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be silent, as suits her husband’s _. efor you to do after marriage, to array 

yourself in the daintiest gown you 
have in his favorite color, to make 
the everings pleasant for him by sing­
ing his favorite songs, playing his 
favorite pieces and, in short, conform­
ing to his tastes in all things.

There is a great deal in conforming 
to you husband's tastes. People who 
have not congenial tastes should not 
marry.. for there is no particular 
“rhyme or reason" in marrying a man, 
all of whose tastes are as widely dif­
ferent from yours as day from night. 
It has always been a pet theory of 
mine that a man or woman should 
marry the one person of all others that 
she or he would have selected as a 
good “chum," if they had been the 
same sex. But suppose you are so un­
fortunate as to discover after mar­
riage that the man whom you had 
found to be such a thoroughly con­
genial companion, has, in truth, tastes 
widely differing from yours.

It is then your duty to acquire tastes 
similar to his. If he is fond of music 
and you have the faintest atom of 
musical talent, cultivate it to its ut-

or
mood, he is very apt to reflect for the
thousandth time on how jolly it is to 
have such a sensible and sweet little 
woman for a wife and what a lucky 
dog he is all round.

A woman may be all this, well- 
dressed, accomplished and charming in 
all other ways, and yet “the heart of 
her husband may (not) rejoice in her." 
She may “nag.” The besetting sin of 
most women, married, or single, is a 
propensity to “nag." She is the fret-
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fui, discontented woman, the woman 
who fails to see right in anything her 
husband says or does, who worries him 
perpetually about things she wants or 
imagines she wants, who scolds him 
for smoking in the house and then 
scolds because he goes out at nights, 
who desn’t went his “nasty, rough 
bachelor friends in her house," and 
then wonders why he spends his even­
ings at the club and who, in short, is 
one of the most aggravating, nerve- 
destroying wives a man can have.

There is one salutary thought that 
every woman who nags ought to keep 
always before her, and that is, that 
there is always a woman who doesn’t; 
a woman who doesn't nag, who doesn't 
scold and who is always charming, 
bright and pleasant; a woman who dets 
her husband smoke all over the house 
if he likes, who is always delighted to 
see her husband’s friends; is ready to 
entertain them or to efface herself as 
the occasion seems to warrant, and is 
altogether such a pattern of companion- 
able good sense that your husband 
inwardly wonders why his wife can't 
be like that. Don't be so foolish as to

To sweeten. 
To refresh,

su
[Letters to the editor of this page should should exercise to the full all the power 

be addressed to the Editor of the fof attraction she possesses. It is aWoman’s Page. The Advertiser, Lon­
don, Ontario.) comparatively easy matter to win the 

love of a man; it is an extremely dif-

cleanseThe Married Woman.
It seems rather like the “old maid,"

eficult thing to keep it. It seems to me 
that the first year of married life must 
be, in most cases, one long disillusion­
izing process, and it is for the woman 
who wishes to keep her husband's love 
to do her utmost to check that pro­
cess.

Before marriage, a girl will have a 
small-sized spasm if her fiance happens 
upon her when she is not so immacu­
lately gowned as is her wont to be; if 
her hair is not arranged in its most 
becoming style, and if she herself is 
not a vision of faultless neatness. Af­
ter the first month or so of married life 
you may “run in" to see a bride, and
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9system, 
ffectually 
and Gently;

who always thinks that if they were 
themher children, she could 

up so much better, when
bring f or men, women 

and children;
an unmarried

woman gives her opinion on how a 
married woman should conduct herself, 
but proverbially the "looker-on sees 
most of the game,” and it is from the 
standpoint of the "looker-on" that I 
write.

most. You have no idea how much 
can be done by practice until you try, 
and hours of hard work will be fully 
recompensed by the approbation of 
your husband. If he is fond of read­
ing, make it a point to read the same 
books, magazines and papers as he 
does, that you may discuss them in­
telligently with him. Never worry him 
with the thousand and one little do­
mestic worries that beset the path of 
the housewife, but get him, if you can, 
to talk to you of his business, what­
ever it may be, understand it as far 
as possible, that you may sympathize 
with all his worries and rejoice over 
all his successes.

