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1 her rush toward him, and he was 
partly conscious of another person en­
tering the door. But for the moment 
all his attention was centered on get­
ting the money bag away from the 
man who was trying to'escape with it.

Dan's antagonist was a vicious 
fighter and would have been a pretty 
even match for Dan under ordinary 
circumstances. As it was, with his 
right hand helpless, Dan felt as 
though it was an almost impossible 
the world.
tight—as though he had no chance In

It was only for a moment, though, 
that Dan felt this way. Then, with 
a sudden surge of strength, he fought 
himself free from his antagonist and 
leaped to his feet. With his good left 
hand he caught up the money bag, 
which had dropped from his anta­
gonist’® grasp, and made for the door. 
He heard the girl scream again. At 
any moment he expected to hear a 
shot from her revolver. But he didn’t 
dare wait; he must get away.

Dan plunged at the dark doorway 
and then stopped short. Standing in 
the doorway, grinning at him, was a 
huge bulk of a man—a man who was 
even larger than Dan himself. And 
in the man's right hand was an auto­
matic with which he was covering 
Dan.

"We've got him!" cried the grin­
ning man. "Good work, Miss Daug- 
herty!"

Dan turned to see the girl covering 
his recent antagonist with her re­
volver while the latter moaned on 
the floor. But the girl's eyes were 
on Dan, big and sorrowful.

“We’ll split the reward," went on 
the man who was covering Dan.,

Dan whirled around at this.' 
“You’re a detective?" queried Dan. 
“Sure .one of the Financial Insti-

THE MONEY BAG.
By FRANK H. WILLIAMS.

Dan Thumma dropped the heavy 
bag of currency on the floor at his 
feet as he sank into a chair at the 
rude table. He drew his automatic 
from his hip pocket and put it on the 
table in front of him. Then he re­
laxed for the first time in twenty- 
four hours. He was tired, dead tired, 
and he was glad of the respite, glad 
of the chance for resting before again 
trying to make his getaway.

Of course there was no telling how 
long the respite would last. Dan had 
only by a stroke of luck managed to 
elude his pursuers and reach this 
lonely cabin on the mountainside 
where as a boy he had been accus­
tomed to spend the nights when on 
hunting expeditions. And, too, there 
was as yet no certainty that he could 
accomplish his getaway in safety. 
He knew that his great height, his 
striking features, his breadth of chest 
made him a marked man and In­
creased his difficulties.

It was good to relax, to yawn and 
stretch himself. Perhaps he might 
even snatch a few moments of sleep.

Dan slumped more comfortably into 
the chair. Forty winks would do 
wonders for him. Just forty-

Almost at the Instant he was drift­
ing into slumberland, Dan’s wander­
ing senses came instantly to their 
usual alertness.

Behind him, in the small kitchen 
adjoining the room where he was 
seated, he heard a noise. And with a 
sort of sixth sense he became aware 
that someone was watching him 
through a crack in the kitchen door.

Dan wondered whether this 
watcher was an old or new enemy— 
he had no idea that it might be a 
friend. But it wouldn't do to frighten 
the watcher away.

So Dan. with unhurried movements 
took from his vest pocket the tiny 
mirror by which he made a semblance 
of a toilet when he was roughing it 
and cupped it in his hand so that by 

. razing in it he could see the door be­
hind him.

-AND You RUSH OUT AND- AND THE TELEGRAM HAS 
BEEN DELAYED SO You HAVE 
T HUSTLE. To GET READY 
To LOOK YOUR VERY BEST

WHEN YOUR SWEETIE WHO
WENT AWAY MAD TELEGRAPHS 
THAT HE WILL BE ON THE 
8.4-0 TRAIN AND To MEET 
HIM IF You 
LOVE HIM

HAIL A PASSING TAXI
ALTHO You REALLY SHOULDN T 
AFFORD IT

TVTerry Shows Her Temper and Flings 
Sheridan‘s Money On the Floor

The next thing that had happened 
was a call made on board “Silver- 
wood" by Mr. Phillips, of whom Mrs. 
Harkness secretly disapproved, re­
garding him as a worldly, cynical 
man. who had no good influence over 
Mr. Miles.

He had come nosing around, had 
suggested the right cabin for Miss 
Divine, and had brought a parcel of 
novels which Harky had overheard 
him say that "her sort was sure to 
like."

He had learned that she prided 
herself on a knowledge of French. 
Here was her chance to air it! These 
books would keep the young person 
from being so bored that she'd get 
into mischief.

WHO’S WHO IN THE STORY.
Teresa Desmond (Terry), lovely and 

unbelievably innocent, is imper­
sonating her beautiful half-sister, 

Juliet Divine, known as the Million 
Dollar Doll, whose sketchy career is 
unknown to Terry.

