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CHAPTER IIL

Madeline Geaham faded at once and
forever out of my boyish exlstence. -
neither saw nor heard from her directly:
but some months after her arvival in her
distant home, there arrived a wonderful
parcel, full of dried fruits, nuts and
other forelgn edibles, addressed, In the
hand 1 knew, to “Master Huogh Trelnw-
ney,” ut Munster's. My schoolmates
fnoghed wildly on its arcival, 1 distrib-
uted the moee perishable fruits among
them, reserving a very little for mysell
—for 1 had no heart to eat. 1 stored
up many of the nuts in my trunk, till
they were quite moldy and rotten. When
1 was obliged to throw them away, I
poamied to cast away at the same moment
all my hope of seeing my dear little love
again,

I remained at Munster's until 1 was
fourteen. In all these years I never for
got Madeline, never ceased to mention
Ler name every night when I prayed by
my bedside, never relinquished the
thonght of some day sailing across the
ocean, and looking on the dear bright
face again. 1 found myself reading im-
aginative books and writing verses—of
which early compositions, be certain,
Madeline was the chief and never-weary-
ing theme.

I had taken tolerable advantage of
Munster's tuition, and was sufficiently
well grounded in the details of an ordl-
nory English education. I had, more
over, a smattering of Latin, which, in
my after struggle for subsistence, turn-
ed out very useful. 1 should have pro-
gressed still further under the care of
my schoolmaster, but at this period one
morning 1 receiyed thoe startling intelli-
gence that my father was dead, and
that 1 was left alone in all the world.

Mrs, Munster came into my bedroom
and handed me a packet with a crepe
band on the left arm; she also pointed
to a cap which she had brought lo with
ber, and said:

“You must wear thls one now, Hugh,"

1 ventured to inquire whether 1 was
to see my poor father in his coffin or to
follow him to the grave. The tears came
into the woman's eyes, and she ook my
hand.

“You will never see him sgain,” she
gaid; “never. He died in America, and
was buried before we received the news.
But you are a brave boy,” she added,
“and must not grieve.”

“Mrs. Munster,” 1 =ald, piteously,
“what is to become of me?”’

“I don't know, my dear,” she replied;
“your poor father has not left you a six-
pencs, Hugh," she added, sudden-
Iy, “have yon any relations?”’

“No,” I replied, “not one.”

“No uncles, or auants, or cousins? per-
sisted Mrs. Munster; when suddenly I
exelaimed:

“Yes, Mrs. Munster; now I remember,
T've got an sunt. At least 1 had an
sunt; but ahe may be dead, like {ather."

“Let us bope not,”” said Mrs. Munster.
“Well, my dear, tell me where sho s
to be found.™

“I've heard father speak sbout her.
Bhe was my mother’s siater, and her
name i Martha Pendragon and she lives
at 8t. Gurlott’s, Cornwall.”

Mra. Munster wrote it down,

“*Mrs. Martha Pendragon, 8t. Gur
lott's, Cornwall' Tt looks promising, as
1 dare say St. Gurlott’s is a very small
place. Mnke yoursell as contented as
yon can for a few days, my dear. 1
will write to the lady and ask her what
she menns to do.”

1 could do nothing elsa but wait, and
1 sccordingly did so. At the end of four
days I saw Mrs. Munster receive n let-
ter, open it, read it and glance strangely
at me.

“It is from your nunt, my dear,” ahe
sald, “from your Aunt Martha"

[ wanted to hear more, but Mrs, Muan-
ster again turned her attention to the
jetter. Presently her husband came Into
the room, and she handed him the letter,
1 saw him wtart at sight of it, read it
twice, and then glance, ns I thought,
half pityingly at me.

“] supposs it's all right” he said,
turning to his wife; “the boy must go."