If he is fond of society, of entertain­
ing and of going out, no matter how 
domesticated your own tastes may be, 
make of yourself a social success, gain 
the reputation of being the most 
charming hostess in your circle, the 
most sought after guest; if, on the 
contrary, as is more frequently the

There is only 
one Genuine 
Syrup of Figs; 
to get its bene­
ficial effects

Acts best, on 
the kidneys 
and liver, 
stomach and 
bowels;

It is perhaps not so glaringly conspic­
uous in Linden. as in Toronto, and the 
. : : . T , find her, even at the noondayAmerican cities, but even in London, 
you see a great many instances of the ! with

meal,
her hair done up in kid curlers

(the most disfiguring things, next tomarried man who, while very kind to 
his wife and family in a material sort 
of way, neglects them to a very con- 
siderable extent in other ways.

He would probably be vastly amazed 
if you were to tell him so; if you were

curl-papers, that she could possibly 
wear), and a sloppy-looking, old dress­
ing-jacket, or out-at-elbow shirt waist, 
an old skirt and very possibly a ging­
ham apron.

a

si1I am quite aware of the fact that, 
when one is doing her own work, it is

give him cause to wonder or to spend 
his evenings elsewhere than with you.

Then there is the rocks on which a 
great many married couples go down, 
the money question. The "what shall 
we eat and drink and wherewithal 
shall we be clothed," is about the most 
important of all questions now-a-days 
and the woman who is a “good man­
ager" is to be envied.

It seems to me, however, that any 
woman of average intelligence and 
ability ought to speedily make of her­
self a good manager, if she is not al­
ready one. Let her get her husband to 
teach her how to keep her books and 
then let her teach herself how to "cut 
her coat according to her cloth." It is 
a very important lesson to learn and 
one comparatively easy. Merely an 
exercise in self-denial and self-control; 
the doing without the charmingly 
pretty hat, the latest wrinkle in 
"clothes and things," the hundred and 
one little trifles that are so pretty, so 
expensive, so dear to the heart of wo­
man and—so unnecessary.

Most women are naturally extrava­
gant, but it is a tendency that must be 
subdued, and you can’t begin too early 
on the subduing process. Get your 
husband to give you a very accurate

to even suggest that he is not doing! 
all he should do for his wife. Does lie Always buy the genuine — Manufactured by the

- qnot give her a very ample allowance? impossible to be gowned as daintily as 
Does she not have all she wishes in the when you have a maid to do all the 
way of pretty clothes, handsome fur- hard work for you, but it is, at least, 
niture and all the comforts and pleas- possible to be always neat. Nowadays 
ures that money can give her? And he inexpensive and pretty materials can 
might add, were he to speak the truth, always be found in the stores, and a 
does she not have just as little of her neat little shirt waist, witli short skirt 
husband’s society as he can, in reason, and no superfluous trimming, which 
give her? j you can easily make for yourself, or

Now, it is very far from being my have made at very small expenditure, 
intention to decry my own sex. but certainly looks much better than some 
it seems to me that in the majority of old finery, no matter how elaborate it 
cases it is the woman’s own fault if may originally have been, which, even 
her husband fails to find his chief were it not draggled, and dirty, is ex- 
pleasure in her society. Most women tremely unsuitable for kitchen-work. I 
seem to conduct their married lives don’t see how a man can preserve his 
on the principle that “it's no use run- love and respect for a woman who, 
ning to catch a car after it’s caught," appears before him in a dirty, sloven- 
and to believe that it is hardly neces- ly dress.
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San Francisco, Cal.Louisville, Ky. NewYork. N.Y.case, he is fonder of his “ain fireside" 
than of all the dinners, dances and 
theaters on record, no matter if you 
were the gayest of the gay before 
marriage, learn to win all your suc­
cesses in your own home, and to make 
your home your world.

