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{ THAT BABY

Writter for
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Stanley Satellite,
Care Planet,
. Chatham, Ont.:

Esteemed Sir,—This will introduce
to you Master H. C. F. W. Stone, a
very young stranger about to visit
your town. Any kindnesses you may
show him will be regarded as a great
favor; if you have no room for him
in your establishment kindly pilot
him to the Poor House, or the Chil-
dren’s Aid. He has had whooping
cough and measbes, and I'll send you
his certificate of vaccination mnext
week when I send him a clean collar.
He has been baptized and if Rev.
J. J. Ross wants to bring him into
his discussion please don't allow it.
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Ann Amelia's fat face was as pink
and moist as a brisk’walk ‘on a hot
summer morning ceuld make it. She
had hurried home from the butoher’s,
and she tossed her roast of lamb
on the kitchen table. She began
tugging excitedly at her bonnet
strings.

“I must tell sogebody!” she said.

But she was all alobe.

; “I pever was ‘so surprised in
ife 1" § B4 ¢

By this time she had takem. off
her white starched collar, limp with
perspiration.

“I declare I'm going to tell Susan
Vance !”

She could see Susan hanging out
her Menday wash. There was only
a potato-patch separating their two
homes, but the women had not spoken
since their quarrel two years before.
To-day Ann Amelia’s tongue itched
for conversation. She looked across
at diligent Susan with longing eyes.

“She's their cousin, too, so she ought
to be told. Qur quarrel was all
Susan’s own fault, but I can forgive
and forget. I will go.”

She went. She trudged ponderously
with elephantine footsteps across the
potato-patch. The once well-worn
path was lost in weeds. But she made
direct for the apple-tree by Susan’s
‘fence, where the two had chatted
through many a shady hour in hap-
pier days. Susan wore a deep sun-
bonnet, and so did not see¢ Ann Amelia
who stood hesitating, with crimson
face while she eyed the unsuspecting
Susan.

“Say, Mis' Vane.”

Susan whirled, and nearly swallow-
ed the clothes-pin she held between
her thin lips. She pushed her sun-
bonnet back from her startled face,
undx Ann Amelia blurted on desper-
ately.

“Say, Mis' Vane, have you heard
about Lindy Bella "

Poor Susan’s thin, swarthy
turned pale as she answered
What—what's the matter?”’

“I'll tell you. I was down to the
butcher's and my man told me.
Lindy Bella has a baby.”

“You don't say!"”

“I do say. Never was so surprised
in my life. I used to see her and
Joe quite often when they were first
married, three years ago, but sinoe
they began going to the church on
the back road I hardly see them at
alL!!

“And who told your man?”’

“Your own Uncle Hiram. He drove
past there this morning about five
o'cloek, and Joe stepped out to the
fence and asked him if he was going
to town. Your Uncle Hiram said he
was, and then Joo gave your Uncle
Hiram some money and told him to
fetch out a cradle, mind you,—a
cradle! That's the first thing he
said. Your Uncle Hiram was awful
surprised. Then Joe told him all
about the baby. It's a boy. It
weighs eight pounds and a half. It's
five days old.”

“You—doa't—say !”

“T do say. I never was so amazed
in my life.”

“Wonder what they'll call it?”

“Oh, they've named it. Joe told
your uncle. They call him Charles
Farr Westfiedd.”

“Charles Farr Westfield Stone, eh t
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fever, grippe, and all
kindred complaints
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see. Charles Farr, that's Lindy

Bella’s uncle.. Westfield, that’s Gran’
maw Stone’s maiden name. I'm glad
they're all our family names. Won-
der who the baby looks like ¥’

i “Just the living picture of Joe, your

Ungle Hiram says.”

. “Did Uncle Hiram see the baby?”
|  “Yes, he—well now, I'm not sure,
but I think he did. My man didn’t
‘ask many quedtions—he says your

Uncle Hiram's eo deaf it's torture
to talk to him.”

“Yes, he's awful But I'm anxioud
to see that baby.”

“So 'm I. Well, I must run bome
and put my roast in the ovem”
| And they parted, promising to meet
again

Ten minutes later Gran'maw Stone
heard her gate slam, and she looked
up anxiously from the bottle of cher-
ries she was canning. She stood by
the stove where her great, granite
kettle was filled with bubbling fruit.

