BTILL retaln ity
rhythmic flow,

Because I read It
many times;

It ran like this, when

long ago

It eame to me from
Blly Grimes,

"r":rl “writ" with
ight red ink, I
mind.
And right above
A& palr of hearts
Wore plerced by knives of some queer kind,
Which Bllly meant for “Cupld's darts.’

-

DEET §om GUTL: (ve Loved  you AWTUL haRoy
THO' Fore 1HIS DEAE IVE MAde NO SINE
Put Now youtL See By fnis sau card

1 140 your owlL TREW, VolenTine

Ah, how I laughed until T eried
O'er Billy's sentimental sereed;
W' well 1 knew the loyal pride
; That lay behind its lll-apelled creed,
Had he not battled for me woll,
When once a apiteful boy had sald
%mund and I the word did spell]
golden locks were “flery rea "

t

4And had he not—true-hesyted boy—
Baved up his pence tobuy a treat,

And then with quaint, transparent foy
Lald down the treasure at my feet?

"Tis true I scorned his snubby* nose,

His freckles and his warty handa:

Hﬂodd. old-fashloned, home-made clothea
, His pervile mien at my commands, 0

And with a girl's strange wa

Behind my checkered plnnf:r‘:r Sl
1 joined In making sport of him,

Becauso myself he did adore,

Poor Billy! yenrs have come and go
8ince last I gazed Into your e;-uf e
And saw, llke some poor wounded fawn,

{ Your look of angulsh and surprise,

And I have roamed 'mid scenes afar,

Have quaffed life's cup unto the lees;
4And on my heart Is many a scar

Ot woundings made by hate's decrees,
And oft I wonder, after all,

It with that little blotted line
That lles bencath time's somber pall,

1 did not lose My Valentine,"

=Rosa Pearle, in Chlcago Tribune,

ey
! ARentine S@ﬁﬂ;

HEY all criea-
everyone of the
Lells, from Peggy,
who wps 16, down
to Nufus (who wae
six, and despised a
crybaby), when
o:d Mr., Pigeon
7 maved away. lle
was such a tried and trusty friend, and,
if he was 00, such a congenial compan-
don. He was always rendy to go fishing
or coasting with the Loys, or to take
the girls to drive; although he was a
bachelor and lived alone, and had a
double carringe and the ’argest sleigh
on Pippin llill—because he had so
large a heart, Peggy said. He knew as
muchabout the wild things in the wonis
85 “The Hunter's Own Bools," dnd on
rainy day or when one had the mumps
or the measles he would tell stories
by the dozen—stories that were worth
telling, too, for he had been * 'round the
world and home again,"” and knew all
there was to know about cannibals and
buccaneers and wild men, and all such
distinguished and interesting people,

It happened that the only houses on
the tip-top of Pippin Hill were the Bel-
fry (Isuppose the Bells’ house may have
received that name because Papa Bell
alwaysspokeof hischildren as his “small
fry;” anyway, that is what everyone
in Bloomsboro' called it) and the old
Pigeon house, which had belonged to
this Mr. Pigeon's grandfather. The
houses backed up to each other, and
there was a mutunl backyard fence,
&0, of course, it was very desirable that
the neighbors should be friendly and
congenial; more than this, there waos
& mutual apple tree. The gnarled old
“high-top sweeting" was directly on
the boundary line between the two es-
tates, and the mutual fence had been
cut in two to make space for it. Iis
branches were low and spreading, in
spite of its high top, and they spread
very impartially over the Bells' smooth
lawn and over Mr. Figeon's orchard,
and dropped their delicious fruit—early,
the first sweet applés that there were—
almost as evenly as if it were measured
on each of their owners' land. The
only difference was that the August
sunshine lay longer upon Mr, Pigeon's
side, so the first red and yellow, mellow
and julcy apples dropped upon his or-
chard grars—and he tossed them up
to Christine in bher seat in the low
crotch of the tree, the seat that he had
made for her.