“But,” you say, “I should be sinking 
my own individuality entirely in his, 
and 1 think it is utter nonsense that a 
woman, after she is married, should 
have no life of her own, but should be 
a mere shadow of her husband." It is 
not necessary to become a “mere 
shadow" of your husband, but it is 
necessary for you to make his happi­
ness your first consideration. If it is 
not, and if you do not love him a great 
deal more than your own selfish pleas­
ures, you had no right to marry him.

"Bult," says someone, “this' might 
be comparatively easy before the chil­
dren come, but after that, you simply 
cannot give the same time to your 
husband as you did before." That is

The genuine Syrup of Figs is for sale by all first-class 
druggists. The full name of the company—California 
Fig Syrup Co.—is always printed on the front 
of every package. Price Fifty Cents per bottle.
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Before marriage, you consulted your 
fiance’s taste in colors, songs and all

sary to attract one's husband after you had ten years ago. Where are of humor and her sense of common. He came back covered with dust, 
they now? Faded into thin air, it is kindness were awakened when Pet- holding a homely yellow dog in his 
likely. Don't you wish you hadn't ruchio did as she did and made him- arms. Before his mother could reach 
worried about them? | self a raging hurricane to terrify the him he had flown to the telephone and

There is a good chance that the little world about. After she was sumomned the doctor. Thinking from 
troubles that vou think are so terrible nicely tamed Katherine said: : the agonized tones of the boy that some
will be a subject for smiles to you ................, of the family must be very ill, the doe-
five years hence. You will smile be. A woman moved is like a fountain tor hastened to the house.
cause you will wonder how you could ! troubled of At first his professional dignity was
have got into such.a mental fermen-Muddy il-seemins, thick, bereft belittled at being confronted with a 
tation. This day's worry will be an And while it is so, none so dry or dusty, excited hoy, holding a dirty mon- 

thirsty igrel with a broken leg. But the ear-
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. nest, innocent face of the hoy disarm- 
...led him and he took the boy and the dog 

And so it is. With a sense of humor to a veterinary surgeon, who washed 
among one's mental gifts one must be 
sure to be of pleasant temperament. 
And if one is at peace with oneself 
and the multitudes of the earth one

marriage.
On the contrary, a woman ought to the minor details that go to make up

realize that it is after marriage she life. Surely, it is but a little thing

1 old one and properly shelved in due 
course of time. Don’t keep hanging 

|onto it by thinking and brooding and 
; dreaming nightmares.

When you feel like getting good and and dressed the dog's wounds and then 
turned him over to his new master.

The boy took care of the dog until it 
recovered, and it repaid him with a de­
votion that was touching.

estimate of his business standing, have
mad crack a little smile.

It will be hard work learning how 
at first, but after a time you can do it.

When you fancy that somebody has 
said something unkind of you, don't 

|write him or her a horrid letter or say 
horrid things back. Go get a clever 

!little book and read awhile and smile

him give you an adequate allowance, 
and then make your expenditure in ac­
cordance with it, and, if possible, save cannot be “a fountain troubled." Cer­

tainly the ability to smile when you 
can just as easily—or more easily— 
break into a frown is worth a good

one of the things I never could under­
stand, how a woman could give her 
children, no matter how dear to her, 
the preference over her husband. Sure­
ly her husband should always be the

When the boy died in Italy hissomething out of it.
The wisest woman, and, looking at 

things in a purely selfish light, the wo-

body was brought to the marble tomb 
in Palo Alto. The little yellow dog had 
been waiting his master's return fromdeal. When a horrid, unkind thought 

creeps into your mind, rolls itself into 
a cyclone of temper and tears in fury dog knew that something was wrong, 
down to the tip of your lips, a smile 
be the cannon that breaks its force 
and gives you clear weather again.

It's better to be able to laugh, even 
if one is misjudged a little and called 
frivolous, than it is to be a human 
obituary notice and to trail around as 

!sullen as a gray cloud and twice as|

it will pay. Why? Because you Europe. When he did not return theman who gets the most from her hus- will 
band in every way, is the one who

save yourself the wear and tear 
of harsh emotions, feelings that make 
women old and men sour, and which 
affect not only themselves but the 
lives of all those whom they love and

first and dearest of all earthly con­
siderations to her.

