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Sense
T alk with

Women

If a person is ill and eeds a medi-
eine is it not wise to get one that has
stood the test of time and has hun-
dreds of thousands of cures to its
eredit ?

A great many women who are ill try
everything they hear of in the way of
medicine, and this experimenting with
wnknown drugs is a constant menace
to their already impaired health.

This seems to us very unwise, for
there are remedies which are no ex-
periments and have been known years
and years to be doing only good.

Take for instance Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound; for thirty

ears i{ts record has been omne un-

olken chain of success. No medicine
for female ills the world has ever
known has such a record for cures.

It seems so strange that seme people
will take medicines about which the
really know nothing, some of whic!v\
might be, and are, really harmful ;
while on the other hand it is easily

roved that over one million women

ave been restored to health by Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

We have
papers of the United States more
genuine testimonial letters than have
ever been published in the interest of
any other medicine.

111 this should, and does, produce a
spirit of confidence in the hearts of
women which is difficult to dislodge.
and when they a e asked to take some-
thing else they say, ‘* No, we want
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound, which has been tried, and
never found wanting, whose reliabilit
is established far beyond the experi-
mental stage.”

We have thousands of letters like the

following addressed to Mrs. Pinkham, |

showing that

Monthly Suffering is Al-
ways Cured by Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound, also Back-
ache and Bearing-down
pains.

‘] suffered untold agony every
month and could get no relief until I
tried your medicine; your letter of ad-
vice and a few bottles of Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound have
made me the happiest woman alive. I
shall bless you as long as I live."—Miss
Joik Savr, Dover, Mich.

** Four vears ago I had almost given
ap hope of ever being well again. 1
was afflicted with those dreadful head-
ache spells which would sometimes
last three or four days. Also had
backache, bearing-down pains, leucor-
rheea, dizziness, and terrible pains at
monthly periods, confining me to my
bed. After reading so many testi-
monials for your medicine, I concluded
to try it. 1 began to pick up after
taking the first bottle, and have con-
tinued to gain rapidly, and now feel
like a different woman. I can recom-
mend Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
Compound in the highest terms to all
sick women.”"—Miss Rosa HELDEN,
126 W. Cleveland Ave., Canton, O.

Two Letters which Prove
that Lydia E. Plnkham’s
Vegetablo Compound Will
Remove Tumor and Cure
Other Femaleo Weakness.

“Two years ago I was a great
sufferer from womb trouble and pro-
fuse flowing each month, and tumors
would form in the womb, 1 had four
tumors in two years. I went through
treatment with doctors, but they dic
me no good, and I thought 1 would
have to resort to morphine.

“The doctor said that all that epuld
help me was to have an operation and
have the womb removed, but I had
heard of Mrs. Pinkham’s medicine and
decided to try it, and wrote for her
advice, and after taking her Vegetable
Compound the tumors were expelled
and I began to get stronger right
along, and am as well as ever before,
Can truly say that I would never had

otten well had it not been for Lydia
E}. Pinkham's Compound.”—MARY A.
StanL, Watsontown, Pa.

“ After following the directions
given in your kind letter for the treat-
ment of lencorrhea, I ean say that ]
have been entirely cured by the use
of Lydia E. Pinkham's remedies, and
will gladly recommend them to vy
friends.”—A. B. Davips, Binghamton.
N Y,

Another Case of Womb,
Kidney and Bladder
Trouble Cured by lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.

“ DEAR FrieEND—Two yearsago [ had
child-bed fever and womb trouble in
its worst form. Foreight monthsafter
birth of babe I was not able to sit up.
Doctors treated me, but with no help.
1 had bearing-down pains. burning in
stomach, kidney and bladder trouble
and my back was stiff and sore, the
right ovary was badly affected and
everything I ate distressed me, and
there was a bad discharge.

“] was confined to my bed when I
wrote to you for advice and followed

our directions faithfully, taking
iydh E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound, Liver Pills and using the Wash,
and am now able to do the most of my
housework. I believe I should have

ublished in the news-l

pound, I hope this letter may be the
result of benefiting some other suffer-
ing woman. I recommend your Com-
od to every ome."—MRs. MART
Auvauy, Trimble, Pulaski Co., Ky.

Made Him Homeslek.

A tramp went along a dusty road
and sat down on the steps of a house
in a quiet village street, Through the
windows the voices of a man and
woman in violent altercatiom were
heard, and the tramp listened intently.

