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CHE BOLE and I had spent the even
ing alone together, Mrs. Cheedle 

. being out of town on a visit to 
some relatives, and this was our cru
cial glass of whisky andaoda. We had 

' been very candid with' one another, and 
were in a fine glow of honesty. 

"It's a breach of confidence, I'm 
afraid," said Cheedle. "And it isn't a 
thing you ought to know, because you 
«re quite vain enough already. (No of-
fense, of courses old man. We're being 
frank, you know. Hang it all, I'm vain, 
too.) But I tell you this for her sake." 

"Her sake? Whose?" I asked. 
"All in good time," he replied. "I 

wouldn't tell you at all, Phil, if I didn't 
repose so much confidence in your good 
teste; for, whatever else you may be., 
Phil, you are still a gentleman." 

"A colorable imitation, at least, I 
hope," said I. 

"You know my wife'* cousin?" he 
? began. , 

"She has. so many." ' ;* \ '. 
"Awful crowd! But I mean the pret

ty one." 
"Little girl with flaxen hair? 

Bather—a shade—too conscious of 
her profile?" 

"Yes. Ha, ha! Miss Marsh." He 
•ipped solemnly. ^ ^ 

"Well?" 
"It is a pity. My wife told me. I 

should' never have suspected it myself. 
•• She's a little bit impressed by you." 

"In love with me?" 
'"Darn your complacency! I suppose 

• SO." v/ " - "V 
"Poor girl!" said I. • •' /. 

v "She isn't a fool, either." 
"Not a bit of it," I cried. 

"#• '"That makes it all the more extraor
dinary." » 

,Y-"I don't see that." 
^ "My object in telling you was to 
warn you against playing off that in
fernal trick of yours on her. You 
know what I mean? That way you 
have of talking to a woman as if she 
were the only one of her sex in the 
world." 

"A reprehensible habit. So danger
ous!" said I. "I will be careful." 
,, "Yes, do be careful, old man." 

. "We were silent awhile. I got up, mur
muring again: "Poor girl!" bade fare
well to Cheedle and went home. I had 
not intended to be at theMassde's party 
on the following evening, but, know-

' ing that Miss Marsh would be there 
< and feeling anxious to begin the cruel 
- business of disillusionment at once— 
' that it might be the sooner over—I 

dressed and went. 
The drawing-room wa® very crowded. 

» I looked about for Miss Marsh, and 
presently espied her in afarcorner. By 

• clow stages I made my way toward her. 
She mark ad my approach with a wist-

: ful face, and when I was close enough 
• made room for me beside her. Poor 

thing! We shook hands, and. I noted a 
, tender light in her eyes. My heart 
: ached with pity. 
>, "How hot it is in here!" said she. 
v * Oh, these hollow commonplaces ut

tered calmly in a gale of passion! 
"Yes," said I. "I wonder if we could 

; get out into the conservatory?" 
We managed it by dint of many po

lite hustling®, strewing our path with 
apologies as we went. Our end at
tained, we sat down side by side under 
a tub-palm and looked at one another. 

"How pleasant it is out here!" she 
murmured. 

"So pool!" said I. 
Conversation was certainly difficult. 
"The usual rumor conccrning you is 

out," said she. 
; "Iudeed!" I cried. It was no time to 

be witty. 
"They have married you again, Mr. 

Wroughtnight." 
"Who is the unlucky lady this time ?" 
"It would not be fair to tell. And— 

ii two are mentioned." 1 -
Poor girl! 

$ "You know that Bumor is a lying 
jade, Miss Marsh?" 

"By nature^—yes. But sometimes— 
: by accident-—she speaks the' truth." 

How valiantly women cover up their 
: scars! 

"Of course," said I* "there is no foun-
f. dation for the rumor." 
-' "I had hoped there was," said she, 
: softly. 
„ ' Brave heart! It was a dire business! 

"There may be, 6ome day," I mur-
> mured. "I mean that I expect 1 shall 

marry sooner or later." 
i, "Oh, I hope so," said' she. "When 

you are a little older. Some strong, 
helpful woman with ideate. Notapoor 

: little society butterfly—like me." 
"If she were like you," said I, and 

•• chopped* ',„••• 

"She won't be," said Miss Marsh, 
quickly. " 

My heart was torn of pity of her. 
"One so seldom marries the person 

one wants to," said I, breaking the 
; truth to her gently. 