“Well,” she said to me, “1 suppose
your Aunt Martha ls better than nobody,
my dear—she seems a good-natured sort
of person, and Is quite willing to give
you a home; but It seams n pity to take
you from school befors your edueation
s complete, and if we ecould find anoth-
er relation who would Jet you stay here
tt would be muech better for you. Bhe
has fixed Thursday as the day on which
you are to go to her; therefore, my dear
child, I see no belp for It; you must

leave us!™

Thus It was settled. On the Thursdny
maorning, I, accompanied by my small
stock of luggage, started on my travels,
and saw the last of Munster's,

CHAPTER IV,

I journeyed by a small stenmer an far
as Falmouth, and thence by road to 8t
Gurlott's-on-Ben, I wan condueted to
the boat by Mrs, Munster. On arriving
nt Falmouth T was met on board by a
rongh-looking person, who Ilnformed me
that he bad been deputed by “Mlissos
Pendragon” to convey me and my be-
longiogs to BL Gurlott's.

What manner of man he was T eould
senrcely tell, beyond realizing the fact
that he waa of tremendous helght, that
he wore n white beaver hat, and that
bis figure wan wrapped In sn encrmous
frieze coat, He gave n glance at me,
and then sald nl a peculinr plpy volee:

“Come, Ind, gle's the tip about your
boxes, and we'll move on; the mare's got
a journey afore 'un, and we'm best nawt
be latel”

I moved aft, and pointed out to him
my lttle trunk, He looked at It In much
the same way as a glant might look
at n pebble, put It quistly under his arm,
and moved off agaln, loviting me to fol-
low. We cromsed e gangway, and came
on to the quay, The wagon was roofed
with bisck tarpaulin, and on the side
was palnted, In large white letters, “John
Rudd, Carrier, St Gurlott's,

On coming ap to the vehlele, my con
ductor pavssd and disposed of my trunk,
then, torning to me with a “Come, yonng
manter, Jump In" he gave me a lift
which summarily placed me insdde and
on the top of my box; then, before I
had time to recover myself, 1 felt that
the wagon was Jolting aloeng,

Wea soon left Falmouth behind us, and
were moving cumbrously along the high
road, - Looking to the right and to the
left 1 could see nothing but undulating
swoeps of land, bleak und barren, with
the stony highway siretching before us,
We were traveling westwurd, evidently,
and, as far as prospact went, we might
be golng forward iuto the Desort. There
was not A cart or horse or human being
to bo seen anywhere

It was past midday, and the sun was
as hot as it had been any day that sum-
mer. As I felt it scorching my face and
head, 1 looked at my companion, and
marveled agaln. His huge unlster coat
was buttoned up to his chin, and his
great round face was shaded by his
broad felt hat, He was by no means a
bad-looking man, and he was still young
—only five-and-thirty, or thereabouts.
His skin was tanned and weather beaten,
and his eyes were fixed upon the mare
with his habitual dreamy stare. 8Sud-
denly he tummed his glance slowly upon
me, and said:

“] reckon yon koaw a deal? I won-
der naw, whether you ean write?"

I snswered with some doecision that 1
certainly coul, at which I thought his
face fell

“Poetry, naw " he Inquired.
like?"

1 replied that though I was able to
write a caplital hand, 1 had only once
or twice aspired to original composition;
at which he chuckled delightedly, then,
fixing his eyes with a fascinating glare
upon my face, he repeated In a high,
shrill volee the following lines:

“Wharses

“To Missus Pendragon, who's always so
pleasant,

John Rudd, of 8t
little present.

May her life be as sweet as best sugar
can be,

And the only hot water be mixed wi’
her teal”

Jurlott, brings this

“What do you think o' that?”’ he asked
anxionaly.

“Very good,” 1 replied.
you read it? In a hook¥’

“I didn't read ‘un, master, I wrote
‘on,” he replied. “Leastways, 1 should
bha' wrote "un If 1 could write. Naw,
you'm a smart chap, prlaps you could
take them lines dawn?"