“Forevermore! Here comes Susan
Vane who hasn't spoke to me for a
year. Her feelings hurt .when she
heard 1 said dhe was a hypocrite.
Well, T npever said it, though 'twas
no lie if I had. I did say she was a
“whitened sepulechre,” and I told her
s0. Says she ‘that means the same
as hypoorife,’ says I ‘if the shoe fits,
put it on.’ What on earth does she
want now " \

Susan was at the open door. “Good
morning, Gran'maw, how lovely your
cherries smell.”

“Yes. Walk in, Susan, and take a
chair. Folks all well ¢’

“All well, thanks, but I can't sit—
I dropped my! washing to run aver
Angd tell you about Joe’s baby.”

“His—what '\

“His baby, five days old.”

“«Forevermore !’ And Gran'maw sat
down by her guest, leaving the cher-
ries to their periL “Why, Susan, can
it be possible 1" <

“Not ooly possible but actually so.
Joe himself told Umecle Hiram. He
told Ann Amelia's husband and she
told me. So, ygou see, we've got it
straight.”

“Forevermore !"

“Yes. Uncle Hiram passed their
place this morning gbout five o'clock,
Ann Amelia says, and Joe ran out
and asked him was he going to town.
Uncle Hiram said he was, then Joe
gave Uncle Hiram some money and
told him to buy him a cradle. Uncle
Hiram saw the baby. It's just a love-
ly boy, weighs eight pounds and a
half, and just the very picture of
Joe.”

“Name it Joe, 1 supposge ?”

“No, they've given it a string of
our family names. Charles Farr,
after Uncle, and Westfield, which
you'll like, your own maiden name.”

“Charles Farr Westfield Stone.
Yes, the name's first-rate. Still, T
(hlnkA'—”

“Yes, 1 think so too. Thoy might
have considerad your feelings @5 great
grandmother and sent you word be-
fore now. Me, I came and told you
as soon as I heard,” said Susan duti-
fully. P

“That's right, Susan, T hope you'll
often run in agaim’

“I will. Is Gladys Blair here yet "

“Yes, ani she's a lovely youngone,
too. Greu! company.’”

“That'’s sv. Well, I must go home
and finish my wash. And she left.

Florrie Fish was sewing as fast as
fingers could fly, for she had pro-
mised to finish a blue cashmere dress
that day. She was the dressmaker,
and in her shop Lindy Bella had séwed
until she married Joe. In her
meagre, old-maidish way, Florrie was
devoted to her late apnrentice, and
was known to her conlidante. As
she re-threaded her needle she glanc-
ed at the clock to see if it was time
to put her two or three potatoes to
roast. Near the clock bung a look-
ing-glass, and Florrie saw the flest-
ing reflection of a woman urrying
up the walk. E
“There's old Gran'maw . Stonel
Come to grumble and snarl, I sup-’
pose. Said she'd never spedsk to me
again, but here she comes, bodily, her
old tongue all whetted for the oc-
casion. Sent me her old black silk
that a rat “wouldnt chew, and ex-1
pected me to make it look respect-
able. When I got it cobbled into
shape as well as apy mortal could,
she crawled into it. Oh my days!
I'll never forget it—she looked down
et the dress and then at me. Then
she took a long, long look in the
glass, and finally she says, kind of
sad and far-away like, ‘Well, well,
Florrie, I may be old and very poor,
but, {hanks to beaven, I'm not a
cripple.” Then,  behold, e tore it
off, and lifted the stove-lid and thrust
the whole concern in the fire. Says
I ‘Mis’ Stone, I can't make a silk
purse out of an old sow's ear.” Says
she, ‘Florrie Fish, I'll never pay you.'
Says I ‘Don’t, them,’ and came home.
Here she is. Maybe her conscience
pricks her to pay me.”

“Morning, Klorrie; awful hot day.
See you're busy.”

“Yes, always busy. No rest for the
wicked, you know. Also, Satan will
find mischief still for idle hands to
do.”

“Forevermore, how you quote Scrip-
ture. Heard from Lindy Bella late-
ly ¢

“Yek, she writes every few weeks
if I don't see her. I've not seen her
since Kaster, but last week she sent
me two pounds of butter and a basket
of plums, just for a present. She's
s0 good-hearted.”

“Pity her baby wasn't a girl so
she could of named it for you,”” ob-
served Gran'maw with jealous sar-

casm.

“What. What did you say?”’

“QOh, are you hard of hearing, Flor-
rief But then, I'm npot surprised.
You've lived a lone, negleoted life,
Florrie, and you’re no longer young,
so, and I often tell folks, it’s po
wonder you're so loose in your facul-
ties.” i

Florrie’s homely face flushed with
honest resentment, she she held hexn
tongue. Gran’maw talked on.