There is no necessity for a woman 
to make herself a slave to her children. 
If children are properly trained from 
the beginning to be as obedient and 
docile as they should be, their subse­
quent conduct is not a source of as 
much work and worry as most mothers 
seem to imagine. A man may be very 
fond of children, but only one in a 
thousand wants to come home from a 
trying day down town and be bothered 
with his children at night. Half an 
hour, after dinner, usually suffices him 
and the wise wife then effaces herself 
and the baby while he reads the even­
ing paper and smokes his evening 
cigar. Then, when she comes back, 
the baby snugly tucked into his little 
bed, she herself dainty and charming 
and ready to entertain, be entertained

and after the body was placed in the 
tomb, lay down in front of the door.flirts with him just as she did before 

marriage, not in the vulgar sense of the 
word, but the woman who makes her 
husband feel that she is just as fascin­
ating now as she was then, who makes 
the most of all her attractions, just as 
she did then, and who brings them all 
to play upon him, just as she did when 
the reputation of being a finished co­
quette was very dear to her.

The woman who really and truly 
loves her husband will find all this easy 
enough, for, after all, there is only one 
key to happiness in married life, first, 
last and always, love, and if one may 
be permitted to paraphrase the Scrip­
tures, if one has love—all these things 
shall be added unto you, for love is the 
very best teacher,and if one truly loves, 
surely the happiness of the one belov­
ed should be one's first object in life.

and could not be coaxed away even
for food. One morning they found him 
there, dead, and buried him next to 
his protector and friend.

of those who love them.
You remember Katherine, don’t you? 

If her sense of humor had been pro­
perly developed she would not have 
torn the portieres to shreds and broken 
up the furniture when anything 
chanced to go wrong. But her sense1 Vive.

A Condescension.
Gwendolen Jones was chubby and sweet.

stormy.
Laugh and grow sweet.-Mme. Qui

iiAnd her age was half-past three;
And she lived in a house on Wellington

street.
In the yard with the walnut tree.

Harold Percival Marmaduke Smith 
Was almost half-past four;

And he said, when they gave him a base- 
ball and bat.

That he'd “play with the girls no more.”

Gwendolen Jones she gazed through the

>1

I
fence.

At an end were all life's joys, 
As she saw the friend of her youth de- 

part
"To play with the great big boys.” 

Harold Percival Marmaduke Smith end
Up to the field marched he. 

But his eye was blacked and his head 
was whacked.

And his ball no more did he see. YOW 
A 

And the boys called him “Baby" because 
lie cried,

Did Teddy and Willie and Tim, 
And they chased him away when he IT 

threatened to tell, 18 Bill
And said they’d “no use for him." A
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THE WOMAN WHO SMILES. little spat on the water when I lunge 
forward swimming over-hand.—McClure s.When Father Rode the Goat.

The house is full of arnica. 
And mystery profound;

We do not dare to run about, 
Or make the slightest sound;

We leave the big piano shut
And do not strike a note;

|Gwendolen Jones came down to the fence,, 
The Cog That Caught F.sh. And lier face wore a joyful smile, 105

Last summer I took my big collie Rex When Harold Percival Marmaduke said 
Last SuC Cofskil Mountains He d play with her "once in a while.and went up in the Catskill Mon a —St. Nicholas. U

to a big hotel where lots of people came CHILDREN ,.vbgkqjmntt
to enjoy the fishing near by. Right past --------------------------—
the house ran a brook, in which people Don’t /ool It ' litcould catch trout, but this brook be- Don * Look At It.
longed to the hotel-keeper, and only the I once learned a lesson from a dog
guests of the hotel were allowed to fish we had. My father used to put a bit
in it: !of meat or biscuit on the floor near the
'Pc owes Sometimes it would catch ' dog, and hay, "No," and the dog knew
1 squirrel or a woodchuck, and one day |he must not touch it. But he never
I discovered that this naughty doggie looked at the meat. He seemed to feel 
knew how to catch other things besides, that if he looked at it the temptation 

