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W om en

All the world knows ot the wonder* 
ful our«« which have been made by 
Lydia E. Pinkham'« Vegetable Com­
pound, yet eome women do not realise 
that all that la claimed for it le abso­
lutely true.

If all suffering women could be made 
to believe that Mrs. Pinkham can do
all ahe aaye she can, their suffering I __________  „ _
would be at an end, for they would Erectly on the blood end in cow «urtacee ot 
atonoe profit by her adrice .n d  be ^ fL “ * J*'L« bo*d *  *“
eured.

There la no more puzzling thing than 
that women will «offer great pals 
month after month when every woman 
know« of aoqie woman whom Mr«.
Pinkham baa helped, aa the letter« 
from grateful women are constantly 
being published at their own request.

The «ante derangements which make 
painful or Irregular period« with 
dull backaohea and headache», and 
dragging-down sensations, presently 
develop Into those aerions inflamma­
tion« of the feminine organa which 
eompletelv wreck health.

Mr» i’lnkham Invites women to 
write freely and confidentially to her 
about their health and got the benefit 
of her great experience with the suf­
ferings of women. No living person

K

advise vou so well. No remedy In 
the world has the magnifioent record 
of Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- 

sund for absolute cures of female 
Mrs. Plnkham’e address la Lynn,

lfasa.

Throe Lottoro from  Ona 
Woman, Showing how Sha 
Sought M rs . Pinkham's 
AU, and waa ourod ot 
Suppression o f tho Men­
ses and Inflammation of 
tho Ovarian,

“ Dear Mrs. Pinkham—I have been 
In bed a year. Doctors aay I have 
female weakness. I have a bad dis­
charge and much soreness across my 
ovaries, bearing-down pains and have 
not menstruated for a year. Doctors say 
the menses will never appear again, 
■ope to hear from you/'—Mrs. J . F. 
Brown, Holton, Kane., April 1, 1IN .

"D kar Mrs. Pinkham—I received 
your letter. 1 have taken one bottle 
and a half of your Vegetable Com­
pound, and used two packages of your 
Wash, and .'eel stronger and better. 
I  can walk a few steps, hut oould not 
before taking your Compound. I still 
have the discharge aud am sore across 
the ovaries, but not so bad. Every 
•na thinks I look better since taking 
rour Vegetable Compound.”—Mrs. J. F. 
Bbown, Holton, Kans., Aug. 13, 1808.

“ Dkab Mrs. Pinkham—I think it is 
my duty to let you know the good that 
Lydia E. Pinkham's Compound has 
lone me. After I took three bottles, 
menses appeared, and I began to feel 
stronger and all my pain was gone. 
Yours is the only medicine that ever 
helped me. I am able now to work 
around the house, something I did not 
kxpect to do again.”— Mas J. F. Brown, 
Holton, Kaus.,Jan. >5, IBM.
Throe M ore Lottoro from  
One Woman, Relating how  
Sho was Ourod o f Irre g ­
ular M enstruation, Lou- 
uorrhtaa and Baokaohe.

“ Dkab Mrs. Pinkham—I am suffer­
ing and need vour aid. I have pains 
In both sideB of the womb and a drag­
ging sensation in the groin. Men- 
itruatlon irregular and painful; have 
leucorrhoea, bearing-down pains, sore- 
aess and swelling of the abdomen, 
headache, backache; nervousness, and 
tan neither eat nor sleep.”—Mrs. Cab- 
bib Phillips, Anna, 111., July 19, 1897.

“ Dear Mrs. Pinkham—I want to 
thank you for what you have done for 
ne. When I wrote to you I was a 
total wreck. Since taking your Vege­
table Compound, Liver Pills and Sana- 
live Wash, my nerves are stronger 
and more ateady than ever before, and 
my backache and those terrible pains 
are gone. Before I took youi medi- 
eine I weighed less than one hundred 
and thirty pounds. I now weigh one 
bsindred and fifty-five pounds. Your 
medicine is a godsend to poor weak 
women. I would like to ask you why 
I cannot have a child. I have been 
A rried nearly threeyears.”—Mrb.Cab- 
nix Phillips, Anna, 111., Dec. 1, 1897.

“ Dkar Mrs. Pinkham—I did juat as 
you advised me, and now I am the 
happy mother oil a fine baby girl. I 
believe I never would have had her 
without your Vegetable Compound.”— 
Mrs. Carrie Phillips, Anna, 111., Jan. 
87, 1809.
P roof that Falling o f the 
Womb la  Ovorooma by 
Lydia E. Pinkham’8 Vege­
table Compound.