“Of eourse I could,” I replied. Where-
upon I produced a penell from my walst-
coat pocket, and, asking Mr. Rudd to
repeat the verse again, I transcribed It
on the back of an old letter.

“Do you make mueh poetry 7’ I nsked.

“A goodish bit,” he replied, “least-
ways, I should if I'd allus & smart "un
like you at hand to take "un down. "Tis
a gift. It all began when [ were a lad,
a-driving np and dawn Falmouth way wi'
father. Then I used to hear the old

“Where did

wagon go ‘tum to tum' alawng the road,
and the warses they came and kept time.
To think o' the thousands of bootiful
pomes I ha' made; they'd make a wal
hum: and ['ve got 'em all here In my
hend, thick as hees in a beehive, all a-
bursing together, one atop n' t'other.”
“Do you live at Bt. Guorlott's, Mr.
Rudd

“Iss, young master; I drives this here
van three times a week to Falmouth and
back."

The warm dny was succesded by a
cold evening, and with the darkuess had
ecome rain, 1 was glad to follow John
Rudd's example, to wrap myself well up
in my overcoat. We jolted on, covering
what wmeemed to me an Interminable
space. The darkness raplily increased,
the rain continued to fall, and, worn out
with fatigue, I fell into a fitful doze,

1 was dimly consclous of the wagon
rolling on, of occaslonal disjointed re-
marks, vhythmical In character, when
Johm Rudd's volee aroused me.

“Wawk up, young master,” aald he;
“wo'm gettin' pratty nigh your place.”

1 roused myself and looked mbout me,
but there was nothing to be seen. Dark-
ness encompassed us on every hand; the
wind was sighing softly, making & sound
\ike the distant murmur of the sea. Pres-
ently the wagon stopped, The carrier
jumped down; then he gave n peculiar
whistle as he went round to the back of
the wagon to hanl out my trumk. The
darkness was suddenly penetrated by n
light, which seemed quite elosa to us, and
a man's volee ealled out In a broad coun-
try dialeet:

“Be that you, John Rodd

“Iss, mate,” returned Ruodd, “You
ketch hold o' the young gentleman. 1
bha' gawt the bawx."”

“Be this the nd¥" nsked the volee, as
1 felt a heavy hand lald npon my ahoul-
der. “Whaal, my lad, you be welcome
to Bt. Gurlott’s."

The bhand kept hold of my shoulder
and led me along. The next thing I be
eame consclous of wan standing upon the
threshold of an open door, and of the
volee of my gulde saying heartily:

“Yar he be, Martha!"

I found myself standing in the middle
of a quaint Cornigh kitchen. The indi-
vidual who had led me was n tall, broad
Iy bullt man, dressed In a red-stained
sult of eoarse flannel, His hands were
big and brond and very red, his head waa
thickly covered with coarse black hair,
and he spoke the broadest of Cornish
dialect In a volee of thunder. Having
finished my Inspection of number otie, 1
glaneed at number two—namely, my
aunt. Bhe wos o comely looking 'wom-
an of forty, very stout and motherly in
appearance. She wore a cotton dress, u
Isrgo conrss apron, and o eurious cap.

My amazement st the sight of these
two individuals was so wtrong that 1
could scarcely force my lips to utter a
word; but if my surprise was great,
thelrs seomed greater, After the first
glance nt me, they looked uneaslly at one
another, the genial smiles faded from
thelr faces, and the words of welcome
died upon their lpx

A pleasant Interruption to all this was
John Rudd, who st this moment eame
In with my trunk upon his shoulder and
placed It down on the kitehon floor, Then
he made a dive into the voluminous folds
of his cont and produeced n packet,

“That he for you, missus” said he;
“g fittle present, wi' n woltable inserip:
tion o' my awh making.'