«I suppose with Lindy Bella writ-
ing to you every few days you weren't’
so surprised as the rest us ¥’

This was really Florrie's first in-
timation, but she sized the chance to
tease the old lady by a pretended
familiarity with the topic. “Lindy
Bella has a baby, has she”
the dressmeker in an indulgent drawl
which suggested I-know-all-about-it-
but-I-like-to-hear-your- tongue- rat-

tle. This was se provoking to Gran'<
maw that, after a few more efforts
| to draw Florrie out, she said spite-
fully “Oh yes; some gossiping dress=

o ‘ ?!,mv.r- ._!..,; i.,.:,"'.i.;. .
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It is courting danger to stand under
icy eaves. Not a few have learned this
to their cost. Every winter injury and
even death are as the result of
this carelessness. But there is a far
more way of courting danger.
Ever{ man or woman who neglects a
eonf {8 inviting sickness, and many a
fatal sickness has its beginning in a slight
cough.
timely use of Dr. Pierce’s Golden
Medical Discovery will cure the cough.
Even when the cough is obstinate and
there is hemorrhage with emaciation and
weakness, "Golden Medical Discovety”
always helps and almost always cures.

"1 was troubled with a bad cold, which settled
on my M atrd leRk me with &
cough,” writes Mr. Joseph D. Burns, of 3

Huestis Street, Ithaca, New
York. *Iused two bottles of
your * Golden Medical Discov-
ery, after which my cough
disappeared entirely. I can.
not recommend your medi
cine too highly.”

Accept no substitute for
® Golden Medical Discov-
ery.” There is nothing

“just as good” for dis-
eases of the stomach,
blood, and lungs. Sub-
stitution means a little
more profit to the dealer
but a loss to you.

The Common Sense
Medical Adviser, 1008
large pages, in paper
covers, is sent free on
receipt of 31 one-cent
stamps to pa(( expense of
customs and mailing
only. Address Dr. R. V.
Pierce, Buffalo, N. Y.

makers always know lots besides their
prayers. Good-day, Florrie!” and she
left with a bad taste in her mouth.
Poor Florrie! She was too busy
to call on a neighbor, but she resolv-
ed to dispense with dinner so she
might sew instead, then early in the
afternoon she could hurry down and
see that baby herself.

And the news spread. By noon
there were not three women in town
who had not heard of that baby.
Barly in the afternoon of the same
hot day, two old women and a little
girl were seen walking down to Joe
Stone's farm, three miles away. The
heat was fiercely oppressive, and the
trio rested in the shade of every way-
side tree.

The little girl was Gladys Blair,
and she held fast to the hand of
Gran’maw in spite of the heat. The
other woman was old Mrs. Maroon,
Gran'maw's dearest crony. She is
very old; her hands are gnarled with
rheumatism, and her soft, mild face
has hundreds of little wrinkles. Half
the time her spectacles are doing duty
before her eyes, and half the time
resting above her forhead. Even in
summer she carries a Paisley shawl.
At last they rested under a tree
beside Joe’s fence. Old Mrs. Maroon
dared not sit on the ground for fear
of rheumatics—and snakes, so they
leaned against the rail fence. They
ocould see Joe at work across the field
slowly piling up rotted stumps to
burn. They look at him intently.
His grandmother says “What ambiti-
ous folks do have for their children!
Just look at Joe now. See what vim
he puts into every lick as he thinks
of that baby!"

“He does, indeed. He toils in per-
fect fremzy to acoumulate wealth for
his offspring. Well, well, human na-
ture, I suppose.”

They moved slowly on. They saw
Joe's house half-hidden among the
cool green maples at the end of the
lape. It was an old log house, and a
huge trumpet-vine climbed across the
front with humming-birds stealing
honey from its scarlet blossoms. And
the bees hummed drowsily in the
hollyhocks at the gate.

“My, don't it look cool and restful I”
paid Old Mrs. Maroon longingly.
“Yes, and not only that, Mis' Ma-
roon, but the whole place looks dif-
ferent to what it used to. A house
‘where there is a baby always takes
on a look of its own—seems cheery
and inviting."”

“It does 80," assented Old Mrs. Ma-
roon.

“Now can’'t you just feel that baby's
presence when you look at the
house ¢

“[ can so. It never had such;a wel-
coming aspect before ¢ answered Old
Mrs.. Maroon, and they prattled on
{ill they reached the kitchen door.
They peeked in with their heads
twisted sparrow-wise.