It was Christlne who thought the
most of Mr. Pigeon and he of her, be-
cause they both had a twist, Christine
sald, Bhe would always speak of her
trouble cheerfully, even jokingly. You
would scarcely bave thought that she
minded it at all; it wasa spinal weak-
ness which had bowed her shoulders and
twisted her head to one side. The
others didn't mind much when Chris-
tine was left out of things; they were
& rough, merry scl, but Mr. Pigeon
had always remembered her, His
twist was in one of his legs; he had to
wear an uncomfortable iron boot, and
walked with a queer, sideways mo-
tion,

When Becky, who was 11 and was
called the Bloomsboro' Budget, because
she carried all the news, came home
with the dreadful intelligence that Mr,
was going to move away, oo

one would be it
“In the fi , it's too dreadful
to be true, and the next place he

was what Mr, Pigeon sald in answer
to the indignant remonstrances of Lhe
Dells. She was Hitty; that was all
he would say; perhaps it wasn't much
of a reason, but the Delln understood,
We all know what itis togive up things
to people just Lecouse they are Tky
or Polly or Jahn,

8o it happencd that the Bells' denr
Mr. Pigeon went tway to n little house
that he owned down at Petjianket Mills
and Miss Mehitable Pigeon came to live
at the ofd place on Pippin Hill and
:wned holf of the high-top sweeting

ree.

And the very first thing she did—
It was Beptember when she came—was
to threaten to have Tommy Bell ar-
rested, betnuse when he shook their
eide ol the tree her side shook too, and
she said the top of the tree leaned lo-
ward their side and more apples fell
there, so when the apples were picked
and divided ahe must have an extra
bushel, She threntened to have their
yellow kitten drowned because he
senmpered after the fiying leaves in her
garden, and, she did have their cross
gobbler killed because it ran after her
red morning gown, as a gobbler will,
you know, and gobbled at her. Me
wasn't much loss, and she sent him home
plucked and dressed, with the message
that she should have enten him if she
had not feared he would be tough.

She complained that Becky's peacock
squawked and Dicky's guinea pigs
squenked, and the vane oh their stable
had “a rusty squeak” that kept her
awake nights; and if one of the little
Bells mounted the fenee she came out
and “shooed” him off as if he were a
chicken.

Christine, who wis ineclined to look on
the bright side and to think well of every
oue, said that she would probably grow
better when they got better acquainted,
and she gave Tommy and little Rufus
five cents each not to use their bean
slingers over the fence or moke faces
through the knothole.

But instead of growing better thelr
uew neighbor grew worse, She had the
mutual fence built up ten feet high, she
had the branches of the sweeting tree
lopped off where they interfered with
the fence, and Christine's scat thrown
down to the ground eo roughly that it
wns broken. She said she had let peo-
ple impose upon Ler all her life, and she
wasn't going to any more.

Papa Dell, who was an easy man aa
nbsorbed in his business, said he sup-
posed that so many children and squeak-
ing things did make them troublesome
neighbors; but he thought they should
Linve to remonstrate with Miss Pigeon
about the fence, because it took awny so
muchof theirsunshine, Christine begged
him to walt; she always would believe
tliat people were going to be better, and
she knew there must be something good
about Miss Pigeon because she looked
like her Dbrother—*only the twist
seemed to be in her mind, poor thing!”

It was November when Christine's
seat was thrown out of the tree, so she
could not have used it any more that sea-
sonany way; and whenanyonensked her
how she was going to do without it in

The lashion of sending valentines
might wane elsewhere, but it always
eried over them. And now she Lad
flourished in Dicomabora, perhaps be-
catise Christine Bell kept it up, Bhe
sent them o the very last people who
expected to hinve a valentite—to neg-
lected old people dnd forlorn sick peo-
piv, Yo Biddy Maguire, just from the
cld country, and “kilt” with homesick-
ness, and to Antony Burke, the old
miser, for whom no one had n eivil
word and who, perhaps, didn't deserve
ohe. And for every valentine that was
disregarded or thrown Impatiently
aside, a dozen made a little warmth and
comfort in a sad heart; for nobody has
yet begun to understund how great is
the day of small things.