"And how much better for us that is, 
isn't it?" 

s A The rejoinder hardly pleased me.' '• 
"How dp you mean, Miss Marsh?'' 
"I mean that the object of our first 

love is so rarely the person to make us 
really happy." 

I remembered that this was her third 
season. 

"First love is the only love," said I. 
"Oh, no," said she. 

- "Oh, yes," I repeated, firmly. It was 
no time for mawkish faltering. My 
duty was plain. 

"Mr. Wroughtnight," said she, "be-r 
Ulw what I am about to say. You are 

too youag yet to know what te k«t for 
your own welfare." 

It seemed an odd way to talk, at I 
was at leant two yean her senior, but 
I reflected that she wao distraught— 
that she wao fighting against her own 
happiness. 

"I think," said I, "I know what ia beet 
for me, young mm I may be. When my 
fate conies along1—" 

"That time ia not yet, of course," 
said she. 

Oh, anxious, despairing heart! 
"No,"l cried, and shuddered in dread 

expectation of some tragic sign from 
her. But she was strangely calm. It 
almost seemed to me that a light of 
relief leaped into her eyes. The relief 
of the tormented soul at hearing sen
tence of death! 

A great silence fen on us. She 
mused, looking at me with strange in-
tentness. 

"Mr. Wroughtnight," said she, "I 
have a mind to be honest with you. I 
have a strong1 prejudice in favor of hon
est dealing. My honesty may cost me. 
your good opinion, but I don't mind 
that. I mean that I have enough faith 
in your good sense to believe that you 
won't think me unwomanly and im« 
modest in saying what I propose to 
say." $ <} 

I rose in great agitation. •••••£•<•••!>> 
"Miss Marsh," I said. "Pause. Re

flect. Don't speak yet. You may save 
us both much pain." 

"Nonsense!" said she, sharply. 
I was surprised andi a little affronted. 
"I beg your pardon," said I. "Go on." 
She fluttered her fan. nervously. 
"I am afraid," said she, "we don't 

quite understand one another. At 
least I think I understand. But you 
don't." 

I moistened my dry lips. "Go on," I 
said again, breathlessly. 

"Mrs. Cheedle has told you- some
thing' about me?" - „ 

"No." . l • ~ 
"Mr. Cheedle, then? Somebody?" 
"Yes," said I. 
"What have they told you?" ' 
"I—I cannot repeat it. Miss Marsh-

let me implore you to say no more. 
Let us go back." 

"No," she replied. "I will tell you 
what they said. They told you that I— 
I am—am in love with you?" 

"They were mistaken!" I cried, still 
willing to spare her. 

"Yes, they were," she responded, 
calmly. 

I gasped and leaned back in my chair. 
"They told me," said she, "that you 

were in love with me." 
A bitterness of humiliation flooded 

my soul. 
"I have no doubt they meant well," 

said she. 
"Oh, there is no doubt of that," I 

agreed, sourly. 
"Perhaps they thought they might 

"THEY WERE MISTAKEN," I CRIED. 

make a match between us that way. 
Young married couples are always the 
busiest matchmakers. And really, do 
you know, I think they showed some 
knowledge of poor human nature in 
this instance, at any rate." 

She smiled. I felt too sick to smile. 
"I am sorry," said she, "if you feel 

at all hurt by this revelation of truth." 
Then I saw the absurdity of my po

sition and summoned my sense of 
humor to the rescue. It was not pos
sible to remain insensible of Miss 
Marsh's magnificent command of her 
own dignity. , 

"I was a fool," said I. . 
"J, too," said. she. "But it does not 

matter now it is all over, does it? 
And, anyway, nobody will know. We. 
shall both keep the secret inviolate, I 
dare say, for our honor's sake." 

"I am afraid you must think me 
rather a conceited ass, Miss Marsh?" 

"Don't be silly," said she; "you 
thought as I did." 

"But with less reason," said I, bow
ing. 

She looked reproachfully at meJ 
"I have been sincere with you, Mr. 

Wroughtnight." 
"That is why I pay you compliments. 

I want to restore the balance of 
things." 

"We seem to understand one another 
now. I think we might be friends," 
said she. 

She gave me her hand and I clasped it 
warmly. But whenever I recall that 
absurd interview my very body-blushes. 
—Chicago Herald. . 