Miles Sheridan, Terry's "Dream 
Prince," furnished the money for 
her convent education when she 
was a child. His wife is making 
him wretched with her infidelity, 
and in order to facilitate her ob­
taining a divorce, Miles offers the 
Million Dollar Doll $20,000 to take 
a yacht trip with him, stipulating 
that he will not “trouble" the girl. 
This, he knows, will give his wife 
sufficient grounds for divorce. Juliet 
in unable to take the trip herself, 
but working on" her little sister's 
gratitude to Miles, she persuades

Ill Iemm
OH-M-M- BOY ! WHAT A 
RELIEF !! AIN'T IT A

GR -R-R-RAND AND 
GLOR- R-R-RIOUS FEELIN’?

TA TATA 
TYA

AND WHEN You GET To THE 
STATION JUST To SEE IF HE 
MAY BE WANDERING AROUND 
THE INFORMATION CLERK TELLS 
You THAT HIS TRAIN IS LATE 
AND WON’T BE IN FOR » 
ANOTHER TEN MINUTES :

- AND THERE IS AN ACCIDENT 
ON THE WAY DOWN AND YOUR 
TAX: GETS CAUGHT. IN THE 
Traffic JAMThen, if not before, Harky had 

realized to the full, and bitterly, the 
sort of woman she had to "maid." A 

Terry to go in her place. Terry is "show girl.” who’d name herself 
. .. -4-------------_. .— “Divine” and wear tights on beaches

and in theatres must be pretty bad, 
but one who could only be kept out 
of mischief by having a lot of low

counterpart of herexquisitean 1
sister.

Betty Sheridan, Miles’ wife, is deeply 
in love with

Paul di Salvano, a handsome Italian. 
Eustace Nazlo, a wealthy Greek, who 

does not know of Terry’s relation­
ship to Juliet, is in love with the 
younger girl.

4
French novels to read was a wicked 
wench.

Not that Mrs. Harkness could read 
a word of French herself, but she 
hadn’t lived to be sixty years old 
for nothing. She knew that all 
French people (before the war though, 
of course, not since) and all French 
novels before and after and forever, 
were peculiarly debased.

Now. here was the girl throwing 
these books on the floor, disclaiming 
them, and refusing to accept what 
could only be called her wages!

Mrs. Harkness would have liked

Agency's detec-= A tution Protective 
tives."

demanded"Where’s your star?" 
Dan.Poor little Terry, unaware of her 

sisters reputation and of how she 
must appear in the eyes of the 
world, starts the voyage with Miles, 
who does not recognize in her the 
little girl he befriended so long 
ago. Mrs. Harkness, his old ser­
vant, is sternly disapproving of 
the Million Dollar Doll.
Terry refuses the $10,000 which 

Miles sends her by Mrs. Harkness.

CHAPTER XXXII.
TOO LATE FOR TANTRUMS.

Mrs. Harkness hated Betty Sheri­
dan. She would have liked to wring 
her neck, and would stoically have

“Here." Was the reply, as a coat 
lapel was pushed back and a star 
flashed at Dan. "And Miss Daugher- 
ty’s got one, too."

For a moment there was silence in 
the room. Then, suddenly. Dan burst 
out in a wild gale of laughter.

“What’s so funny?" demanded the 
detective.

"Nothing much," said Dan. "Only 
I’m against this thing of not letting 
operatives know each other. I 
thought Miss Daugherty and you were 
all members of the gang of thieves 
who swiped the money and from 
whom I got the money bag. I thought 
you were of Husky Bill’s gang here," 
he Indicated his late antagonist still 
lying on the floor. “Bill’s gang’s been 
trying to get the dough from me 
ever since I got it away from them, 
I've bad a hek of a time escaping 
from them.”

"What're you talking about?"

to say something, but she didn't 
know what to say. She had, under 
her sternly conscientious skin and 
thicker outer coverings the heart of 
a universal mother. She loved and 
yearned over lonely young creatures, 
and could hardly resist them when 
they were in sorrow.

This was a bad. very bad. girl: 
shameless! Yes, that was the woru 
to use for her, but to see those slim 
little shoulders—shoulders of a child, 
almost—shake with sobs, and to think 
of the wretch's loneliness, with no 
one to like her on board, made the 
old woman's heart "turn In her 
breast."

She went out quickly, lest she 
should be weak enough to waste 
some word of sympathy on the 
worthless one; and. bursting with 
her news, she made straight for her 
master’s quarters—the suite on the 
deck above, which lately he had 
taken for his own.