“ Dkar Mbs. Pinkham— When I 
wrote to you some time ago, I had 
been suffering from falling of the 
wemb for many years without obtain­
ing relief. Was obliged to wear a 
bandage all the tim e; also had bad 
headuche and baekaehe, felt tired and 
worn out. After taking six bottles of 
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Com­
pound and four boxes of Liver Pills, 1 
discarded my bandage and have not 
had to wear it since. I am entirely 
eured ’’—Mrs. J. P. Troutman, Box 44, 
Hamilton, Ohio.

‘‘ Dkar Mrh. Pinkham—For nearly 
two years I was unable to work. J 
was very weak and could not stand 01 
nay feet but a few minutes at a tinn 
The doctor« said 1 had falling and in

flamraatlon of the womb. I began to 
oho Lydia K. I’lokham’a Vegetnble 
Compound, and after u«tug Arc bottle«
1 feel like a new woman.”—Mr«. F. 
N. Blake, Continent)«, W. Va.

Expuiltlon Not Abandoned.
The big show for Portland in 1002 

has not been abandoned, even if eome 
merchant« are tituid, and a giguntlu 
exhibition 1« going to be pot cj) if pos­
sible _

H O W ’ S T i l  I I I

\/e offer Ona Hundred Dollar« Reward lor nnr 
tae of Catarrh that can no*, bo cured l>y H a l l ' l l  

Catarrh Caro. _  _  , _ _ ■
ff. J. CHENEY 4  CO., Prop«., Toledo, 0. 

We tho undcrilxncd, have known r . J. Cheney 
r the vast I f  «ear«, and talleve him pcrtectly 

„onorabl In nil Innin »« transaction : and fin­
ancial*'’ able to carry out any obllgrtiona nude 
by tueir Arm.

Wxrr 4  Tauex,
Wholesale Druerrlata, Toledo, " 
WeiAiMu, K iknan  4  Me"Via, 

V»nole«ale Drug lata, Toledo. O. 
n a ll’eCatarrh Cure l i t  ken n- rnally.acilni.

drug: 1st«. Testlmonl 1« free.
Hall s Family Pl.l r rh leek 

A Brute.
Mre. Younghub—John, won’t yon 

walk with the baby (or a while?
Younghub—No.
•‘Halt of him 1« youre."
"Well, let iny half holler.”—Syra­

cuse Herald.

I t  1« well to remember that 
t iA K V la l .D  T K A  cleanses the
system, purifies the blood, 
regulates the liver and kidney«, 
end cures chronic constipation.

New Stories ot Horace Greeley.
Noah Brooks, who knew Horace Gree­

ley well and served on the «taff ot the 
New York Tribune, has wiitteu some 
fresh reminiscences ot the tamons ed­
itor lor the Youth's Companion.

Responsible msle and female help free to em­
ployers. Acme Bureau, Box 30«, Portland, Or.

Largest Sunday School.
The history and methods of the larg­

est Sunday school In the world, which 
is at Stockport, England, are described 
by the famous editor and reformer, W. 
T. Stead, in an article written for the 
Youth's Companion,

Till« signature is on every box of the genuine
Laxative Bromo-Quinine Tablet«

the remedy that e n r e s  n «■«»»<• Iss os»e stay 

Big Tunnel on Union Pacific.
The big railroad tunnel being built 

by the Union Pacific at Aspan, Wyo­
ming, will be finished next October. 
The dimensions are, length 5,900 feet, 
26 H feet high aud 21. leet 9 inches 
wide, lined with Oregon fir and ven­
tilated with 20-inch blow pipes.

ABSOLUTE
SECURITY.
Genuine

Carter'sLittle Liver Pills.
Must Bear Signatura of

flee Pac-SImile W rapper Below.

FOR HEADACHE.
FDR DIZZINESS.
FOR BILIOUSNESS.
FOR TQRHD LIVEN. 
FOR CONSTIPATION. 
FOR SALLOW SKIN. 

_FO R  THE COMPLEXION 
I Purely ▼eyeta»le.z <3a«~>g:5 ~ * I  

cure  sick  He a d a c h e .

PATENTS W IT H O U T  FK K  
unless snceessfu l
^end  description 

i s  -  -  -  — -  —  and get free opinion 
' M IL O . 1». NTKVBNR 4  CO.. Estab. 18M. 

Dlv. 4,1117—ltth  Street, W A S H IN G T O N  1» «!. 
Branch offices: Chicago, Cleveland snd Detroit

JOHN POOLE. P o r tla n d , Oregon , 
can give you the best bargains in  general 
m achinery, engines, boilers, tanks, pumps, 
plows, belts and w indm ills . The new  
steel I X L  w in d m ill, sold by h im , is tin ­
ea uailed.