' Doctor1! Strangle Fees." 
A correspondent has sent us an ex

tract from a letter received from his 
brother, a medical missionary in Sech-
uan, one of the inland provinces of 
China. "I had," he writes, "a very dis
tinguished patient this afternoon. She 
is the wife of Sai-Tai, of Tien-Tsin, in 
Chih-Li province, a man who governs 
an area probably equal to half a dozen 
English counties. She brought her fee 
wit& her; a fowl, a duck, 60 eggs, two 
-,jounds of cakes and a leg of matt on! 
Last time" she came she brought not 
quite oo much, but since then she has 
sent over eight stocks of beautiful 
chrysanthemums.'* — British Medical 
Journal. 
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ART IN ARCHITECTURE. 

AN* WMTTCN ESPECIALLY fW IMS MPOL 
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In some districts there • ft great de
mand for five or six room cottage* 
irith rooms all on the ground floor. 
Houses of this class have many ad/van
tages, especially in cases where there 
are old people or invalids in the fam
ily. In such cases the passing up and 
downstairs is the greatest trial about 
keeping the house. They are not the 
least expensive houses to build, the 
same amount of floor space being con
sidered, but often the additional con
venience of such an arrangement well 

ter located, and arranged* so it could bo 
heated in winter. Or if one did not 
want a bathroom the room shown for 
that purpose could be converted into 
an outside closet and the adjoining 
porch somewhat enlarged. Construc
tional ly the house ranks among the 
more costly, the materials being of 
good quality throughout, experience 
having proven that good substantial 
materials and work are less expensive 
in the end than- flashy, perishable orna
ments. No cellar is provided, under the 

i 
fg" •' 

SIX ROOMS ON THE GROUND. 

repays the additional outlay in cost of 
construction. The cottage illustrated 
in this column' has a pleasant appear
ance and' has six good rooms arranged 
around a central hall. Each room is 
provided with an open fireplace and it 
is intended to heat the house in this 
manner. There is a large amount of 
available floor space in the house and it 
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ARRANGEMENT OF ROOMS, 

can all be secured for a reasonable sum 
of money. 

There are many things to be taken 
into consideration in the planning of 
houses for the different sections of our 
country. This cottage was designed to 
be used in one of the southern states, 
but with some slight modifications it 
would be a very desirable home for any 
part of the country. If built in a north
ern state the bathroom should be bet-

add* house, but if it be desired the 
tional cost would not be great. 

The construction is shown in the fol
lowing abstract of the specifications: 

The size of the building is 40 feet in 
width and 50 feet in length, over all ex
cept projection of steps. The height 
of the story is 12 feet in the' clear. The 
foundation is of good1 hard-burned 
brick laid in lime mortar, leaving 18 
inches in height of wall exposed to view 
on exterior. The fireplaces and chim
neys are built of good hand-made brick 
and mortar laid with close joints. The 
interior walls and ceilings are hard 
finished on two coats best brown mor
tar and seasoned pine lath. The frame 
is of sound timber, properly farmed 
and secured. The walls outside are 
sheathed and papered and finished with 
half-inch pine siding. The studding, 
joists andi rafters are spaced 16 inches 
from centers, and all joists are well 
bridged. All window frames have 
%-inch stiles and timber sills of clear 
pine. The sashes are 1% inches thick, 
and glazed as indicated on elevation 
and hung to balance weights with good 
cord. The porch floors are of narrow 
tongued and grooved' pinei, all careful
ly laid and thoroughly nailed at each 
bearing. The closets are shelved and 
hooked in the usual manner. The doora 
are of seasoned pine, paneled and mold
ed; inside doors 1% and outside doora 
1% inches thick; all doors hung with 
suitable butts and mortise locks; sash 
fastenings to all windows. All outside 
work usually painted has three coats 
of paint; inside filled and hard-oiled 
yellow pine finish. The house can be 
built as thus described in most local
ities for about $1,000 to $1,200. 

, E. A. PAYNE. 

A TALE ABOUT COLDS. 