Angry words, and ocecasionally the
gound of something thrown, reached
his ears, he could hardly sit still.

At last, evidently, the wife had
taken a broom, and the blows fell fast
and farious,

The tramp could stand it no longer,
but, rushing to the side door, he darted
in, and, stepping between the pair, he
eriad, with a husky voice:

““Give us a olip or two with the
broom, old woman; it seems just like
yld times!”’—Collier’s Weekly.

Walking Warily.

A man who walks cireumspectly has
his eyes open and his wits about him,
If you ask him where he is going he
can tell you instantly. He has a rule
of conduct, and a distinet object in
view, and carries with him a certain
sense of danger that some one or some-
thing will interfere with the object he
has in view. Such a man will be more
likely to accomplish his purpose than a
mere wanderer. 1f it is worth while
to walk circumspectly, for the sake of
| success in business and the accomplish-
| ment of our earthly schemes, how much
more is it worth while, for the sake of
our spiritual welfare and  growth in
grace?’—United Presbyterian,

Heard His Name.

The following story is told ir the

| life of the late Archbishop Benson by
| his son about the archbishop’s favorite
| dog, Wateh: *‘My father was reading
| the lesson, which was the thirteenth
chapter of St. Mark, in which the word
| ‘watch’ occurs several times. The
dog, who had been slumbering peace-
| fully, became very restless, and, as the
| bishop ended with the words:

| I say unto you, I say unto all, watch,’

ina very imperious voice, there fol-
': lowed a great scufling and seratching,
| and Watch emerged hastily from his
| place and proceeded to the door of my
| father’s stall.”’—Troy Times,

A Model Husband,

Wife—] saw the loveliest lace
spreads today, unly two dollars and a
| half, and I wanted them awiully, but |
1'1{1.1('“.' you wished to economize, and so
|l didn’t get them.

i Husband—That’s too had, my dear,
| you should have got them. Anything
| which adds to your happiness and
[ brings gladness to your eyes, anything
| which lightens your domestic cares and
| gilds the lowering clouds, anything
which borders with sweet flowers the
thorny paths of duty and appeals pleas-
antly to your aesthetic nature, making
life more worth living, home a para-
dise, you are welcome, doubly welcome
to, my dear angel, if it doesn’t cost
more than two dollars and a half.—N,
Y. Weekly.
Rallway Puadding.

Cream together with two ounces of
fresh butter and a cup of white granu-
lated sugar; add to this the well beaten
yolk of one egg and a cup of milk.
Work well together and flavor with
any essence desired. Mix a large tea-
spoon of baking powder with two cups
of flour and gradunally add to the mixt-
ure. Bake in an oblong tin. When
cooked, divide in two, spread one-half
with jam and press the other lightly
on it. Some of this mixtare might be
baked in small patty pans for tea cakes.
—Boston Globe.

Contrawt,

““Times change.”’

“Prove it.”

“In 1866 people who watched for the
meteoric shower were called scientific
observers, In 1899 they are alluded
to as rubber necks.”’—Cleveland Plain
Dealer.

Tart But True,

Until indivuality is enabled to as-
snme the mantle of greatness it can
probably do as much to make a man
unpopular as any other one quality.—
Puck.

A Just God,

It is as hard as ever to reconcile the
wrongs which men suffer at each other’s
handg with the great truth that there
is over all a just, holy and gracious
God, Our own personal life is full of
nnsolved mysteries, and lays upon us
heavy hands., There must be rome
sreat facts of which we can lay hold to
stendy ourselves amidst the flood of
doubt which otherwise might engulf us.
—Rev, Ed. Coe.
Work.

Man is not exceptional in the facy
that he is and has to be a worker. All
nature is a scene of incessant action.
Everything from atoms to stars and «ys.
tems of suns are constantly in motion.
—Rev. Dr. Thomas, People’s Church.

The affection of old age is one of the
greatest consolations of humanity, I
liave often thought what a melancholy
world this would be without children,
and what an inhuman world without
the aged,—Coleridge.

Has No Tlrrﬂrl’fl;; Him.,
The bathtub trust, says the Pittsburg
Times, cannot scare the old inhabitant
who was brought up to wash at the

pump.
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THE FUNNY MAN.
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ILLIAM WID-
ger, at his desk In
the Dally Record
office, paused one
morning In the ex-
ercise of prepar-
lug the humorous
column and groan-
ed, gently, but
with unmistakable

earnestness,
Perkins, at the
adjoining desk,

looked at him in
Never before, during his

amazement,
two years of professional contigulty to
Widger, had he observed a similar dew-

onstration. He wmentloned the fact at
once,

“It 1s nothing,” sald Widger; “that s,
it is nothing serious. 1 came near writ-
ing a real poem Instead of a jingle, that
= all.”

