 heart quickened, and the hot blood

higsed and bolled within her brain.
She seemed to hear the clash of thun-
der, and gtood one more in the tree-
ehadowed lane, his arms around her,
his lips on hers.

- L] - L]

The next day, after her lunch, Miss
Barbara cllmbed into her attie. Here,
s elsewhore in the cottage, not n
speck of dust was to be seen, not a
sign of disorder.

Mlss Barbara opened an old onk
trunk, and bent over its contents with
a smile. Gently she raised soft folds
of white drapery, and shook out a
dainty muslin gown. Pure and sim-
ple, it seemed ready for immediate
use,

Then, ere she turned aslde, she
drew out a packet of weather-worn

[letters. From them there fell the

miniature of a young man—the man
she had thought faithless to her long
years #go. Glad tears sprang to her
eyes ns she gazed into his, then she
ralsed it to her lips and kissed |t ten-
derly.

When Marion, the maid who had
grown old with her mistress, earried
the tea into the little parlor, she
mppod short on the threshold with a

wmmnhwmm
thirty years _!”mmm,
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"!ﬂn lh'hn!" repeatad the old ser
vant, tears streaming down her
cheaks, “but for your white hair 1'd
say yvou're elghteen again, I'd—"

“And so 1 nm, Marfon, for he, Car-
rol, s coming back to me,” whispered
Misa Barbara.

Marion threw up her handa and
fled to her kitchen,

“Lord help her!” she gsobbed.
“Bhe's daft! Thinks herzelf voung
again and talks of Him, her falthless
lover. May the Lord help poor wom-
en who eat thelr hearts away, and
drown all men in the tears they make
them shed!" ghe added vindietively,
rocking horself to and fro in her
great despair,

Meanwhile In the parlor, Miss Nar-
bara drank her tea with longing
glances at the steep, white road lead-
ing past the windows to the house up
on the Wi,

And Margnret's parting words rang
In her stralning enrs:

“You must dine with na to-morraw.
Il send father for yon, and you'll be
dble to tell him about Miss Babs,"

As she repeated the sentence to
herself for about the thirtieth time, n
quick step sounded on the path out-
slde, and she rore palpitating,

The next Instant a tall, wenthere
henten man stood on the thresheld, a
man with short, erisp, silvery curls,
and eves like the Wlue of heaven,

And as these same eyes f¢ll on the
Hitle trembling fizure before him, n
great joy aprang into them, and with
n loud ery of “Babs! My little Baba
at last!™ he took the uo longer lonely
Miss Barbara to his heart,

Out in the Open.

Boys and men owe it to themselves
to go to the floldg and woods and
there to get as cloge to nalure as pos-
sible. Nalure ls the great mother,
and the boy who plays in her yards
is flled with good clean thoughts,
nnd vou oan generally relyv on him,
He breathes in the exhilarating alr of
freedom and drinks from the streams
that are unpolluted by civilization
and lakes home with him a supply of
health and splrits that money can not
purchase in a clty

This not only applies to the boy,
but to the man, A tived braln s rens
ovialed and relreshed by a few houra
in the open, and the man who coms-
munes with natore and becomes in<
timnate with her hinx o felend who will
never lead him pstrgy.  Toke to the
woods and fields whetnever the oppor-
tunity prosents itself, and if yon have
bovs and girls take them with you,
Teneh them to shoot and to hecome
familiar with firearms, lonts, wnater
and woods, birds and animnls,
give them a chance to learn and loye
nature, . If yvou ennnot take them, lot
them ga with some one In whom you
have confldence. You will be sur-
prised how guickly they will become
proficient in wooderaft and how soon
they will feel the charm of outdoor
life. The open plants the seads of in-
dependence and teaches the young to
take eare of themselves, Encourage
them in this direction and then try It
youreelves just ns often ns you can.

It beats gitting around a elub, An
hour, a day, a week spont in pursuit
of fleh, feather or fur, never forget-
ting to visit nature all the while, will
prove an Inestimable hlessing to the
nerve fagged man or woman, Let me
Impress wpon you that the net of kill.
ing is only incidental, Never take
advantnge of gnme, Always give it, at
lenst, an even chance, and stop Lefore
youn have had enoiagh. Remember
that there are other days and others
coming after you th enjoy the samao
pleasures, Ohey the game laws, but
It you have the proper conceplion of
this form of sport and you are n true
gportsman at heart, the Inst admon-
itlon {8 superfluous, as the laas ale
wayg allow a reasonable length of
time for its indulgence, and a liberal
Himit to the daily and season's bag, —
The National Mouthly,

WORDS OF WISDOM,

Onr doubts are traitors.—8hakes-
peare,

Many hands make light work.—
German,

Who comes first grinds first.—
German,

A clean fast (s better than a dirty
breakfast.—Irish.