“Thank you Mre Rudd,"” returned my
aunt, iaking the packet. “You'm very

kind."

| e,

'my ancle, heartily; while another
| one which 1 then heard for the fiest

*Nead the warson, missus; read the

warses!” sald Mr. Rudd, whereupon she |

| proceeded to do wo

It was a proud moment for John
Rudd; he seemed to expand with pleas-
And though to all intents and pur
poses he was gazing upon Mm Pea.
| dragun, be tolled one eye ronnd my way,
an if to wateh the offect upon me, When
the reading was done, he smiled alably,
while my uvele brought down his oped
hand heavily upon his koee

“Waal done, John, waal done!™
voice
thme,
sald:

“Oh, Mr. Rudd, what beautiful poetry
you do write!"

At the sound of the volee, all eyes,
mine among the rest, were tugned upon
the speaker, whom I discovered to be a
little girl somewhat about my own age.
so protty and so quaintly dressed, she
looked like a little Dresden china shop-
herdesa.

“Wha, Annie!™ sald my aunt,

“1 declare 1'd forgot all about ‘eel”

my uncle ndded. *“Come yar, my lnss,
and say how do ye do to yer cousinl™

At this, the little girl eame forward,
and, gazing enrnestly at me, timidly of-
fered me her haod.

Suddenly, John Rudd, who bhad been
fumbling about his cont agaln, produced
another packet, which he this time, hand-
ed to my cousin, She opened I, and
found it contained n brightly eolored
shawl and n sheet of foolseap, on which
some lines were penned. Knowing Mr,
Rudd's weakness, Annle proceeded to
rend the lines:

“To Annle Pendragon, who charms all
beholders,

John Rudd, of St. Gurlott's, sends this
for her shoulders;

That she'll always be happy, In sunshine
and in flood,

"Tis the wish of her friend and admirer,
J, Rudd.”

Having read the verses, Annle fell to
volubly admiring them and the shawl;
but Mr. Rudd, feoling the praise too
mueh for him, gleefully took his depart-
ure., He paosed at the door, however,
to give me a last look, and to express a
wish that we should becomo better ac-
gquainted.

The moment he was gone, attention
was agaln concentrated upon me. My
aunt took n good- look at me, trying to
find traces of my mother and father In
my face, My uncle discoversd 1 was
both wet and cold; while Annie sald:

“Why don't you give him his supper,
mother? I'm sure he must be hungry
nfter.that long ride wi' Mr. Rudd."

Annie's suggestion was adopted, and
we all sat down to supper. While 1
ate, T had leisure to look about me., The
kitchien was large and homely in the ex-
treme, with a clean stons-paved floor be-
neath the great black rafters above, from
which hung Hitehes of bacon, bundles of
tallow candles, and divers articles of at-
tire. The ingle was great and broad,
with seats within it, formed of polished
black oak, and the fire burned on the
open hearth. In one corner was a recess,
with curtains, containing a bed, which
I afterward discovered was to be mine
for the night.

Very little was sald or done that even-
ing. 1f 1 was astonished at the sight of
my relatives, they were equally so at the
slght of me. A sort of constraint came
apon us all, I was not sorry to find that
they were very early people, and that at
ten o'clock they retired, and left me to

make myself as comfortahle as 1 could
in the press-bed In the kitchen,
(To be continved.)
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With the freedom of youth the girle
were dlscussing thelr elders, It was
not gosslp, exactly, for the Sunshine
Qlub was preparing to give an enter
tainment, and found It needfal to
welgh the accomplishments of friends
m order to declde who shounld be asked
to ald. But the comments were frank,
it friemdly, and Aunt Eleanor, at work
in the pantry, found oceaslon to smile
sometimes as the gay volces rattled ol

“Mrs., Marston to play our mnecom-
panlments, Mrs. White to sing, and
Mrs. Lee to read,” finally summed up
one of the girls, A comparative stran-
ger In the town, “How nbout that
charming Mrs. Webbh? She's so sweet
I'm pure she’d do anything we asked
her, What can she do?”