Christine was more mysterious than
usunl this year about her valentines;
she colored when l'eggy said she would
better send one to Miss Pigeon, but they
never thought she would; they thought
she wns only sensitive about ber Chirlst-
mos wreath. When Mr, Pigeon went
awny he gave Christine an old desk that
he bad had ever since he was a boy, It
had initinls and henrts and anchors cut
into it and was whittled at every cor-
ner; you would have known If you'd
seen it anywhere that it had belonged
to a boy. But Christine would have it
in her own room; she thought it was
beautiful. It had his boy-letters and
diaries In it, and she had laughed and
found in that old desk material for the
very cquecrest vnlentine she had ever
made; and althongh she liked to share
the fun of making her valentines with
the others, she was a little secretive
about that.

What should the paper be but n leaf
from one of the old diaries, one aide all
written over in an unformed, boyish
hand: and this iz what was written on
it, the ink faded by time:

“1 eant bare to rite hecos hity har the
Fever and | cant bare knot to rite hecon
it semes llke tellng somboddy. she held
mi hand tite when she did knot now eny-
boddy last nite and | did knot let them
send me to bed the fellera say if she does
d1 § hav other sisters but they are knot
hity the fellers do knot understand wen
enybody sals she will evver hav a bo e
our agusta hity sals the Tom Tinker verse
and that meens me as Is rote on the st
leef of this Diry ml name Is Thomas Tink-
ham Plgeon hity has gott a Temper but so
hav & Good Meny People and she Is Good
way Inside and she s hity and she and |
will alwys liv together but | cant bare to
rite eny more for | want to now what the
dokter sais. they say o feller must be A
Man but wen It Is hity | cant bare="'

Here the words beenwe illegible on
the old yellow paper; there were blotas
and smudges as of tears. Though valen-
tines are supposed to be duinty, Chris-
tine didu't try to clean it a bit! Andon
the unwritten side, instead of painting
any of her pretty flowers or drawing
Learts or cupids, she only wrote “the
Tom Tinker verse” which MHitty had
levingly quoted to her brother:

* Tom Tinker's my truclove, and I am hile
car,

I'll gang along wi' him his budget to

bear.'”

It certainly wns a very queer valen-
tire. Christine thought it would prob-
ably be returned, even more scornfully
then the Christinas wreath—if Miss

—
- [

Pigeon should guess who seont it—and

.

- -

I

the spring, she alwnys answered: ~ “Der-
haps Miss Hitty will be good by that
time." Dut that transformation didn’t
geem in the least likely to anyone else.
Bhe never forgot that Mr., Pigeon had
suid she was Hitty, though how she
could ever be Ilitty toanybody was more
than the other young Bells could under-
stand.

Christine would bow to her, toa, and
smile, shyly, although Miss Pigeon only
scowled dreadfully in response. Far
more difficult to forgive than their own
wrongs was the injury she had inflicted
upon her brother. He wrote to them
doleful letters which showed pluinly
how homesick he was for the good air
and the goodfellowship of Pippin Hill
One of the neighbors who saw him at
Pequanket said one would hardly know
him—he had “ploed away" so.

After that little Rufus (bonorably)
returned the five cents to Christine, be-
ciuse he knew he shounld yield to the
temptation to make faces through the
knothole again.

Christine turned a little pale when she
beard this about Mr, Pigeon, and she
put on her thinking cap. Bhe couldn’t
go to school like the others, she conldn’t
go skating; in fact, there were so many
thinge she ecouldn't do that it would
have been very discouraging toone who
believes less firmly thaun Christine did
thnt things as well as people were going
to be better; but that gave her ull the
more time to wear her thinking cap.
And Christine’s thoughts were pretty
apt to blossom into deeds some way.
Christine had made the Christmas
wreaths of evergreen and holly from
their own Pippin Hill woods, and she
had sent two beawties to Miss Pigvon,
who had promptly returned them with
the message that she didn’t want such
rubblsh littering up ber house. Now
when they heard that sad news from Alr,
Pigeon she was mokiyg valentines. She
had a very dainty knack with both pen-
¢il and brush, for a 14-year-old girl, and
her valentices were more beautiful
than d@ny that could be bought in the

——

“SEHE DIDN'T TAP ME WITH A WAND, S8HE SENT ME A VALENTINE."”

she would be likely to guess that it
came from the Belfry; for she knew that
her brother hnd given them many of
his belongings.