They Are Cauaht Moat Frequently la 
Places Where the Ventilation 

Is Detective. , 

The old-fashioned cold has been oust
ed to some extent from its former posi
tion in domestic medicine by the mod
ern influenza. An attack of influenza 
is a much better excuse for non-attend-
ance at the office Or shop than a cold, 
the latter being commonly regarded as 
an accommodation bill drawn by lazi
ness or idleness. There is unquestion
ably such a thing as a cold—that is to 
say a deviation from health obviously 
consequent upon, and due to, exposure 
to cold and damp. The initial sensa
tion of cold is followed by more or less 
pronounced physical discomfort, pos
sibly by more definite signs and symp
toms of bronchitis or other disease a 
frigore. With that predilection for in
exorable logic which characterizes the 
undiscernutyg^the average .-citizen re--
gards every illness beginning with a 
chill as a cold, losing sight of the fact 
that there are chills—i. e., sensations 
of cold—which are in nowise due to the 
action of the low temperatures. This 
vulgar error has been productive of se
rious consequences in more than one-di
rection. 

Nowadays, and rightly, we are all for 
fresh air. We fear no foe save the 
ubiquitous microbe, and we fight him 
with fire and poison, with results that 
amply suffice to justify this war a out-
ranee. It may, on the other hand, be 
a person with a weak chest who expe
riences a "chill," and, as it is the
oretically impossible ever to exclude 
the influence of cold, he or she attrib
utes the symptoms which follow—the 
cough, the sweating, the'expectoration, 
etc.—to incautious exposure, whereas 
the chill merely heralded a rise of tem
perature incidental to an outburst of 
tuberculous disease. --'--V. ' 

It would surprise many intelligent 
people to be told that achlil is a sign 
that there is fever, and that sweating 
is usually a sign that the fever is abat
ing. Yet such is the unvarnished fact, 
and it would be well for it to be gen
erally known. Cold is merely a debil
itating agent, the effects whereof will 
vary according to the individual. It 
throws a strain on the organic ma>-
chinery and the weakest part gives. 
If the machine as a whole is in good 
trim, nothing happens beyond a little 
temporary discomfort. In a rheumatic 
person it may determine pains in the 
joints; and so on—in short, it picks out 
(he weak spot* and converts weakness 

into disease. Colds are notoriously in
fectious, and the places where colda 
are most frequently caught are places 
where ventilation is defective and where 
microbes abound, as in certain theaters, 
churches, railway carriages and the like, 
so that even the symptoms of the old-
fashioned cold are for the most part 
the result of microbial infection and not 
of exposure.—Medical Press and Cii> 
cular. , , >. 

PRODUCTS FROM WOOD. 

Sixty-Five Per Gent, of It Are Con. 
verted Into Alcohol, Acetate of 

- Lime and Wood Tar*. 

It is not generally known that over 
60 per cent, of wood may be converted 
into liquid. The strongest hydraulic 
pressure would not squeeze one-half of 
one per cent, of moisture from dry 
wood, but by putting the same material 
into an iron retort and converting it 
Into charcoal by means of heat, the 
'gases and smoke, to the extent of fully 
65 per cent, of the weight of the wood, 
may be condensed into liquid called py-
roligneous acid, and from it are ob
tained wood alcohol, acetate of lime 
and wqpd tars. A cord of wood weigh
ing 4,000 pounds produced about 2,650 
pounds of pyroligneous acid and 700 
pounds of charcoal. The pyroligneous 
acid from one cord of wood produces 
nine gallons of 82' per cent, crude wood 
alcohol, 200 pounds of acetate of lime 
and about 25 gallons of tar, besides 35 
bushels of charcoal. After the pyro
ligneous acid is neutralized with lime 
the wood alcohol is distilled off, the 
lime holding the active acid in solution. 
After the separation of the wood spirit 
the remaining liquid is boiled down in 
open pans of sugar, which is dried and 
becomes the acetate of lime of com
merce. Acetate of lime is used for mak
ing acetic acid. Fully three-fifths of 
all the wood alcohol and acetate of lime 
produced in the world are made in the 
United States. Fully 15,000 acres per 
year are cleared for this purpose. Wood 
alcohol affords a perfect substitute for 
grain alcohol for manufacturing and 
mechanical purposes, and at less than 
one-third the cost. It is used principally 
as a solvent in-the making of shellac 
varnish, in making celluloid, photo
graphic paper, etc. It makes many 
beautiful dye tints. It is antiseptia 
and much used for liniments and for 
skin rubbing in bathhouses.—Boston 
Transcript. " ' 

Among the coachmen of Berlin art 
seven retired «rmy officers, three pas
tors And sixteen nobles. 