D o rr Stop T obacco Su d d en ly
I t  injures nervous system to do so. BACO - 
CURO  is the only cure that re a lly  cures 
snd notifies yon when to stop. Sold with a 
guarantee that three boxes w lllcnre any case. 
DAPfl Plion is vegetable and harmless. I t  has OfibJPuUBU cured thousands, It willetireyon. 
At all dr
8 taxes .
Ch k m ic . l Co., La Crosse, Wls.

I P  CLAIMANTS FOR 
IL  Wrl’« to NA’ HAN
IT  BICKFORD. Wsthlnglnn. D C . they will re- 
I l  celvequick replies. R. 5th N. H. vols. Staff 
20th Corps. Prosecuting claims since 1878.

“ ’¡ “ ¡¡¡Ji" cured thousands, It will cureyou. 
all druggists or by mall prepaid, *1 a tax ; 
toxes 92.80. Booklet free. Write Kurkka 

>sse, W it.

P E N S IO N
rolen. 0 C . they w ill re-

J HOW  BESS AND BRANDY f
I SA VED THE FRUIT. {

HT seems most an big aa a real 
river,” said Bess, who was sitting 
on top of the heaped-up earth be­

side the big, new Irrigating ditch, hug­
ging her knees tailor fashion. “It the 
water only didn’t roll so awful fast we 
could most ride a canoe in It, eh, 
Teddy F’

Teddy was not at al, handsome. Ills 
hair was red and his nose turned up, 
anil he was much freckled. But there 
wan a great deal of sympathy In his 
greenish eye« as be looked up at his 
sister.

“You do miss Canada and the lake 
and Ixaiting aud everything, don’t ye, 
Bess?” he said. “I was such a little 
feller when the folks came west, an’ 
I can't remember much about It. But, 
gee! it must uv been Jolly fun swlm- 
mln’ in a reel big lake. An’ pa said he 
would take us all back when the fruit 
tree« bore.”

“Yes.” said Bess, staring thoughtful­
ly at the yellow*, rolling water. “But It 
seems an awful long time to wait, 
somehow. I-ast year It was frost, and 
year before worms, and year before 
that the blight, and It does seem as 
tho’ pa would lose most everything he 
had before the ranch paid. And to 
think one good hearing would make us 
rich! Rich. Ted! Just think!”

Teddy crawled up to the top of the 
bank of earth and looked far down the 
valley. He saw long rows of trees.

BHK POUND A SM ALL “ C A V K -IN .

hardly twice aa tail as himself, and he 
was only a 10-year-old boy. But the 
•lender little branches of the trees were 
covered thickly with little green 
bunches, and these bunches meant 
thousands of bushels of luscious fruit.

Bess could remember when she first 
saw the trees. They were then only 
long lines of little bare sticks In the 
sandy and dry-looking earth, and she 
could remember how her mother broke 
down an<J cried because she was home­
sick for W.e big shady trees and green 
grass and bushes at “home.”

Idaho did not seem like home. They 
Uved there six years, and the sixth year 
was the “bearing year” for Western 
fruit ranches. But, as Bess said, the 
frost aud the worms and the blight had 
kept the fruit back, and three years 
longer they had waited. And the 
father had grown to look old and anx­
ious and the little mother more and 
more wistful. And they now watched 
the green promise of fruit with anxious 
eyes. Would Anything happen this 
year? Or would the rich promise at 
last not disappoint them?

“The new ditch helped mightily this 
year,” said Bess. “The trees never bore 
bo heavily. And all the fruit Is perfect 

! —the prunes and peaches aud cherries 
! and everything. Ob, Teddy, I believe 
. we will really see Canada next year I”

She sprung to her feet and threw her 
arms around the neck of a little bron­
cho that had been nosing at the back 
of her head wlule she talked to Teddy. 
She kissed the horse’s shaggy head and 
hugged him lovingly. Then she put 
her foot in the stirrup and swung her­
self lightly Into the saddle.

“Home, Teddy 1” she cried. “Catch 
Soda!”