She sent it with fear and trembling.
and she told none of the others, for the
older ones seemed, ip their hearts, to
share the feeling of Tom and little ltu-
fus, that the only form of approach Lo
Miss Pigeon was bean-slinger in hand

The valentine wasn't returned; but
nonthing seemed to come of it. The Dells'
Jene heard from Miss Pigeon's Jane
that her mistress hnd neuralgia, Oue
day after March had come, and a blue-
bird had been seen to alight upon the
high-top sweeting tree, ns Christine
came along the garden path there come
a shrill, imperative voice through the
knothole in the fence.

“If you have auny more of those
leaves, stuff them through the knot-
hole; if you have the whole diary throw
it over the fence.”

Of course Christine wasn't going to
do that with the diory that seemed so
precious; but she did send it around to
Miss Pigeon’s door by old Jeremy, the
gurdener, for none of the boys would

It was about a week after that a man
miade, under Misa Pigeon's direction, a
new seat in the croteh of the apple tree
—a seat that was delightfully comfort-
able for a back that wasn't straight.
Miss Pigeon seemed to know just how,
When it was finished she went up and
exumined it and tried it. Then she
called to Christine, who was sitting on
the porch.

“I'm a cantankerous old woman. [
was born cuntankerous,” she sald. “But
there's your seat!"

No one at the Belfry knew what to
think of Miss Pigeon; it was little Ru-
fus' opinion that a good fairy had
tapped her with her wand and turned
her into somelhing else, and he was
much disuppointed to find, on peeping
through the knothole, thiut she looked

the same,

“It's delightful,” Christine said, slow-
ly. “But it lan't exactly what [ meant

by the valepting,” she pdded, tg her-

shops, or so the Bloomshoro' young peo-
ulg )l thousbs -

But & few days after, whit Unrisule
had meant by the valentine reaily did
huppen! Bometimes things that seem
too to be true do come to pass in
thirn world, Miss Pigeon mounted the
high buggy in which she drove hierseld
and went down to Pequanket; when she
came back Mr. Pigeon was with her!
Tommy discovered it first as they drove
into the yard and raised a shout, All
the young Dells rushed pell-mell into
the npple trée and dropped from ila
branches into Misa Pigeon's orchard--
even Peggy who was 16—shouting and
Inughing and erying all together. They
quite forgot Miss Pigeon until her harsh
vouice broke into the whirlwind of greet-
ings; with all its harshness there was
a queer little quaver in it!

“Ie's come back and he's going to
stey,"” she said. "It Is he that belongs
here and not 1. If you're born with a
cross-grained disposition you've got to
get over it when you're young or you'll
huve to have more'n a ten-foot fance be-
tween you and other people! I'mgoing
bacl to nursing people in a hospital—
yes, I can, though you wouldn't think it;
and they like me! There's a doctor 1
kuow who has invented a new con-
trivance for—formaking backsstraight”
—her volee really broke now, but she re-
covered hersell lnstantly; “they're
ensler to straighten than crooked dis-
positions! I'm going to send one here,
and I want her to try it." Bhe nodded
toward Christine, and then she turhed
away suddenly. Little Rufus ran after
ler—prudently keeping his hand op the
bean-slinger in his pocket. (They had
discovered at an early stoge of the ac-
quointance that if Miss Pigeon had a
weakness it was a terror of the bean-
slingers.) “Are you really just the
sume? Didn't a good fairy turn yon
Iuto something else?"’ he demanded,
breathlessly.

Miss Pigeon turned and looked down
upon him, her strong features working.

“Yes, she did!" she answered, gruffly.

“Did she tap you with her wand?"
pursued little Rufus, eagerly, delighted
with this confirmation of beliefs that
were scorned in his home circle,

“She didn't tap me with a wand,”
said Miss Pigeon; “she sent me n valen-
tine!"—S8ophie Swett, in N, Y. Inde.
pendent.

HIS FIRST VALENTINE.
s

Although a Sccond-Hand One, He Was in
Bllssful Ignorance of the Fact.