A true friend Is forever a friend,—
George MacDonald,

A drop of fortune is worth a cask
of wisdom,—Latin,

He who follows the crowd has
many companions,—Duteh,

The bald-headed man is the origin-
al star-gazer.—Dallas News.

Even a fool, when he holdeth his
peace, I8 counted wise.—Bible,

Great men are never sufciently
shown but in struggles,—Burke,

He whose goodpess is part of him-
sell I8 what Is called a renl man,—
Mencius,

Truth may have a thousand
tongues but only one face.—Ilorida
Times-Union.

The problem of life Is not'to make
Iife ensier, but to make men stronger.
—David Starr Jordan.

Somehow & girl never feels that
she's really well dressed unless her
ghoes hurt her.—Puck,

A little cheerful chatter ls better
than medicine to the average sick
man.—Florida Times-Unlon.

That wm Is past Is gone and fr-

and |

“ was u to m to get mwmd vlu

Fnlhcr Goose,

b |u'r|1 George is a \\’e‘lchmm.
Lloyd ?mrﬁa in n ch

Lloyd-George urnula tlne peernge
And enuned it lots of grief.
The dukes and lords were angry,

Bt 1. doyd-George didn't care;
Ho biffed "em \\m.‘l s Budyget

And had some votes to spare,

=The Commoner,

Break, Break, Drenk! .
"Your new mald uses broken Png-
llah, doesn't she?"
"Mostly broken china."—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

A Grewsome Jest,
She—""They eay her husband was
driven to hig graove.'
He—"Well, he couldn't very well
will.,"—Boston Transcript.

For Conservation.
Hougewife—"Ara you willing to
ehop some wood for vour dinner?”
Plodding Pele—"8orry, mum, but

T am a Pinchot man.""—Hoston Tran-

seript.

Her Instructions.
Conductor—""Ticket, pleage!'"
Passenger—Certalnly, sir. Here

Is the key of my trunk, which is in
the bnggage car, In the pocket of
my second best dresa I8 my mileage
book."—Hnrper's Bazar,

Non Bequiter,
Innis—"Do I love her? Wh¥, man,
1 ean't gleep niglite for thinking about
her."
Owens—""Thnat's not proof positive.
I get the same effect from my tallor's
bille.—Boston Transeript,

Solicitude,

*During our stay In Egypt we vis-
fled the Pyramids, They are covered
with hievoglyphiecs,”

“Lor'l Wasn't you afrald of gots
ting gome on you?"—New York Tele-
gram,

Her Flat,

Mra. Noobrlde—*"Yesa, dear, 1 was
marrled last month, I'd like you to
call on me and see the pretty flat I
have."

Miss Jellus—"1've %een him, my
dear,"—The Sacred Ileart Review,

A Lick and n Mick.

Mr. Hubb—"The Intelligence of-
flce manager told me that our new
girl was once an actress'

Mrs, Hubb—"I bellove It. She
dusts the furniture exactly as the sou=
brette does it on the stage,”"—Boston
Transeript,

The Bargain Instinet,

Ludy (who has been shopplng)-—
“When does the next traln leave for
Oshkogh?"

Trainman—"Two-fifty, madam.”

Lady (absent-mindedly)—"Make
it two forty.-eight gnd I'll take It.""—
Chicago News.

Bound to Stand,

“We expect to have every track in
the eountry put out of business," sald
the reformer.

“1 sappose you will,” answered the
New York man, “except the hundred-
mile course between Washington and
Warrentown."—Washington Star.

A Quicker Way,

“I'd ke to pay my respects to the
king."

“I ean arrange for an audlence In
about three weeks,” explained the
Ameriean minister.

“How iong would it take you to
get him on the telephone!”—Louis-
ville Courler-Journal,

Hnd Yachts of Their Own.