“I ¢all that rather serlous,” sald Per-
king. “Heavens! Bllly, you must go
slow. You're on the verge of some-
thing. A chap of your talent cannot be
too careful.”

“Ko 7 sald Widger lazily, “Youn make
me weary, Perk. What do you know
about poetry and its relation to neo-
rotic exhaustion. Do you consider the
production of real poetry an indication
of weakness at the nerve centers, Do
you—-""

“No. but see here, Billy; I've pre-
pared the ‘Hints to Housekeepers' and
the ‘Food and Health' columns for this
paper regularly for three years unow,
and—"

“You have also prepared the ‘Aunt
Jerusha's Talks with Girls" column,”
interrupted Widger,
humbug, Perk.'

“Np more so than you, Billy. Don't
wound my sensitive heart, kind friend,
I pray you. The Record Is avowedly
the most popular paper in the Missis
sippl Valley among the women. Why?
*Tis 1, Billy., me,

Who tells the women how to cook,
And make their homes successful;
Who tells them how that pimply look

Iz rendered less distressful,
Me, Billy, 1—-Oswood K. Perkins, the
poor orphan, who wouldn’t know how
to act iIf he had a home, That's the
gecret of my success, Billy; I'm orig-
aal.”

“Because you do not know any bet-
ter.”

“Exactly. But as to yourself, You're
gupposed to be funny. Your stuff Is
well liked. Some people actually laugh
at It. Your verses jingle pleasantly,
and vour paragraphs are redolent of
ginger. You hold your job. You eat.
But, Billy, dear, "twould be very dif-
ferent if you should blunder into poet-
ry—real poetry, as you call it. You'd
lose your job. You'd cease to eat.
Your nerves, deprived of the food they

erave, would become toneless, snap-
less.  Prostration, agony, lingering
death. unwept, unhonored, unsung.

Don't do it, Billy."

Widger smiled.

“Perk,” said he, “you are a freak.
But you are wise—you must be or you
wouldn’'t be able to humbug the women
as you do. You are also a gentleman,
and T belleve a good judge of—"

“Whisky?"

“No, poetry.” v

“Um-m—1 don't know."

“I do. Read that, and tell me what
you think.”

Perkins took the proffered sheet with
affected timidity, and looked at it from
the corners of hiis eyes. Then he hand-
ed It back.

“It's pretty bad, Billy,” sald he hon-
estly. *“I don't think I ever read
wWorse,

Memory grim doth rend my heartstrings,
Cruelly with fingers pink.

{8 but little short of positive disease,
Do you feel perfectly well, old man?”

“Yes, I am well enough, but I am de-
pressed in spirit. Do you suppose,
Perk”—glancing at the clock—"that if
I gave you my confidence for about fif-
teen minutes it would seriously Inter-
fere with the glorious work you are do-
ing for benighted women? 1 think it
would make me feel better.”

“Nothing,” replied I'erkins firmly,
“can Interfere with that. Go ahead,
old man.”

He sat back in ais chalr with an In-
dex finger on elther side of his nose—
his characteristic attitude when In re-
pose, as he once Informed the Record’s
cartoonist when that brilllant but mis-
guided young man begged him for a
“gitting"—while Widger slowly gath-
ered the sheets from his desk and tore
them Into strips.

“You know where I ecame from,
Perk?' he asked, dropping the strips
into the waste basket,

“St, Paul, Billy. You didn't know
the letter J from a hole In the ground,
and you consldered Minneapolis mere-
ly a short chapter in mythology.”