"You told me there'd be no answer 
at present to the message you sent. 
Mr. Miles." the old woman reminded 
him when she had knocked, “but the 
young madam, who prefers me to call 
her ‘Miss,’ wished me to wait; and 
there is an answer after all."

"Oh, very well," returned Sherldan, 
indifferently. "Put it on the desk. 
Harky." He scarcely looked up. for 
he was engaged in reading a for­
midable heap of letters and tele­
grams. which had arrived for him 
just before "Silverwood" sailed.

When Mrs. Harkness began piling 
a number of French novels on his 
desk, however, his attention was at- 
tracted. "For Heaven's sake, what 
are all those?" he wanted to know.

"The madam said they were ‘dis- 
gusting,’ and threw them on the 
floor," Harky informed her master 
with relish.

He looked surprised, then burst 
out laughing. "I dare say she's right.” 
he said. "But I shan't be able to 
judge for myself, for I've no Intention 
of reading them. Is that all the 
‘answer’ she sent?"

"Indeed, and it is not. all, Mr 
Miles." replied the old woman. “Here 
is the rest." And she laid on the 
desk the ten one thousand dollar 
notes, which Sheridan had inclosed in 
the envelope addressed to Miss 
Divine.

“Madam sent these back. At least, 
she throwed them on the floor with 
the French books. And the message 
was. she won’t take your money.

"The devil she won’t!" ejaculated 
Sheridan. He stared at the notes, 
bewildered. "Did she say she'd ex­
pected more—or—anything of that 
kind?"

"Not another word did she speak at

M. 3. Dan felt a distinct thrill at what 
he saw. For it was a girl’s face he 
glimpsed in the mirror—a young girl 
and a pretty girl. And, as the girl’s 
face flashed into view on Dan's 
pocket mirror, he knew with that in­
stinctive knowledge which Is more 
divine than human, that here was 
the one girl for whom he had been 
holding his heart fresh all his 28 
year or life.

But" the appearance of the girl 
presented a problem. Of course, 
there was nothing to fear from her, 
but still she might be one of the 
crowd who were trying to prevent 
his get-away with the bag of boodle 
at his feet.

For a moment or two Dan con­
sidered the matter. Then, with char-
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Mothers and 
Their ChildrenHambone’s 

Meditations 
By J. P. Alley.

“You Said It, Marceline!”
— --By MARCELINE d’ALROY— ==== 

ON MEN WITH "CENTS"

to the chair for It.gone
Miles had told her that,When Mr.

if she was too virtuous to take care 
of Miss Divine, be d have to let her 
br'ng a strange maid on board. Harky 
agreed to do everything necessary 
with outward politeness and respect. 
It was only when she broke down 
and wept a little because of the 
trouble come upon her own dear hoy. 
and the bitter way he was taking to 
end it. that he comforted her in one 
respect.

He hadn't, he assured her, the 
slightest personal Interest in Miss 
Divine, and didn't intend to bother 
himself With the girl except in port, 
when a certain part had to be played 
in public, to make the whole thing 
worth while.

With enough “CENTS" 
To make dollars;
And enough SENSE to know 
That though their dollars 
HELP the machinery of life 
To run more SMOOTHLY, 
Money is NOT EVERYTHING; 
Neither will it buy everything. 
And men must remember

Nice women
CANNOT BE BOUGHT.
Yet, just the same, 
They have to be PAID FOR.

What would life be
WITHOUT the MENt
What would Christmas be
Without SANTA CLAUS?

That’s the ANSWER!
Of course, men are not every- 

thing,
But NOTHING seems much 

Without them.

They really ARE 
The LIFE of the party.
But they must be “NICE MEN,"

SOME FOLKS GOES THU 
LIFE IN SECH A HURRY 
You CAIN’T NEVUH TELL 
EF DE REASON FUR IT 
IS IN FRONT uv ‘EM ER 
BEKIME EM! ,----------- *

growled the detective.
"Only this—the reward will be split I 

three ways." Dan turned back the 
lapel of his coat. "I'm one of the 
agent's detectives, too."

"Well. I'll be blowed!" exclaimed 
the detective

Dan turned to the girl and found 
her eyes shining at him with a prom­
ise in them that thrilled him to his 
very soul.

“What do you say?" he asked the 
girl.

"I'm glad—so very, very glad!" she 
cried.

And impulsively she caught his un­
wounded hand in her’s and held it 
.tight.
(Copyright, 1923, by McClure News­

paper Syndicate.)

acteristic directness he dropped 
mirror on the table, grabbed 
automatic with his right hand.

the 
his 

and
leaping from his seat, raced to the 
kitchen door. Dan heard a little 
gasp. The door was slammed in 
his face. But Dan thrust vigorously 
against the door with his shoulder.