“Lindy Bella Stone! What are you
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He Used Dedd’s Dyspepsia Tablets
and was Cured of a Disagreeable
Though very Common Complaint.

Were you ever troubled with food
and gas rising in your throat ? Have
you ever had an evening spoiled by
the objectionable matter coming be-
tween you and an agreeable conver-
sation? When it was the greatest
of agony to keep it down and the
hel;ght of bad breeding to do anything
else ?

Have you bewailed the fate that
doomied you to such torture i If you
did, you were wrong, It's not fate
at all; it’s your own stupidity. Others
have been in a similar fix and bave
got out of it. Howf Simply by usi
Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets. They ar
80 pleased they are _telling others
about it every day.. W. H. Harmer,
of Avonmore, N. B., is one of them.
Li,-}on totw'bn.t he t:;ynm A

0T Aa st rRBIM - wikh: Y fond
rising in my throat, Dodd’s Dyspepsia
Ta/ stopped it Others around
lets with equally good results.”
He doesn't say much, but it is to
the point. If you are troubled with

gas or food rising in your throat—
if you are troubled with any of the
mor discomforts of Dyspepsia, Uise
i ‘s Dyspepsia Tablets

i Lio: will be speedy, the cure perman-
! ent. §

here have used Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tab-
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doing ¢ Blacking the stovet For-

evermore !”

Sure enough, Lindy Bella, with her
strong right hamd in one of Joe's
old mittens, was polishing ber stove
vigorously. When she heard Gran'-
maw - .. .l rebuke she fose to greet
her g ..s. She was a plump, pretty
girl dressed in a fancy green muslin,
once her best. The skirt was very
short. Her round pleasant face was
crowned with a mop of flaxen bair.
She smiled merrily at her visitors.

“Why yes, Gran'maw, I am. Any-
thing wicked about that§ Don't you
ever black yoursf” :

“0f course I do.
downright foolish.” :

“Yes, that’s what everybody said
when I married your grandson,”
laughed Lindy Bella. “Lay off your
hats and I'll put them away.”

Evidently she intended to take no
advice from her elders, so the old
ladies sat down and sullenly began
knitting. She sat dowm, too, and in-
quired after her old-time friends in
town.

Voices were heard outside. Ann
Amelia was coming, with Susan Vane
behind her. They had come up the
back lape while Gran’'maw and com-
pany came down the front. Ann
Amelia strode in and gave Lindy Bella
a resounding kiss. Susan did the
same, only with less ostéentation.
Both spoke in whispers.

“Here, Lindy Bella, is some saffron
and arrowroot I’ve brought gou. It’s
good,” murmured Susan.

“They tell me,” said Ann Amelia
in the same breath, “that it tooks
like Joe.” !

Lindy Bella beamed with pride.
“«8o it ‘does, Ann Amelia, just the
very picture of him.” She laid hold
of their hats and carried them off
somewhere. They believed she would
bring the baby back to the kitchen
with her.

A passing load of
Joe's lapne. A dusty
off and rushed to the house. It was
Florrie Fish. She entered grandly,
ma jestically, and asked no quéstions.
She greeted the assemblage most
politely, and eve rybody was impressed
that she knew all particulars. She
hid her ignorance by getting to work
at some button-holes in the blue
cashmere. ~

Ann Amelia and Susan, Old Mrs.
Maroon and Gran'maw, there they
sat ; they longed to ask questions, but
it would not do to expose their ignor-
ance before Florrie; it would please
her too well; she looked so superior,
8o well informed. No matter; if she
knew everything, so did they—or any-
how they would make her believe
they did. They would fool her, these
four, by scheme agreed upon, not by
spoken word but by private syst’em
of telepathy antedating Maiconi.
Anyhow, it was mean of Lindy Bella
not to show them the baby at once.
They were disappointed in her; it
wasn't like her to act 8o reserved ;
but if she wanted to be hateful, well,
then, let her; they wouldn’t gratify
her by asking another word about the
youngone till she let them see it.
1t was probably asleep and she would
<how it to them when it woke. S0
they thought about it and talked
about everything else until five
o'clock, when Miss Holland came.
She boarded with Lindy Bella and
taught school. She was of neutral
appearance with that good, strong,
plain face that the world reverences
because it reverences itself ; it is tha
face that missionaries earry Wi b
them into heathen lands, and
lazy man omnce counted seven suth
faces where twelve veteran scheu.-
ma’ams were gathered together.