! I was sitting down upon a fallen log would be too strong, so he always 
inear the trout brook. Rex had just run looked steadily at my father’s face. 
I off after a squirrel, and so I was all A gentleman was dining with us one 
!alone. Pretty soon I heard a crashing day, and lie said: “There is a lesson 

noise in the tree, and I began he 3 for us all. Never look at temptation, 
rate, hens man came striding Always look away to the Master’s 
through the bushes and I was very glad face.to it was Mr. Wardell, one of thej "Yes, this is the good old way; do 
hotel people, not look at temptation. “Avoid it; pass

“Miss Lynn," he said, “do you know it by.” When the thought of doing 
what Rex is doing?" Ï wrong in any way comes into your

“No; what?" I asked. heart you may be sure it comes from
“Catching fish, ma'am; just come and Satan; so do not look at it, but look up 

see." . ,i fallen to Jesus and ask him to keep you and1 He carefully helped me over the fallen 
logs till we came out on the bank of the 

! stream. And what do you think I saw. ! 
; Rex was standing on some flat stones 
In the middle of the brook, looking down 
into the water. On a stone beside him 

i lay four or five dead trout. As he watch- 
ed, his head suddenly shot forward, his 

jaws snapped quickly; then he lifted a 
trout in the air, gave it a little shake, 
: and laid it down on the pile. and Baby's Own Tablets is the best

“The rascal." I cried. “Come here, 
|Rex." And he came trotting gayly 
the UE hath. He had only caught them keep the Tablets constantly 
for fun Mr Wardell promised not to!

the tracks on his good behavior at the tell the hotelkeeper, then we whipped without 
Rex and tied a dead throut to his collar to 

or "sailor remind him of his naughtiness. My, how
,. ... ashamed he looked. Since that time Rex

fashion," as we called it, rightly has never touched a fish, not even one
wrongly, I know not. I can hear now that was cooked.
the crisp, staccato little smacks his hand ------——------------------
gave the water as he reached forward. Don’s Devotion

It has ever since been my envy and A Dog 5 Devotion.
despair. It is so knowing, so "sporty." The strong attachment of dogs to 
I class it with being able to wear a pink- human beings is sufficient in itself to 
barred shirt front with a diamond cluster human bemss 
pin in it; with being genuinely fond of i assure them a place in the household, 
horse-racing; with being a first-class Mrs, Sarah Bolton in her book on
poker-player; with being able to swallow ” conn to the steadfasta drink of whisky as if I liked it; with “The Dog,’ referring to the steadfast 
knowing truly great men like Fitzsim- faithfulness of all kinds of dogs, from 
mons, or whoever it is that is great now, terrier to St. Bernard, mentions the 
so as. to be able to slap him on the back case of one found by Leland Stanford, 
and say: “Why, hello! Rob, old boy, how iun for whom the great university of 
are you?” with being delighted with the California is a -memorial." 
company of actors—what wouldn t I gives Talgid WAS aboutif I could be that? My life has been .a One day when Leland was about 
sad one. But I might find some comfort years old he heard a great tumult in 
in it yet if I could only get that natty the street and darted out of the house.

You can face almost any bogy if you not wail about. What we could not
have a smile in your heart and an­
other on your lips.

Women are fretters largely for the 
reason that they seldom have an eye 
for humor. The nice, fussy old dame, 
who splutters about everything from 
the state of the weather to the size of 
the steak, would break up her whiney 
spells if she would hear herself in the 
phonograph of her own conscience.

There's many a time when a laugh 
has saved the day. There’s many an 
argument that has been warded off 
and scurried away by a smile. A joke 
perhaps, has been the cause of untold 
misery side-tracked along the railroad 
of sunny-shine chatter. I have my­
self seen two individuals all ready to 
let loose the dogs of verbal wars, all 
primed for fighting, when lo! a little 
catchword of a bit of wit, and peace 
is declared right then and there.