There was a moment of sllenee,
Then, “I don't believe she any
what you may call publle gifts™ one
of the girls answered. “Sho's & henven-
born creature, as you say, but she lsn't
fi bit conspleuous outside her family,
and we think of her Just a8 o perfect
housekeeper—only a housekecper.”

Only a housekeeper—as |f houkekeen.
Ing were ns simple n task os digging
n ditel!  Aunt Eleanor's smile
tinged with hitterness now, ns
thought of the things n perfect house
kevper had to be and do,

Caterer, cook, lnundress, dressmnn ker,
nurse, chambermaid, teacher, milliner,
waltress—these were only o few of the
trades that the housekeeper wos ox
pm‘1u| to master, pursue or tHrect—and
ghe mnst pursue them all at once, Bhi
might have a faculty for nursing or o
taste for millinery, yet she must not
gratify either at the expense of the
vooking and scrubbing. She most plan
Inrgely to have n wellopdered home,
yet if she hnd not a genlos for detalls,

has

wins

i

too, everything wonld soomn go awry

Only a housckeeper—only a Napols
eon, enrrying in one small bead et
countless ““things to be attendsd 10" In
order that her house may be neat, her
ehlldren tidy, her husband comfort.
ahle, and the bille kept down! Credit
for successful genoralshiip & all too sels
dom accorded her, Yot such qualities
ns she dlsplays would win her distines
tion In any publie feld,

“These girls will learn better by and
by. But the men, these men who tnke
thelr comforts as n matter of conrae,
nnd never glve thelr wives & word of
pralse! OL.'" sighed Aunt Eleanor, it
sieh men could be condemned (o keep
house for a mouth or two, how the pros
fexglon of housckeoper would advance
In esteem!"—Youth's Companion,

eried |

| A Medical Qlay~—The lntest Improb.
able discovery In medieal mineralogy
is a clay containing n small per cent
|ot the sllleate of aluminum which i
sald to have curative properties. It
Is claimed that no mineral known to
sclentists (8 purer than this, It Is nine
times finer than the finest starch. The
Pllnmwmr claims he can drink four
gallons of water without any discom-
fort after using the new materinl as a
medicine and that his welght has in-
creased as welk as his strength, He
claims he ean cure with this clay any
| case of typhold fever or diseases of
( that kind within an hour, but of course
all these things have to be taken with
the grain of traditional salt.

Log-Ache In Children.—These palns,
80 common In children, are probably of
neuralgle nature and are assoclated
with a digproportion between the
| amount of waste matter formed and
| that exuded. A few heavy meals, or
even one such eaten durlng dry, cold
wenther when the ¢hild s netive nnhd
| drinks freely, will have no bad effeet.
| The sama quantity of food, howwever,
taken during damp weathér, when
|elllmination is less active, may glve
| rise to these growing palns, The cnuse
then In a word Is unellminated waste
and the treatment giving best condl-
tions for preventlon and rellef ls care
of the diet, free exercise and water
drinking and more than all else care
|of the excretions by baths, swent
baths, enemas and s0 on.

ON THE S8TREET IN JAPAN.

Bome of the Experlences of the For-
elgner in Mikado's Land,

When one's work I8 done there is
left the mild excltement of walking up
the great allmentary canal of Nikko,
says a writer In The World To-«dny.
l All that s done In Nikko may be seen,
| On the veranda of a house madam 18
having her bath, her head sticking up
above the stenming water. The young:
sters in thelr original sults are halling
you, “Binko san, ohiyol!” *“Mr. Stran.
gor, good-day.” An array of great
glit lotus flowers and leaves on long
stems shows that a member of the
family Is dead. In the front room, un-
protected from the street, one sees the
square kagollke box In which, with
knees against the breast, the last jour-
ney Is taken. A bovy of gayly dressed
gelsha girls, with attendants earrying
kotos and samisens, are bound for
some dinner or entertalnment, thelr
hair black and shiny and Olled with
bright ornaments, thelr faces nnd
necks white with rlee powder and
their lower lips bright with searlet
paste, They are chattering In the
ghelll, penetrating volees which are
pecullar to them.