They soon Jeit the kitchen, for
Lindy Bella led them to the parlor,
where she wished them to be enter-
tained by Miss Holland while supper
was being prepared. The log house
was Mot small, and a hallway ran
straight from front door to back. On
one side an arched door was cut and
draped with green curtains. This led
into the parlor. On the other side of
the hall were two doors, one for a
bedroom, one for upstairs. Back of
the log house a kitchen of lumber
was added.. The parlor looked cool-
ed and comfortable with its rag car-
pet, home-made rugs and rocking-
chairs. A pretty lamp and a photo-
graph album graced the small centre
table ; several pictures hung on the
wall ; one was a portrait, very new,
and to it Linda Bella pointed with
pride.

“There,” said she, “is Joe's new pic-
ture that was brought home yester-
day; but you've heard about it al-
ready, for, as Ann Amelia was say-
ing, it's just exaotly like him.” And

she departed, leaving them to be en-
tertnhg‘d t%'fM“. ‘who show-
ed them the photograph album, like-
wise some Battenburg lace she and
Lindy Bella were making, and by &
dozen devices she strove to please
them—and failed. Every visitor was
disappointed. “Perhaps,” whispered
©Old Mrs. Maroon to Gran'maw, “per-
Haps the ohild is blindyor crippled, or
something unhuman that Lindy Bella
is ashamed to have us see.,” “Like
enough ' rej lied Gran'maw enthusi-
astically, “Why, I  knew a family
of Pefersen’s who hid their girl for
years because she had a pig’s foot
in place of her nose!’ This whisper
was passed on to Ann Amelia and
Susan. It cheered them - but they
wouldn’t repeat it to Florrie Fish ;
she knew too iuch already. She sat
smiling as persistently as if a photo-
grapher were begging her to look
pleasant, please.

A sigh of relief went up when sup-
per was ready. They filed out prim-
ly and eat around the table, hoping
the clatter of dishes would wake the
baby and make’ him howl till his mo~
ther would be forced to ackmowledge
him.

s A \

Joo Stone, father of tha alleged in-
fant, came in to eat’his supper. H3
was young, and a good enough farm-
er, though his sad, sanctified counten-
ance looked better fitted for.presiding
over either pulpit or hearse. He was
always so; even in boyhood he had
been sad and silent, But on this day
he Wore a faint smile of - 1-concealed

ride. It was vory }jnt ‘indeed—but

he women uoticed it

Socially, the supper was a failure,
Joe had never uttered ten comsecutive
words in his life, so nobody expected
him t6 become entertaining now.
tlilindy v a?d wﬁ“ for tea-
uced mevera topics for -
table discourse, but each
conversation died young in t
Theso guests came not to talk at any
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- of Pinkliam Cures

The wonderful power of Lydia E. Pinkham’s
kind is not because it is a stimulant,
wonderful tonic and reconstructor ever discovered to act directly upon the whole
CURING disease and restoring health and vigor.
rted from all parts of the country by waimen who have been cured, trained
cures, and physicians who have
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound and are fair enough to give

Marvelous cures are re

nurses who have witnesse

VYegetable Compound over the diseases of woman-
not because it is a palliative, but simply because it is the most
uterine system, positively

recognized the virtue in Lydia E.
credit where it is due.

One of Many Women Cured by Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound,
Without Submitting to an Operation, Writes: —

«Drar Mrs. Pinkrnam:— 1 was a great sufferer for three years, had some of the leading physicians,

and they all said nothing but an operation would cure me, but to that I would not submit.

“T picked up a paper and saw your advertisement and made u
had falling and inflammation of the womb and
gevere headache, did not know what it was to be without a pain or an ache
After three months’ use of it, I felt like a new woman. 1 still sound the praise of Lydia
Vegetable Compound.” —Mgs. W

I
pains across small of back,
until I used your medicine.
E. Pinkham’s

y my mind to try your medicine.
a flow of whites all the time,

A. Cowax, 1804 Bainbridge St, Philadelphia, Pa.

A Graduate Nurse, Convinced by Cures, Endorses Lydia E. Pinkham’s

Vegetable Compound.

«Dgar Mrs. Pinkmam: — Ministering

She Writes:—

to the sick I have had numerous chances to compare Lydia

E. Pinkham’s Vogetable Compound with other medicines in cases of diseases of women, and the

number of cures recorded where your medicine was used convinced me that it
Doctors certainly must know the value of Lydia E.
I am convinced that you deserve
CATHERINE JACKSON, 769 Beaubien St., Detroit, Mich.”

medicine for a sick woman.
Compound.