THE NEW METHOD OF 
BLOOD PURIFYING. ] t t 'l ..c* xy» 

What the New Discovery in Medical 
Science Has Accomplished. 

The Prompt Way to Car* Yourself Whea Symptoms Show That Your 
Blood to Out Of Order. 
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THE E1INENT SPECIALISTS FREE OFFER TO ILL 
READERS OF THIS PIPER. 

For a great many years it has been 
the customi for sick people to say: "My 
blood is out of order. It needs purify
ing. I feel all used up. My skin needs 
clearing. My brain feels tired." 

They are right, butdo they act right? 
They generally go and get a laxative 

(bowel cleaner) to purify their blood. 
Does their blood run through their 

bowels'? 
Science has to-day furnished proofs 

that all the purifying that your bloocb 
needs, in fact, all that can be done, 
must be done by your kidneys. 

All the blood in your body passes 
through your kidneys every three min
utes. 

The kidneys strain or filter out the im
purities of the blood—that is their work. 

Purifying your blood is not a ques>-
tion of taking a laxative or physic. 

Does your blood run through your 
bowels? 

What the bowel-cleaner does is to 
throw out the poisons confined in your 
bowels ready for absorption into joup 
blood, but the poisons which are already 
in your blood, causing your present 
sickness Ukavet there. 

There is no other way of purifying 
j'our blood except by means of your kid
neys. 

That is why bowel-cleaners fail to do 
their work—they fail to help the kid
neys. 

When you are sick, then,, no matter 
what you think the name of your dis
ease is,, the first thing you should do is 
to afford aid to your kidneys by using 
Dr. Kilmer's Swamp-Boot the great 
Kidney Remedy. 

In taking Swamp-Boot you afford 
natural help to nature, for Swamp-Boot 
is the most perfect healer and. gentle 

aid to the kidneys that is known to 
medical science. 

Dr. Kilmer, the eminent physician 
and specialist, has attainedia fop-famed 
reputation through the discovery and 
marvelous success of Swamp-Boot in 
purifying the blood, and thereby cur
ing chronic and dangerous diseases, 
caused by sick kidneys, of which some 
of the symptoms are given below. 

Pain or dull ache in the back or head, 
rheumatism, neuralgia, nervousness, 
dizziness, irregular heart, sleepless
ness, sallow complexion, pimples, 
blotches, skin troubles, dropsy, irrita
bility, loss of ambition, obliged to pass 
water often during the day, and to get 
up many times at night, and all forms of 
kidney,'bladder and uric acid troubles. 

Swamp-Boot is sold by all dealers, in 
fifty-cent or one dollar bottles. Make a 
note of the name, SWAMP-BOOT, Dr. 
Kilmer's Swamp-Boot, and remember it 
is prepared only by Dr. Kilmer & Co., 
Binghamton, N. Y. 

The great discovery Swamp-Boot has 
been tested in so many ways., in hospital 
work, in private practice among the 
helpless too poor to purchase relief, 
and has proved so successful in every 
case that a special arrangement has. 
been made by which all readers of this 
paper who have not already tried it, 
may have a sample bottle sentabsolute-
ly_ free by mail, post-paid. Also a book 
telling more about Swamp-Boot and 
containing some of the thousands upon 
thousands of testimonial letters re
ceived from men and women who owe 
their good health, in fact, their very 
lives, to the wonderful curative prop
erties' of Swamp-Boot. Be sure and men
tion this paper when sending your ad
dress to Dr. Kilmer & Co., Binghamton, 
N. Y. 
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THE FORCE OF HABIT. 

John's Manner of Reitnrnin* from 
. His Natural Ramble* Did 

1 the TriclL.. 

"If we could rouse her from this apathy," 
said the doctor, turning from the patient 
with a worried look, "there might be some 
hope. If she could be made to si>eak we 
might make her realize her condition and 
get her to make an effort to save herself." 

He turned to the husband, who knelt by 
the bed, his haggard face buried in the white 
spread. 

"You understand her so well," said the 
physician, almost irritably. "Can't you say 
something or do something that will arouse 
her from this stupor? Isn t there anything 
you could do that would awaken her. 