Eight years of age—and what a glory
there was in valentines! We had picked
one out. It was ugly green, impossibla
pinks, and other hues too horrible to
imagine, Cupid without clothes stood
in n snow bank, shooting darts ut a pair
of lovers who billed at the same old
billboard and never seemed 1o mind
the frigidity of the weather. It cost
seven cents, envelope and stamp three
cents more. In a erabbed hand it waa
sent forth upon its delightful mission
—and he was at the little rural post
office window to see that it did not go
amiss. Bhe smiled nnd blushed when
the dainty thing was handed to her.
She a miss of seven, with soap curls,
and checks as red as rosy apples. Could
she guess? Not she; she didn’t stop to
guess or think, but ran shrieking home
with the cheap affair hugged to her
baby breast—a missive worth mora
than gold or diamonds; her first valen-
tine. And he who sent it—he gazed
after the flying form with a strange
feeling in his heart. He wanted to teil
her all about it, e wanted to tell her
that he was the one who sent it; but he
was a little man, and he kept the secrot
to himself, and asked time and aguin
ar the post office window if there was
anything for him. The others, his
schoolinates, boys and girls, they found
messages put up in faney envelopes, all
nicely stamped and directed; but there
was none for him.

His head was not held upright, and
his eyes were not bright when he ecn-
tered his home. His mother saw that
something was wrong, and she ques-
tioned him,

“I got no valentine. T—I sent one,
but—but—I guess she forgot.” And
he went {o prepare for supper,

When he =at down to tea a pretty,
dainty valentine was upon his plate,

“She didn't forget me, mamma! See,
mamma!"™ he cried, with joy.

And mamma joined in with him—but
che did not tell him that she had re-
ceived that same valentine yeare before
he was born—H, 8, Keller, in Lesli='s
Weekly.

Like Those of the Past.

The valentines of to-day are very
much like the valentines of the past,
for they express the snme idea to which
Josh Billings referred in his inimita-
ble way: “Luv is the samedivine senti-
ment no matter how yu spel it.” It
is neither the spelling nor the poetry
that captivates the youthful imagina-
tion, but the daring expression of affec-
tion which can be announced in a val-
entine, but in no other way. No breach
of promise case hns ever resulted from
the sending of a valentine, Such a prop-
osition as this would never be consid-
ered in a court of law, although it may
count for much in the court of love:

"My valentine wiit thou be,
Accept this heart so true;
Pray bestow a thought on me,
For 1 love only you."
—Detroit Free Press

AN UP-TO-DATE VALENTINE.

She's up to date and away be
And many worship at her shrine;
Bhe sent an arrow through my heare

And claims me as her valentine,

A Valentine,

gg‘ t.l-u unto ll!!l; ll:d:' falr

nature whispers everywhere
(The birds, the flow'rs, the wooda the

sei—

All whisper); “Ask the mald to be
Thy valentine, this fouri«enth day,”
B0 I am making bold this way
Ta say unto my lady sweet
My heart and life are at hel feet.
Go, dainty card—plead well my case,

R . ihibten, I Clieags Pot,

“Ranocmlynlmmtm

Wetvous Disorders in Oastieton,
Kansas,

Beven Yoars a Bufferer—No Mellef ffom
Physicians—~Dn Willlams' Pink Pille
Work a Care on Mra. Ana T
Darenish in Bix Woeean

Prom (A Griselis; Hutehinson, Kansda,

“1f thoro Is any thingJ havd Stitire falth
in, in the way of mediolne,” sald Mrs. Ann
T. Devenish, of Castleton, Reno Gmum'l
Han to & teporics, it ia Dr. Williams
Pink for Pale People,

"Why! do you sak. oll for seven
qu a wretched su ervous de-

lity sud rheumntism, L* ste 80
nrn :t“rfl uﬁ lln‘uuhllo stiff thatl golh
5 . backbqne an
oo 8t gt My Lo Inckns

that I would awake soreamin w‘f Bgony,
and a small Jum nfbonaoffa!l.nm W on
my splne, w was exquisi nfu
Of course, my heart was badly

the iumerous physiclans 'Lhm cony
weérdall of onp mind & my (]
were num th do me

] satl no; leave my bed without help,
and once lay for threa guh in on’
ton. Iwould not bave B0 i

bhad ended my sufferings, Ooe
threa mo #go; someone read to me
h'm:::l mr?ul utchlngon a;lm ;li tofm
wonde cnre of a patien ose llls w
somewhat similar to mine, by the use of Dr:
Williams' Pink Pills for Pale People.