Mrs,
Emergency Association.)
Many

Lydia

is the safest and surest

Pinkham’s Vegetable
the splendid record you have made. — Yours very truly, ,
(Graduate Nurse and President Detroit

Physicians Admit that no Medicine Known to the Profession Equals
E. Pinjkham’

s Compound for the Cure of Woman's llls,

and We are Permitted to Publish the Following : —

“Dear Mrs. Pingnam:—It gives me
Vegetable Compound very efficacious, and

“ My oldest daughter found it very
daughter is using it for female weakness

« 1 freely advocate it as a most reliable gpecific in all disorders which wosnen are
honest endorsement. — Yours very truly, SAran C. Bricuaxm,

If physicians dared to be frank and open, hundreds

prescribe Lydia
experience that it can be relied u

Women who are troubled with painful or
leucorrheea, falling, inflammation or uleeration of the uterus
dizziness, faintness, indigestion, nervous prostration or the
the serious consequences, and be restored to
fompound, and then write to
mha& had such a vast and successful ex

should ask for and: follow

Vegetable

Every suffering woman
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see, and were visibly anpoyed at their
failure, though both hostesses strove
to create an atmosphere of cheery
hospitality.

The tiresome supper was almost |
ended. They heard the gate slam,
and heavy bools came clumping up
the path. Uncle Hiram marched in,
and proudly set that baby's cradle,
fit for a little Kking, beside Joe's
clhair.

“Here, Joe, I've brung the cradle.
It took all the money you give me,
and five dollars more—but I dont be-
grudge that, so dom't mention it. And
here's another little present I've
brung, too,” and Uncle Hiram fumbled
open a parcel, exhibiting three sticks
of peppermint ecandy and a little pair
of copper-toed boots. He set them
down beside Joe's plate with much
gualo. Then he glanced arouad the

Continued On Page 7.
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Paine’s Celery Compound

Rapidly Repairs Wasted Tis- |

sue, Puts in Firm Condition

and Expels Waste Poisons
From the System

The tissues of the human body are !|

rapidly wasted by fevers, and great |
quantities of waste poison are poured
into the blood. The rapid break down
of tissue and the charging of the!
blood with poisons, bring unfortunate
victims to a condition of weakness '
and h that is pitiable to

behold. Thousands of young and old , -

who have just passed the critical |
stages of typhoid, inflammatory, gas- .
trie, typhus, intermittent and other |
forms of fevers, demand the closest
attention and byst treatmenmt if life |
is to be saved. i
With true candor, honesty and |
earnestness we suggest and urge the |
use of nature’s nerve food and !
nourisher, Paine's Oelery Compound,
the meficine in the world that
‘has proved its value as e builder of -
‘wasted tissue, a bracer of weak and
irritated merves, a never-failing blood
purifier and enricher. Paine's Celery
Compound hes made tens of thou-
sands well and strong; it bhas saved
afflicted ones from t e “when
o
rtifies feeb!

eve else
mm» quic]
; it gives them

men and women ;
robust health that mekes life a

E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound In severe cases of female ills,

am 3 Wb
othex  sliaw's

hat |
oy, | "Phone 85 ‘

reat pleasure to state that I have found Lydia E. Pinkham’s |
have often prescribed it for female difficulties.
beneficial for uterine trouble some two years ago, and my youngest
and as a tonic, and is slowly but surely gaining strength and bealth.
gubject to, and give it @
M.D., 4 Brigham Park, Fitchburg, Mass.
of them would acknowledge that they constantly
i ills, as they know by
to effect a cure.
irregular menstruation, backache, bloating (or flatulence),
ovarian troubles, that “ bearing-down ” fpe
blues, should take immediate action to ward off |
rfect health and strength by taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s .
rs. Pinkham, Lynn, Mass., for further free advice. No living !
ience in treating female ills, She has guided thousands to /|

FOR -
Sap Buckets,
Sap Spiles,
Sap Pans and
Sugar-Making Tools
go to

| Quinn & Patterson.

They have everything re-
quired for the purpose. Their
prices' re the ‘owestin Chat-

® ham, and the goods are the
best that c an be bought. - '

[ QUINN & PATTERSON.

El e s s

To get your old carpet manufactur-
ed into beautiful, durable rugs at
prices that are right. Call and see.
Factory opposite Piggott &

ber office in J. & J. Older
? VTHE CHATH:
© | THE CRA Y AOTORY.
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