If you have a sense of the humorous 
you won't fly to bits and distribute 
yourself all over the house just be- 

I cause some woman down the street 
has chanced to remark that you got 
your fall gown ready-made, and then 

|sewed in Mme. High-price's label. If 
some woman has threatened to pull 

|your hair because of some real or 
imaginary grievance, you can easily sit 
down and think out how you will wear 
your new wig. It's easier than getting

Blackmore, Minneapolis, have we would not cry for. Our emo­
tions of selfishness, jealousy, anger, 
would be smoothed and silenced, for 
the impulse to laugh is the brisk fine 
north wind that blows away the clouds 
of grief.

I know, and so do you, that there 
are some sorrows in life that can never 
be smiled away. But we can bear the 
big trials better than we van the little 
ones. Something gives us courage, 
and we live through them and come 
out all strong and brave and splendid. 
But it's these wretched little stickpin 
digs that keep us hopping around all 
the time. That's where and when a 
sense of humor proves to be a sure 
specific.

If you have a realization of what is 
absurd and laughable, you won’t make 
your face into 20 knots because some 
woman at a bargain counter grabs 
things out of your, hands and glares 
at you with a haughty stare. When 
you think you know some one and bow 
to her, and she sends straight at you 
an acidulated, refrigerated glare of 
haughty disdain, you shouldn't be 
angry. Ycu should chuckle to your­
self, and say this to yourself: “You 
made a mistake that time, dear girl, 
but it’s better than falling to speak 
to somebody whom you do know. 
Heigh-ho! Funny world. All jokes 
and clever verse!"_

Then again, a sense of humor, when 
it is of the right sort, makes one kinder

Miss Nettie
tells how any young woman may be per­
manently cured of monthly pains by taking 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

“Young WOMEN:— I had frequent headaches of a severe nature, 
! dark spots before my eyes, and at my menstrual periods I suffered 

untold agony. A member of the lodge advised me to try Lydia E.
1 Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound, but I only scorned good advice and 

felt that my case was hopeless, but she kept at me until I bought a 
bottle and started taking it. I soon had the best reason in the worldto 
change my opinion of the medicine, as each day my health improved, and 
finally I was entirely without pain at my menstruation periods. Tam most grateful.”— NETTIE BLACKMORE, 28 Central Aves Minneapolis, Minn.

Painful Periods
1 are quickly and permanently overcome by Lydia E. Pinkham’s 

Vegetable Compound. The above letter is only one of hundreds of 
thousands which prove this statement to be a fact. Menstruation 
is a severe strain on a woman’s vitality,— if it is painful something 
is wrong. Don’t take narcotics to deaden the pain, but remove 
the cause —perhaps it is caused by irregularity or womb dis place- 
ments, or the development of a tumor. W hatever it!S’ Lydia 
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound is guaranteed to cure it. :

If there is anything about your case about which you would li re special 
advice, write freely to Mrs. Pinkham. No man will see your letter. She can 
surely help you, for no person in America has such a wide experience in treat - 
Ing female ills as she has had. She has helped hundreds of thousands of 
women back to health. Her address is Lynn. Mass., and her advice is tie. 
You are very foolish if you do not accept lier kind invitation.
s Details of Another Case.

The doctor's been here seven times 
Since father rode the goat.

He joined the lodge a week ago
Got in at four a.m.,

And sixteen brothers brought him home, 
Though he says he brought them.

His wrist was sprained, and one big rip 
Had rent his Sunday coat-

There must have been a lively time 
When father rode the goat.

He's resting on the couch today
And practicing his signs-

The hailing sign, working grip, 
And other monkey shines;

He mutters passwords ‘neath his breath, 
And other things he'll quote-

They surely had an evening's work 
When father rode the goat.

He has a gorgeous uniform,
All gold and red and blue,

A hat with plumes and yellow braid. 
And golden badges, too.

A sword of finest tempered steel, 
Hilt set with precious stones.

He says this par’phernalia
All came from Pettibone's.

This goat he leads what “Teddy" calls
A very strenuous life. 