“Yes,” sald Widger. “At St. Paul, I
worked on the Evening Gazette and my
duties were as the sands of the sea, I
dld everything, from heavy editorial to
the hotels, and between jumps I fell in
love. It may not altogether be my

y fault. Some men are born lovers, some

“You are a vile |

|
|
|

cultivate the tendency, and some have
It thrust upon them. It was thrust
upen me, And the malden's name was
Smith"

“Smith—8mith,"” mumbled Perkins;
“In all the bright lexicon of youth there
18 no such word as—go on, Billy,”

“She was a nlce glrl, as girls go,”
contlnued Widger, “well set head, non-
parell body, good clear face and the
daughter of her father, who owned the
Gazette, She was accustomed to spend-
Ing an hour or two each day at the of-
fice, and I had not talked with her
many tlmes before 1 experlenced a
strange sensation, I dld not know
what to call It. 1 suppose It was love,
but I never sald a word about it to her.
1 reasoned that it would be too pre-
sumptuous—might lose me my situa-
tlon,

“I 411 not know then that T was qual-
ifled to do anything better In the news-
paper line than to grind on the Gazette
at ground pay. | made myself wretch-
ed at times wishing she would keep
away from the office, so that I might
forget her. But 1 drew a long breath
of rellef the next time she appeared,
and answerea her guestions about this
and that thing journalistie, and lstened
to her blissfully when she told me what
a glorlous profession she thought It and
what an ornament to it she considered

“She sounded me frequently on my
amblitlons, and 1 told her freely what
were my hopes, .

“You are wedded to your work,” she
sald to me one day.

“*1 am,’ 1 replied.

“Then she looked at me with an ex-
pression which I did not understand
and changed the subject, 1 never saw
her outside of the office. 1 was prac-
tically pennlless, and she was accus-
tomed to luxury. 1 was not In soclety.
Our lives had little In common. 1 loved
her. The thing for me to do, as a sensl-
ble person, was to make the best of it
silently, and 1 did so. Did I do right,
Perk 7

“Precisely, Billy. Get along.”

“Well, after a while her engagement
to one of the great men of the city—
name Jones—was announced, and it fell
upon my harrowed soul with much the
gentleness of a thunderclap. 1 felt bad,
Perk, but at the same time 1 felt glad
—glad that I had not made an ass of

' myself,

“l had been sorely tempted, heaven
knows, At the first opportunity—she
had dropped into the office to reload her
camera In the coat closet—I shook
hands with her and told her as clearly
as | could—not knowing what to say—
how delighted I was, and, slr, she turn-
ed squarely about without a word and
left me high and dry, looking every bit,
I doubt not, as foolish as I felt, That
was In January, The wedding was to
occur in June,

“I worked like a cold weather fly and
tried to forget her, 1 succeeded pretty
well., Her visits to the office had ceased
with my well-meant congratulatory
performance, and this made It easler
for me, although my heart beat like
shorthand whenever I heard a female
volee from the private office, and the
sudden swish of skirts caused me to
jump violently, But I did not see her
agaln untll May—three weeks before
the wedding. She had been In Chleago,
1 believe, paylng a farewell visit to a
schoolmate, and Incldentally—"

“Never mind that, Billy,” Interjected
Perkins. *“You don't know what she
was doing incldentally, Come to the
point.”

Widger howed gravely. “All right,
I'erk. 1 thank you. I was alone In the
office one stormy night, fixilng up a
string of airy falsehoods for the next
day, when the telephone bell rang like
forty fires. [ put the recelver to my
ear, held It there for perhaps a minute,
yelled ‘yes’ Into the transmitter, bolted
into my overcoat and turned out the
light.

“l was at G, 8, and X. shopa flve
minutes later, and, swinging onto the
rear platform of the caboose attached
to a wrecking train, In an hour I was
on the scene of the worst rallway
smash-up in the history of Minnesota,

“Ever see a splintered passenger train
at night, Perk—white faces staring at
you by lantern light, groans seeming
to rise out of the earth, steam, smoke,
horror? 1 never realized until that
night what an awful thing darkness is
—darkness to which there s no limit—
that almost suffocates a man and
strikes him blind. Time and again 1
involuntarily passed my hand before
my face to clear a way In the black-
ness for my eyes,

“There was a statlon not far away,
and after getting what Information I
could 1 took my way In that direction
to get off some disptches for the first
editions of the morning papers, stum-
bling along as best I could, yearning
for light, light, light. And, Perk, I—I
—there was light,

“Celestial fire, Billy 7’

“Something like it, I stumbled over
a body finally. I had been dreading it,
and praying that I might be steered
clear of that sort of obstacles. It gave

ont the faintest kind of A moan when
I struck 1t, and I recolled as much as
fifteen feet, 1 think, Then I took a
firm grip on myself and approached It
again, because that seemed to be my
duty.