A look of hope lighted the husband's pale 
face. He rose without a word and left the 
house. 
It was midnight. The watchers by the 

bedside heard the rain pelting against the 
window panes and the wind whistling 
around tne corners of the old home. A step 
sounded on the gravel walk outside. In an
other second there was the click of a latch
key fumbling uncertainly in the keyhole of 
the front door. The restless turning of the 
sick woman's head upon the pillow stopped 
suddenly. She seemed to listen. 

The door opened and unsteady steps came 
along the hall. The husband entered the 
dimly lighted room and felt his way among' 
the chairs. His wife's eyes were open now. 
Her lipB twitched once or twice, then 
parted. 

"John," she said, faintly, "where have 
you been until this hour?" 

And they knew that she was saved.—N. 
T. World. -

Thinking doesn't amount to much, as a 
rule, until it gets down into your hands.— 
L. A. W. Bulletin. 

SMITHERS' RETORT. 

He Malces a Tart Reply to the Land
lady at the Private Family 

r Boardlag House. 

Mr. Smithers is a somewhat fastidious 
young man who is looking for a new board
ing place. Smithers can't abide the regula-
tipn boarding house, and always tries to live 
with a private family. He is now convinced 
that an "ad." which solicits boarders for'a 
"nice private family" is often a snare for a 
stuffy double fiat, inhabited by one small 
family and 24 boarders. 

Smithers called one day last week at a 
§lace with a glowing description just on the 

ank of Michigan avenue's aristocracy. 
"Hum, suspiciously like a boarding house," 

thought Smithers, as he took in the dimen
sions. A collarlesB negro servant who 
opened the door confirmed his suspicions, 
but he had gone too far then to back out. 
A sharp-nosed, snippy landlady came in 
with a top-lofty air. 

"Er-ah, I believe I am mistaken," he be-
gan. 'I supposed I should find a private 
family. By tne advertisement—hu-m—" 

The laughter and the familiar boarding 
house hum of 14 clerks and ten lady sten
ographers came up from the dining-room 
m the basement. The mistress, of tne i 
glomerate " 
proudly. ' 
she asserted, _ 
week voice, "this is not a° boarding house, 
although we have a few friends living with 
U8. 
, Smithers sniffed the air. There was a dis

tinct odor of prunes and corned beef. 
"Well, I must say," he remarked, as he 

turned up his coat collar and fled down the 
steps, "that it smells like a boarding house, 
madam/ —Chicago Inter Ocean. 

, Many a 
ice-cream.-

* . • 
a girl's heart has been melted by 
i.—L. A. W. Bulletin. 

TALKS WITH 
WOMEN OF 
MIDDLE AGE 

iREPARE for the turn of life. It is a critical period1. 
As indications of the change appear be sure your physi

cal condition is good. The experience is a wonderful 
one and under some circumstances full of menace. Mrs. Pink-
ham, of Lynn, Mass., will give you her advice without charge. 

She has done so much for women, 
surely you can trust her. Read 
this letter from MRS. M. C. GRIF-
FING, of Georgeville, Mo.: 
; "DEAR MRS. PINKHAM:—The 
doctor called my trouble ulcera
tion of womb and change of life. 
I was troubled with profuse flow

ing and became very weak. When I wrote to you I was down 
in bed, had not sat up for six months; was under a doctor's 
treatment all the time, but it did me no good. I had almost 
given up in despair, but your Vegetable Compound has made 
me feel like a new woman. I cannot thank you enough. I 
would advise any woman who is afflicted as I have been to 
write to Mrs. Pinkham, at| 
Lynn, Mass., and get her ad
vice and be cured as I have j 
been." 

MRS. F. H. ALLEN, 419 Ne
braska Ave., Toledo, Ohio, 
writes: 

••DEAR MRS. PINKHAM — 
Change of life was working on 
me. My kidneys and bladder 
were affected. I had been 
confined to the house all sum
mer, not able to stand 
on my feet for any 
length of time. Terri
ble pains when urinat
ing and an itching that 
nearly drove me wild. 
I had tried many reme
dies. I told my hus
band I had great faith 
in yours and he got me a bottle; am now on my fourth bottle. 
I feel that I am entirely cured. I can work all day. I can hardly 
realize that such a wonderful cure is possible. Lydia E. Pink-
ham's Vegetable Compound is the best medicine for women." 

Don't wait until you are prostrated with the mysterious con
dition known as "Change of Life." Get Mrs. Pinkham's ad
vice and learn how other women got through. 
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