Makes trouble for such candidates 
As tackle him in strife.

But somehow, when we mention it,
Pa wears a look so grim,

We wonder if he rode the goat, 
Or if the goat rode him.

make you more than conqueror over 
ever temptation, through him that
loves you."

BABY’S WELFARE.

Every mother is anxious for the
health and welfare of lier little ones,

medicine to make baby well and
and more thoughtful. It helps one to 
see oneself in a critical light. It pre­
sents to one's own eyes one’s imper­
fections and silly frailties. Really it 
does. Humor and egotism are enemies. 
The man or woman Who is filled with 
bubbling good humor, the kind that 
never stings or hurts, can never help 
but see himself or herself in the true 
light.

There's one good thing too that a 
sense of humor does for you.

It gets you out of the notion of 
thinking you are a great martyr. You 
discover that you are boring people 
with your whines and walls. You 
cease and draw rein and wonder what 
it's all about anyhow._

I have often heard people say: 
"When I sit down and think about 
my troubles I nearly go mad."

It’s not difficult to shoot a reply at

keep it well. Thousands of mothersSwimming 11 Sailor Fashion.criss-cross and planning a counter at­
tack of hair-pulling. Don't you think?

After all, life is fun.
It isn't all fun, of course. There are 

troubles that appear and pass every 
day, like figures on a cinematograph

in the
It was a red-headed boy from across house—they say they would not he

them. As proof of this 
Wellwood. Man.,"DEAR MRS. PINKHAM:—Ignorance and| 

carelessness is the cause of most of the suffer-| 
ings of women. I believe that if we properly sheet, but they are just a part of life,
understood the laws of health we would all be As we consider them, do they grow
well but if the sick women only knew the or disappear? There is no man or wo­
ven, nVegetable I man, king or queen, who can escape
truth about Lydia E. 1 inkham S vegetal i troubles. You have to accept them just 
Compound, they would be saved much suiter- as a baby must go through the teeth-
ing and would soon be cured. ing period and the measles and learn-ns 41INedit for five months for a local diffi- ing to go to bed alone In the dark.

1used 10 Toi nve ILL TOOTS Into each life a few shadows must
_ culty which had trout bed me 1 yea 1 | slant. But there is enough sunshine 

and for which I had spent hundreds to make up. And fair weather must 
_of dollars in the vain endeavor to rec- |follow some time, for it can't rain for- 

tify. My life forces were being sapped, ever, can it? 
and I was daily losing my vitality.

774 “Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound cured me completely, and 

I am now enjoying the best of health, and am most grateful and only 
too pleased to endorse such a great remedy.” —Miss JENNIE L EDWARDS, 
604 II St - N. W., Washington, D. C.

Mrs. Pinkham, whose address is Lynn, Mass., will answer cheer- . four -ad without cost all letters addressed to her by sick women.

Mrs. Geo. Kilgore,swimming-hole above the dam that I first
says: "Having 
Tablets for some

used Baby's Ownsaw swim hand-over-hand, time, I can truth­
fully say that they are the best med­
icine I have ever used for little ones. 
I think so highly of the Tablets that 
I always keep them in the house."

A medicine, like Baby's Own Tab­
lets, which so many mothers praise, 
is the right one for your little ones.

4

HA
They are guaranteed to 
neither opiates nor other 
drugs, and can be given

contain 
harmful 
to the

youngest infant with perfect safety. 
Good for teething troubles, constipa- 
tion, diarrhea, simple feverso worms 
and all the minor ailments of M chil-

Weil, then! When it's
raining put up your umbrella of good 
humor and say: "What do I care?

dren. Sold by druggists, or may beI've got a rain coat! "Who’s afraid?"
that. Why doesn't she stand up and 
stop thinking and not go mad? There 
is such a thing as getting away from 

What we could not help we would one's thoughts. Consider the worries

If there were bigger bumps of humor 
on our domes of thought, hearts would 
be better builded.

had by mail at 25 cents a box, by 
writing the Dr. Williams Medicine 
Co., Brockville, Ont.

&