*“I'he man or woman, whichever It
was, had evidently crawled out of the
wreck and tried to go somewhere, It
had falled wretehedly, It was lylng In
the long, wet grass at quite a little din-
tance from the teack, It might not be
found for hours It 1 passed It by, Nev-
ertheless, 1 hesltated, 1 confess It with
shame,

“rhen [ knelt by Its side and passed
my hands over its cold, raln-washed
face and bedraggled halr. It was a
woman, I put my finger to Its pulse,
It was allve,

“Ihe flutter of the stralning heart
acted ke a strong stimulant upon me.
I lifted the Hmp form Ir my arms and
felt my way onward to the statlon, It
wans o long walk and a hard one, not
unfraught with danger, for thene was
a bridge to be crossed, but 1 reached
the end at last and passed Into the
light of the walting-room, and-—and--
and, Perk, It was she. 1 had been
carrying her In my arms all that dis-
tance,

“I belleve they consldered me Insane
when I 1ald her upon the operator's bed
and looked Into her face. For an In-
stant my strength went from me to the
last ounce and I all but collapsed; then
it enme back In a mighty wave, and I
suppose I dld act llke a maniace,

“She had an old-fashloned locket In
her hand, fastened about her neck by
a ribbon, and she held It to her lips
rigidly, as she had held It when she
was falnting In the long, wet grass,
Perk, 1 cannot tell you how 1 felt.
[-—"

“Don't try, Billy.
story.”

“A traln arrlved shortly with doe-
tors, and one of them pushed me from
her glde by force—he had to use foree—
and eut the ribbon and removed her
hand from her mouth, IHe sald some-
thing about respleation as he did fit,
and looked at the locket curlously.

“‘Open 1t sald he, unclasping her
fingers; “It may ldentify her'

“I opened 1t—1 opened It, Perk, and—
and It contalned my own pleture—a ple-
ture she had taken herself without my
knowledge,

“I put In Into my pocket, No one no-
ticed, for other victims were brought
in then, and the place was In a turmoll.
Then I went out into the raln, and
walked and walked, kissing that bau-
ble over and over agaln, It was day-
light when I saw her agaln, and she was
belng assisted to the train that was to
take her home, She seemed little the
worse for the shock she had suffered.
Her face was very white—that was
all.”

“Didn't youn speak to her?*

“Yen, 1 spoke to her; but Jones was
with her, his arm about her walst, and
her father was close behind her, laden
with wraps, and—and 1 only sald:
‘How-de<do, Miss Smith? and swallow-
ed my heart,

“The Gazette nearly got scooped on
the story of the wreck. They depend-
ed on me to fix It up, and for some rea-
son or other I forgdt it. I resigned my
position the next day, and came down
here to do humor. 1 did not dare to at-
tempt anything else, for fear of golng
into a decline, 1 have been falrly well
contented, but once In a while, Perk,
I get down In the mouth., 1 found this
in one of the papers from up there this
morning.”

He drew a clipping from his pocket
and tossed It upon the desk. Perkins
read It:

“Um-m—"Born, a boy to Mr. and Mrs.
John Jones,” eh? Well, what of It,
Billy? Didn’t you think it possible?”

“Yes, but, Perk”—and there was a
note of genulne sorrow In Widger's
volece—"she—she will forget me entirely
now."

Perkins lald his hand lightly upon
Widger's shoulder for an Instant,

“o to work, Billy,” sald he, softly.
“It 1s better so.”

“Yes,” assented Widger, “it Is better
80."

He breathed deeply and turned again
to his jokes and jingles.—Philadelphia
Press,

Keep to your

Their Remarkahle Record,

It would be well If all famlilles could
point to as creditable a history in point
of freedom from domestic brolls as that
of Deacon Kendrick, of Dashvlille,

The good deacon and his wife were
celebrating thelr fiftleth wedding anni-
versary. A large concourse of rela-
tives and friends had assembled at the
old homestead, a splendid dinner had
been served and eaten, and the speech-
es, without which no annlversary of
this kind Is consldered to be complete,
were In progress,

“In all these fifty years, my friends,”
sald Nelghbor Brown, In the course of
his remarks, “as I have been told a
hundred times and belleve to be true,
our venerable friend and his wife have
never exchanged a cross word, Is It
not so, Deacon?”

“Yes, that's true,” replied the deacon.

“Is It not so, sister?" asked Mr.
Brown, addressing Mrs. Kendrick.

“Yes,” she replied, with a twinkle In
her eye. “Abner may have given me
a cross word now and then, but I've
never answered back.”

Women, when cornered, ery, and thus
gain time In which to think up a new
excuse,