Soda, another sturdy little broncho, 
capered gleefully around her mate, 
Brandy, a few moments, then permit­
ted Teddy to mount, and soon the live­
ly little hoofs were beating a quick rat- 
tat-tat down the white alkali path to­
ward the ranch home, far down the 
▼alley. The sun was bright and the 
sky cloudless, as it had been for all the 
long summer months. The clouds 
would sail towards the mountain tops, 
but there they would stop and dissolve 
over the peaks, where the snow gleam­
ed white almost till fall. And no rain 
fell in the valley. The alkali dust lay 
thick in the alfalfa, the rich grass that 
grew so strangely green out of the 
hard, dry earth, and the dust lay thick

In the tree« and on the prickly cacti and 
gray sagebrush that grew on the lonely 
foothills.

“Father will Irrigate to-morrow, I 
reckon," said Bess, as the bronchos 
loped along side by side. “The ground 
is awfully dry and cracking badly.”

“I duuno—it’s gettin’ perty late,” re­
plied ’Teddy. “I beard pa talkin’ to the 
foreman, and they wuz sayin’ that 
there wuz signs of frost. The fruit is 
ripenin' bully, but there may come a 
nipper, an’ ef they irrigated It—well, it 
would mean another year, that’s alL’

Bess looked soberly at the baked- 
looklng earth. It looked so thirsty, and 
the great ditch rolling along be«lde 
them seemed anxious to turn its rich 
torrent into the little ditches that ran 
like veins up and down between the 
trees.

“Well, I suppose It would be risky,” 
she said. “But, my! the trees do want 
a drink!”

Supper was waiting for them, and 
their father called gayly to them as 
they galloped up to the door.

“I met Jessie Wright at the store 
doing some trading for her mother, and 
she wants you to go down the valley 
to-morrow and spend the day with 
her,” he said, as they sat down to sup­
per.

“Oh, may I go, mother?” cried Bess. 
They were great friends—“Jess and 
Bess,” as they were called by the ranch 
and village people—and the fruit farm 
wound down the valley very close to 
the sheep ranch of Jessie's father.

“Why, yes, you may,” said Mrs. Har­
ris, Bessie's mother. “Did Jessie want 
her to stay all night, John?”

“Of dourse— as usual,” replied Mr. 
Harris.

••But I guess you can spare her that 
long, eh, mother?”

“No, 1 need you, dearie. But you can 
have a long day together and come 
home in the evening,” said Mrs. Harris.

So next morning Bess shouted a gay 
good-by as Brandy danced around the 
mounting block, and she whirled the 
long thongs of her quirt merrily around 
his flank, which Brandy promptly re­
sented by bringing his four little hoofs 
together, rising in the air and coming 
down on his sturdy little legs with a 
jar that nearly sent Bess out of the 
saddle.

“Oh, you’ll buck, will you?” she cried, 
while the rest cheered Brandy. “Walt 
till you want some sugar.”

Brandy repented and stretched him­
self Into a swinging, rocking-chair lope 
that carried him swiftly down the 
trail. The air waa sharp and clear and 
tingled through Bessie’s veins, while 
the cold turned her cheeks rosy.

“Frost to-night. Brandy,” chc cried 
to the broncho, whose ears twitched 
back at the sound of her voice. And 
the frost came.

The girls had a long, merry day, and 
as the moon rose in a clear purple sky 
Bess turned Brandy’s willing nose 
homeward. She turned up the collar 
of her heavy little coat and pulled on 
her buckskin gloves, for the cold was 
already growing sharp. And, calling 
cheerily to Brandy, she flew along the 
trail toward home. It was cold and 
clear and still, and she rode along a 
little sleepily, while Brandy’s hoofs 
made the only sound that broke the 
stillness. But soon another sound star­
tled her Into wakefulness. She had 
reached the water gate on the big 
ditch, and through the stillness came a 
low tinkling and gurgling that sounded 
like fairy music. But the fairy music 
sent all the color out of the girl’s 
cheeks, and with a frightened cry to 
Brandy she slipped out of the, saddle 
and ran to the ditch.

Brandy meandered along after her 
with lazy curiosity and found her 
kneeling beside the gate with her arms 
plunged down into the cold water. And 
when she stood up her pretty bright 
face had grown still whiter. For ahe 
had found a small “cave-in” near the 
gate, and the water was trickling 
through In a steady little stream that 
was steadily and quickly growing 
larger as the earth broke and crumbled 
and gave wny around It. In a very 
short time that cave-in would send a 
volume of water rushing and leaping 
along all the ditches through the ranch, 
and by morning—what?

“Oh, the fruit, the fruit, Brandy!" 
Bess sobbed, wildly. “It will be killed 
and mother’8 heart will break!”