“I was struck by what I heard and
tured & supply about slx weeks .fn ll
not gob thrmgli thé first box w re-
:eh-e? exirao relief, uﬂmm“d

continued wi{h the pllis, every day

aod

adding to my store of health. I{. ETVes

became trangnil, the rheumatio pal h:x

to leave me, palpitation of the heart

pud my kidoeys and liver grew normal.
“1can tell you of three persons of Castle-

ton to whom I have rooom%nded these

?Ills @ll of whom were suffering with

1eart diffioulty):—Mrs. L. Bmyth, Mr. John
Purcell and Ft Maber, and they will tell
yfm what Pink Piils did for 'I.hetlil’ and they
also

ow what they did for me.
a D:thhm{ﬂ{ l?llhmnh.l.n. lnlw:;
a1 0 o olements DeCcessaAry
givenew fl?e' and richness to the blood and
restore shatiered nerves, They are an un-
falling specific for such diseases as loco-
motor atax! Bt. Vitues'
dance, scl peuralgia, rheumatism,
nervous headache, the after effect of la
grippe, palpitation of the h pale ana
:T.Lﬂm mplexions, all forms o

ther In maie or female, Pink Pllls are
sold by all dealers, or will be sent post palu

on ipt_of price, 50 cents & box, or six
boxes ;aprlﬂ.ﬂg (t?:‘e‘ are never sold In bulk
or by the 100), by addressing Dr. Willlams'

cine Company, Schenectady, N. Y.

Kirsox—*'Ab, there Is a lovely girl,
Lulu. Her face is her fortune.” " Catesby—
“Um!l Bhe must have made an assignment
ately."—Philadelphla North American.

No-To-Hae for Fifly Conte
eured. Why
E..
Vel money,
guaran B0

, all druggists.

2., e By Pt A
ﬁﬁ m:_ BC iq are thor-

"I:m.rﬁl; Blunh her husband so

L ST

Wa have not been without Piso's

for 20 ~Lazzin
&:w:h“n 0".? s Pa., May 4, 04

foe thi that are sald about a dead
mz"ﬂni no ne!:l; not even bls widow.—
Al Globe.

, Bt J 01 will cure
n’& ng:‘n_g 'loos': a dl;.m cure is sure,

. Venlynne has "

for
EL,

In ~"Pa what §s the glad
band "!";lu trn?n&pl sod o long sult,"—
COhicago Record.

Actons, Vocallsts, Public Spenkers praiss
Hale's Honey of Horehound and Tar,
Plite's Toothisohe Drops Cure in one minute,

Tae ntent ubllg_:tlon of the parent to
the child isto give it asafeexnmple.—Ram's

Cascangrs atimulate liver, kidneys and
bowels. Never slchen, weaken or gripe, 100,

A ounce of earnestness ls worth more
{han a pound of rhetorle.

kind of a bruise Bt. Jacoba 011 will
cumt any Ume, no matter bow bad,
e

“Cax youread French!" “Er—notalond.”
—Cloelonati Enquirer.

¢ disord
. It is not sin that blots
out your of heaven, but bile
that not only yellows your eye-

balls and furs your tongue and
mlb.]uurhud,l.cbebu SWoOops

}q:mn m soul in dejection and

T e Is right! All
thistrouble can be removed |
You can be cured !

How? By using

SR

There is mdo:bt of this. Twen
experience proves our

it soday for e segscment biank

BEW DIBCOVERY; gives
D PQY qu“‘h“".flnlll‘?ll.'!"ﬂﬂ!
e e ot Uiaen wotd, Atn YA

of disease.

Irregularity lays

One of Mrs. Pinkham’s Talks'

Concerning a Mother’s Duty to Her Young Daughter. Together with a
Chat with Miss Marie Johnson.

The balancs wheel of & woman's life is menstruation. On the proper pers
formance of this function depends her health,
the foundation of many diseases, and is in {tself symptom
Itis of the greatest importance that regue«
larity be accomplished as soon as possible after the flow
is an established fact.