MecCarthy was boasting of the
prominence of his family in bygone
ages, "But there were no MeCare
thys in Noah's Ark,” said O'Brien,

“No,” sald McCarthy, “our family
was very exclusive in those days and
had yachts of thelr own."—From
Norman E. Mack's National Monthly,

The Handwriting,

“If you look about you," sald the
ominons acquaintance, “you will sea
the handwriting on the wall”

*The handwriting on the wall
doesn’t worry me,” replled Benator
Sorghum, “so long ns they don't go
rummaging Into my private mems-
oranda,”—Washington Star,

-

How It Happened,
“How does It happen,” sald the
young woman in the Mbrary, “that
Lord Byrom is the only poet you
read?"
“Well," replied Mr, Lobrow, "I
once won a bunch of money on &
horse by that name, nnd I thonght it

I’AVI-PAVIPII.I.‘

The best Btomash
Liver Pills known i
a positive and
cure for couunl&
Indigestion, Jaundiee
Billousness, Sour Sto
ach, Headache, and
allments nrising from &
ditordered stomach or
slugglsh llver, " They
contaln  In  concen-
trated form . all the
virtues and values of Munyon's Paws
Paw tonle and are made from the
julee of the Paw-Paw fraoit, I un=
hesitotingly recommend these plils an
belng the beat Inxative and cathartlo
ever compounded, Send us postal or
letter, requesting a free packnge of
Muns‘un 4 Celebroted Paw-Paw
tive Pills, and we will mail enma free
of charge. MUNYON'S HOMOEO-
PATHIC HOME REMEDY CO., Gad
and Jefferson Sts.. Philadelphia, P
— ——
A Scholar's Faith.

When Goldwin Smith was elected
an honorary professor gt Cornell in
1868 he brought with him an excellant
historieal library, which he gave to the
university, This ndicates hig faith
in the United States, at a time when
British opinion was far from friendly.
But Prof. Smith had a longer vislon.

Dr. Pierce’s Plessant l‘ellctn
invigorate stomach, liver
Bugar-coatid, tiny granules, Easy to ulu
as canily,
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(‘humluto aceording to Balzae, I8
even more dnngerous as a stimulant
than tea or coffee,  The decline of
Spaln from the proud position it once
held he nscribed to the Introduction
of chocolate and its adoption by all
clasges.

fﬁfulli! and

Mrs. Wlnllow’n Boothing Syryp for Children
teething, softens the gums, redboesi
tion,allays pain,cures wind colie, es

Thera i3 no harren land in Manchne
rin.  Almost every acre ls cultivats
ed,  The yield of beans, the leading
staple, I8 bétween ten milllon and
elghteen  milllon  koku  (koku—five
bushels) a year.

For Red, Ttching Eyelids, Cysts, 8
Falling Eyelashes and All Eyea That N
Try Murine kEye Balve. Aseptie
Tubes, Trinl Bive, 25¢. Ask Your Druggist
or Write Murine tye Remedy Co., Chicago.

Postal Savings Banks.

The establishment of a postal gave
ings bank system was promised by the
Republican platform, and the neces
aary LIl will almost surely be pagsed
at present sesslon. 1t will have to be
passed becnuse it wans promised In
order to atiract radioal votes, The
presidont, with his ysual scrupulous re
gard for good falth, pelleves that i we
got any votes by that promise they |
ghould be promptly pald for, There
I8 no other regson for pussing the bill,
and the system ls lkely to be costly
and unsatisfactory., It |s wholly un-
necessary In this country, where we
have developed under private enter-
prige the most effective and extensive
&aving system in the world. How-
ever, we are in for it, and it<is only
f matter of setiling the detalls.—San
Francisco Chroniele,

Somewhat Opposed to Snowlng,

Henry M. Stanley once had an ex-
perience which shows how a hatred of
tobnceo Is apt to swamyp the finer feel
fngs. In 1863, when staying at
Brooklyn, N. Y., he noted in his diary:
“Boarding with Judge X, Judge drunk.
Tried to kill his wife with hatohet.
Attempted three times. 1 held him
down all night. Next morolng, ex-
hapsted, lghted clgar In parlor. Wite
came down and jnsulted and raved at
me for smoking in her house."—
g Olty Siar
Ee—

OPERATION
PREVENTED.

By Lydia E.Pinkham’s Veg-
etable Compound

Chicago, I1. — “TI want to tell you
what I;aia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound did for me. I was so sick
that two of the best doetors in O
said I would dia if I did not have an
mﬁou. 1 had

~had two

operations, and

ey wanted me to

| go through a third
one. 1

red day
and night from ln-
flammation and a
small tumor, md
never thought of
a well
’ﬂ n. A fri
" to mhowL
otabls Compound had

hel her, aﬁ
I tried it, and after the md
was cured.”"—Mrs, ALVENA Bl'sm.nm

1408 Clybourne Ave., Chicago, 1L
If you are ill do not drag along

home or in your plncu of amp!o

until an operation is

build up the feminine system, lnd

m?‘va u?l causa of thom
aches a

Pinkham's mlie(:ompoﬂ
from roots nn

For thi mﬂh been
dlmtllrrnm y for M‘:‘iﬂ th‘
positively restored the
_:tnuginfwnmwho “huln

Agi]l