The merchant steps from his shop
to tell you he has some new knke-
mona or earving to show, antigues
from 800 years old to those so recent
that the lacquer Is hardly dry. “Btep
In, slr,” cries n young man waving his
hand In the alr as be paints with an
Imaginary brush an imagionry picture,
“and see how Japanese arilat uses his
brush.,” He banus you his curd and
you are pleased to rend the motto of
hig house 18 “"Earnest la the best pol
ley.” “I was walting for yon," says
a pretty girl, amiling, Wil you please
come In my shop? I have brack rack-
er and red racker trays, Yes,

very

pretty.” She spends all ber time In
front of her shop between the two
bridges, If she sees one eross elther

bLridge she is already walting whon
he has crogsed. No one escnpes,

Bynonym for Tail

A pedigree undoubtedly ndds to the
value of an animal, but all pedigrees
are not s0 much In evidence an the
one bhereln deseribed. When little Ma-
jory heard that the Maddens had an
Angora eut “with a splendld pedigree,™
the child was naturally desirous of be-
holding a quadruped with such an un
usunal attachment; she had known and
loved many kittens, but
blessed with a pedigree
curfoslty was satisfled,
favored anlmal in the
turned home In a
cltement.

“Oh, Mother!"” she erled. “You
should see the Madden's eat! It has
n pure white pedigree that measures
slx Inches around and looks exnotly
| 1ike the ostrich plume on your Bunday
hat!"

naver one
AL last her
the saw Lo
feal, and re
great state of ex-

Wheat In Algeria,
Practioally all the wheat grown in
Algerin Is hard wheat. Whe total prod
uet In 1002 was 20,000 metrie tons,
Of the annual erop all but a  very
smnll portion Is consumed In Algeria,

| The pative population nss only the Al-

gerian whont, which Is made Into
bread, semoules and eouscous. The
| lntter s a dish highly esteamed by the
Arabs, and very extenulvely used, The
| flour nsed for breadmaking and other
cooking purposes by the FEuropean
poptilation is imported,

Usnal Method of Calonlation.

“How old would you say she wan?*
“Well, let's mee: When we were in
high school together she used to anub
me beoauns I was a kid. Now, I'm 87,
and, um—uo—um, well, 1 should say

and Oountry,

CASTORIA

The Kind You Have Always Bought has borne the si
tare of Chas, H. Fleteher, and has been made under his
mmmsl supervision for over 30 years. Allow no onoe
decelve you in this, Counterfeits, Imitations and

“ Jus 1" are but Experiments, and endanger the
health of Ohildren—Experience against Experiment.

What is CASTORIA

Castoria is & hormless sabstitute for Castor 0Oll, Pare.)
gorie, Drops and Spoth Byrups. It is Pleasant, It
containg neither Oplum, Morphine nor othor Narcotlo
substance. 1ts ago Is Its guarantee. It destroys 'Worms
nnd allays Feverishness, It cures Dinrrhon and 'Wind
Colle. It relleves Tee(hlnw Troubles, cures Constipation
and Flatulency., It assimilates the i"oml, regulntes the
Btomach and Bowels, giving healthy and natural sleep.
The Children’s Panncen—The Mother's Friend,

The Kind You Have Always Bought

Bears the Signature of

v e i
In Use For Over 30 Years.

THE CENTAUR COMPANY, TT MURNAAY STRELT, WEW YORK 0ITY,

— |

Oontaminated,
“Yon are an authority on history, 1 be-
leve 2"
“No,” replled the scholar, sadly, *1
used to be_before I began reading his-
tordeal novels,"—Chleago 'ost.