She wrung her hands as she looked 
down the long road gleaming white and 
lonely In the moonlight. .Too late for 
that. Before she could go a toile to-

waid help the ranch would bo flooded
and the ruin complete. Again site 
plunged her arm Into the water. If site 
could only stop up that bote! She 
looked on all side« belpleualy, and 
Brandy moved closer with a sympa­
thetic and inquiring whinny. She 
looked at him despairingly, then sud­
denly sprung forward, in a moment 
she was tearing wildly at buckles and 
straps, and then, to Brandy’s profound 
surprise, she dragged the heavy pig­
skin saddle from his back and rushed 
with It to the ditch. There she went 
down on her knees and plunged the 
saddle beneath the water. She fumbled 
with It a minute or so, then listened 
breathlessly.

The water gurgled and tinkled un­
certainly, then slowly, very slowly, it 
grew fainter. And soon there was only 
a faint whisper and drip from one or 
two tiny waterfalls that slipped and 
slid down the bank. The weight of the 
water had sucked the saddle closely 
against the earth and the bole was 
stopped.

So much. But the night was cold — 
her arms already ached and pained 
cruelly, and she did not dare leave the 
saddle lest it slip. Would they search 
for her? Or would they think she had 
stayed all night with Je«s? If she could 
only get word borne.

Again she looked at Brandy. Then 
she called him to her, slipped the loop 
of her quirt from the pommel of the 
saddle, aud, raising her arm out of the 
water, she turned Brandy toward home 
and then brought down the lashes with 
stinging force on his flank.

“Home, Brandy!” she called. And 
Brandy, outraged and Indignant, kick­
ed up hla heels, bucked three times, 
then tore down the trail toward home, 
resolved to tell Soda that bis young 
mistress had gone crazy.

Fainter and fainter sounded the 
hoof-beats along the trail. And soon 
she could hear them no longer. Her 
arms ached cruelly, and sharp pains 
began to shoot through her body from 
the cold. Now and then she would take 
her arms out of the water and swing 
them and beat her hands together till 
they stung; but only for a moment, 
then the saddle had to be' held in place.

The time seemed horribly long, but 
at last far down the trail there sounded 
alow, thudding noise that quickly grew 
louder, and she sprung to her feet with 
a gasping little cheer as four horses 
galloped madly to the ditch gate, and 
all in a minute four men bad dragged 
her up from the water, torn off her wet 
jacket and asked twenty questions. 
Brandy had reached home riderless and 
was now galloping back with Teddy, 
white and frightened, clinging to bis 
bare back.

The fruit was saved, thanks to Bess 
and Brandy. The frost did very little 
damage that night, and at last the 
yield was rich and plentiful. And the 
following summer, In far-off Canada, 
Teddy and Bess splashed in the waves 
to their hearts’ content, while "mother” 
looked on happily and Mr. Harris told 
old friends all about fruit ranching 
“out West.”

“It was a close call," he would say, 
“but Bess aud Brandy saved the fruit. 
If the ditch had burst through that 
night and flooded the roots it would 
have meant rdln.”

And Bess, fully recovered from the 
heavy cold that followed her little ad­
venture, was surprised to find herself 
a heroine.—Chicago Record.

Can Yon Imitate It?
“It is Impossible to exactly imitate 

the voice of an animal.” said Binns, 
learnedly. “Some people reckon that 
they are very clever imitations of that 
kind, but any one who knows cau see 
that they are all out.”

“Who told you that you were a 
Judge?” asked Slnts.

Then Binns got cross and offered to 
bet him half a sovereign that he could 
not execute even a plausible Imitation 
of any animal.

“Any member of the animal king­
dom?” queried Sims.

“Yes,” answered Binns; adding, “I 
was going to say ‘except a donkey,’ but 
I remembered that you did that quite 
naturally.”

“Done for ten shillings!” exclaimed 
Sims.

He went to the middle of the room, 
and the others awaited the result. Sims 
stood perfectly quiet for a minute, then 
returned to his seat and asked for the 
ten shillings.

"What do you call that? That’s no 
imitation.” cried Binns.

“Excuse me.” observed Sims, polite­
ly. “That was a fish!”

And the others Insisted upon Binns 
parting with the money.

Why Buttons Are on Sleeves.
Frederick the Great liked to see his 

soldiers smartly dressed. Many of the 
men were In the habit of wiping the 
perspiration from their face« with their 
coat sleeves, which soiled the sleeves 
and gave the coat an untidy appear­
ance. To put a stop to this practice 
Frederick ordered a row of buttons 
placed on the upper side of each sleeve. 
In this manner the habit was broken 
«P- ________

It Isn’t necessary for the average man 
to do something desperate to attract at­
tention; all he need do is to go to 
church.