Disturbance of the menstrual function poisons
the blood.
latent Inherited tendencies to scrofula or cons
sumption, and no time must bz lost in restoring
regularity.
because this difficulty has been thought lightly of,
and mother has sald, *Time wiil bring about =

In young girls suppression develops

Many & young girl goes to her grave

. -
We offer Or:";;u'n::::i' ;)ollarl Reward cure; she is young, I don't worry about her,”
e, B GRS e e e
cured by Hall's Catarr. - and indifferen ngs that usually interest a
g&"‘&:‘fﬁgﬁgg&n‘;ﬂi‘ E,;’;?\S:'R b A voung girl, when younote that flush on her cheel,
Cheney for the last 15 years, and beliove that glassy appearance in her eyes; when your
:11“1 P'&“:P{ng"gg::ﬁ:uinn:}; ?O“Jé"l“m' daughter tells you that even the weight of her
L > dress walst oppresses her, and that she has terrie
gt‘.::‘l? ?%ﬁ?ﬁ? W mgfeeubl': ‘%m To- ble pains in her stomach shortly after eating, don’s
lado, O. ' ! ignore these signs! If youdo, you will be follows 3
};m..mso, %‘ﬁt“oﬁigm"" Wholeskle ing your daughter to the grave, for she will die !
Bele Gata 3 { is is gospel truth—she is developing consumption of the bowels!
Hall's Catarrh Cure is taken Internally, Thi gospe ping P
acting directly upon the blood and mucous Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound is the greatest regulator known
'.:"d“ﬁ;’h‘n‘;ﬂ“ﬁwmg'ﬁ,fﬂ"&hﬁgﬁ to medicine. Make haste to use it on the first appearance of the tell-tale
}::Ce. " -, " symptoms ; it will restore all the female organs to their normal condition,
Hall's Family Pills are the best. Miss Marie Johnson's letter to Mrs. Pinkham, which follows, should inters
’ est all mothers and young ladles. She says: - '
go‘\t-g‘; :ot.g-lr bicxs?nt;i% :‘;fh‘erﬂ mll]:l: “My health became so poor that I had to leave
en.-.unll{ nentions ‘that her neck is like a| gchool. I was tired all the time, end had dreadful pains
hat racl.’ —.-uchlaml_(ilobe. in my side and back. I would have the headache
Firs al.r;pped free and permanently cured, | 80 badly that everything would appear black be-
go ﬂu:qn m-nﬂrn day ;‘rma‘.nr:rlihtbki.lér‘; fore my ef.“' and I could not go on with m;r'
reat Nerve Hestorer. ee Al bottle
studles. was also troubled with irregularity o
treatise. Di. KLixg, 883 Arch st., Phila., Pa. menses, 1 was very weak, and lost so much flesh
“Look here, sub," sald Washington | that my friends became alarmed. My mother, who
g,hm‘ﬁﬁ:h‘n;xﬂﬁ‘ ﬂ%om&‘;“‘. tgi;;ll?nn‘,“m}?? is n firm believer in your remnedies from experi-
replied Jackson Chickeoop. “I's color-blind, | ence, thought perhaps they might benefit me, !
Iis.,"—Philadelphia North Amerlcan. and wrote you for advice. I followed the adﬂri'e
ou gove, and used Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable
hlataagucr%n:;grh.b "fz%‘ﬁgb“f“mh'b?gi:fh" (%ompuund and Liver Pills as you directed. and am !
now as well as I ever waos. I have gained flesh . Codll
It may sometimes cost you 8 good denlto | and have a good color. I am completely cured of irregularity. Words cannot
do‘r{gl:;{,’ ti’;_"' 1twill be sure to cost you more express my gratitude, and I cannot thank you enough for your kind advice and
p- medicine."—Miss Mastz F. Jouxsos, Centralia, Pa.
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sarsaparilla as well as
would be easy to d
should you ?

When you are
whose value you don

sarsaparilla.

R DI I I O 2 M 07 2y

Sarsaparilla
Any sarsaparilla is sarsa
tea is tZa. So any flour is flour. But grades differ.

You want the best. It’s so with sarsaparilla. There
are grades. You want the best. If you understood

ing to buy a commodity
know, you pick out an old
established house to trade with, and trust their

experience and reputation. Do so when buying
has been on the market

parilla. True. So any

u do tea and flour it
But you don’t. How

SOUTHERN

HOMES IN TExA \

gy K ey DY

m nde -2
208 Ros Hidg, N HAND B FOVYA Mo,

pt