Algy's Ambition,

Algy—Aw—oenn you spire me & fow
bundred to wun ovah to Luunon?

Father—What's the object?

"Gole."

“Good!
It mny

“Oh, 1 don't want to play It.
to learn how to pwonownee It,”

If you learn how to play golf,

"

| Parmansnily Lured, W0 (18 OF DErvoUsDS
wibar Arst day s use of D, K line's tireat Nerve
orer, Rend for Free B9 trialbottleand
D Bk, 3L Kiime, Lo, 00 Arch St Philadel plils,

I want

Mothers will ind Mrs. Winslows's Soothing
Byrup the bost remedy to use fur thelr children
during the teething poriod.,

Nearly all negro bablea are white
when bormn, and so continue for.weeks.

When a wotian has renched the nge
of forty-two in Japan, and Is unmarried,
the authorities piek out & husband for
her, and compel them to marry. This
plan reduces the number of old maids,
but forces many men to sulclde

——

Equnlity is the share of everyone at
their advent upon earth; and equality Is
nlso theles when pluced beueath it—
Euclos,

_——
1==

——

she was about 28 by this Ume."—Town

Mrs. Fairbanks™tells how neglect of
warning * symptoms* will soonj prostrate a

woman. She thinks woman’s safeguard is

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

“Dran Mrs, Prex mu:-—lrnnmnm and neglect are the cause of
untold female suffering, not only with the laws of health but with the
chance of a cure, I did not heed the warnings of headache organio
ains, and general wuarinnun,lunlil I was well nigh prostrated. I knew I
ad to do something, Happily I did the right thing. I took Lydia E.
Pinkham's Vegetable Compound faithfully, according to directions,
and was rewarded in a fow wecks to find that my aches and dis-
appearcd, and I again felt the glow of health throngh my body, Bince
ll;mve been well T have been more careful, I have also advised a number
of my sick friends ta take Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com=
und, and they have never had reason to be sorry. Yours very truly,
{ns. May Famnangs, 218 South Tth 8t., Minneapolis, Minn."

Mra, Fair-
banks is ono of the most successful and highest salaried trave siles-
women in the West.) _

When women are tronbled with irregular, supprossed or painful menstrae-
ation, wonkness, lencorrhaa, dlap!mrnwnt or uleeration of the womb, that
bearing-down feellng, Inflammation of the ovaries, backnche, bloating (or
flatulenoe), genernl debility, ndigestion, and nervous prostration, or are
beset with such symptoms na dizziness, fointness, lnsaitudo, excitability, lrri-
tability, nervousness, sloepleasness, melancholy, ** all-gone and ' want-to-be-
left-nlone” feelings, blues, and hopelessness, they sltmld remember there is
one tried and true remody,. Lydia 1B Plnkham's Vegetable Compound
st onoe removes such troubles. Ilefuse to buy any other medicine, for yon
pood the best.

“Dean Mns. Prvcnan 1 — For over two years
I suffored moro than tongue can express with
kidney and bladder trouble, My physician pro-
nounced my trouble eatarrh of the bladder,
caused by displacement of the womb, I had »
frequent desire to urinate, and it wns very pain-
ful, and Jumps of blood would pass with the
uringe. Also had backache very often.

“ After writing to you, and receiving your
reply to my letter, I followed your advice, and
fool that you and Lydia E. Pinkham's Ve
table Compound have cured me. o
medicine drew my womb into its proper
place, and then I was well. I never feel
any Lmin now, and can do my housework
with ease.,” —Mus, Avicr Lasox, Kineaid, Miss,

No other medicine for female §11s in the world has recelved
such widespread and ungualified endorsement.

Mrs. Pinkham invites all sick women to write her for advices
Bhe has gulded thousands to health, Address, Lynn, Mass,

\
I wa sannot 1
$500() 5oR EELLE s s st ot devenrmet
Iydia K

Ow., Lyns, Mass J
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