The door gave way suddenly, and 
with difficulty he saved himself from 
falling headlong into the kitchen.

When Dan regained his balance, he 
found himself looking straight into 
the barrel of a wicked-looking revol­
ver calmly pointed at him by the 
girl, who eyed him belligerently. And 
even in this startling situation he 
noted with delight that the girl was 
just the right height, that she was 
well built, and that evidently she 

i was a match for his own resource­
fulness and courage. As he noted! 
all this, his heart leaped to her. He 
knew that his life and his soul were 
irrevocably hers.

For a moment, Dan eyed the girl, 
smiling a little, while she returned 
his glance, unflinchingly and coldly.

“Well." said Dan at last.
"Well," said the girl, in a rather

E

ES A SLEEPING BAG FOR BABY.
|One Mother Says:

For summertime, after a baby is 
five or six months old, a sleeping 
bag keeps him well wrapped up at 

night. This should be made of mus- 
lin or outing flannel. Use a single 
piece of material, blanket size, fold­
ing it in the middle, crosswise. Sew 
it together on one end and the other 
side and fasten the top in two places, 
a few inches apart, with hooks and

imp
And CLEVER men,

CURED FACEDISFri
Copyright, 1923. Premier Syndicate, Inc.

The Young Chuck Refuses To Take 
Advice From Old Mr. Toad

Very Sore. Itched and Burned. 
Could Not Sleep. Cuticura Heals. 1-10

“My face became affected with 
large, hard, red pimples that were 

very sore. They sealed 
.over and itched and burned 
(.80 that I could not sleep. 
€IMy face was awfully dis- 
/ figured for the time being.

"I read an advertise- 
ment for Cuticura Soap 
and Ointment and sent for 

a free sample. My face began to feel 
better so I purchased more, end 
when I had used four cakes of Soap 
and one and one-half boxes of Oint­
ment I was healed.” (Signed) Miss 
Lillian R. Ladue, Jericho, Vt.

Cuticura Soap, Ointment and Tal­
cum are all you need for every-day 
toilet and nursery purposes.
Sample: HechFreeby Mell. Address: “Lymans, Lim- 

866 St Paul St., W., Montreal. Sold every- Thee. Soap 2e.Ointment 26 and 50e. Talcum 25c. 
pas“Cuticura Soap shaves without mus.

ht. onca. w The 4-1 land
He was going to see things he never 
had seen before. He was really out

eyes. Put the baby inside and fasten 
the bag over each shoulder. In the 
hottest weather a thin sheet will do

When Old Mr. Toad left him. the 
young Chuck, who had run away from 
home, sat in the bushes at the head 
of the Long Lane and did the first 
real thinking he had ever done in 
all his life. Down in his heart, he 
knew that the advice of Old Mr. 
Toad to go back home was good, 
sound advice. But he wouldn’t ad­
mit it. No. sir. he wouldn't admit it.

ARENin the Great World. He felt very for covering and little or no cloth- 
big and very bold. But as he ran, ing need be worn under such a bag. 
ho had enough sense to try to keep This is especially handy for vaca-

al), sir. When she'd throwed the 
books and the money on the floor, 
the next thing it was herself she 
throwed—on the bed, and with that 
she burst out crying."

"Doesn’t like lier quarters, per­
haps." mumbled Sheridan. "Or she’s 
annoyed because she doesn't find a 
noisy lot of people to Jazz with. All 
the same she ought to have under­
stood what she was in for.

"Well, It's too late tor tantrums 
now! Were off and away. But I 
suppose I must write to her again 
sooner or late—or see her. Dashed 
bore:"
In tomorrow’s installment, Cinderella 

and the Prince meet once more.
(Copyright. 1925, by The Boll 

Syndicate, Inc.)

deep voice. "The game's up. Go and 
get that bag and bring it here."

Dan felt a chill of dismay at this.
"So," said Dan. "you're one of the 

gang of thieves that's trying to get 
it away from me?"

The girl shrugged her shoulders 
ever so slightly. .,

"When thieves fall out ---she 
quoted. "That money was stolen 
from the First National Bank at 
Brampton last Tuesday. The thief 
got away. You're the thief, and — 
I’m going to get the money.

Dan laughed a bit at this. And yet 
on second thought he felt the situa- 
tion wasn’t such a laughing mattei 
after all. The girl had the drop on 
him. she was coolly determined and 
he felt she was capable of shooting 
him if she felt like it. What could he

tion time.
(Copyright, 1923. Associated Editors.)

out of sight as much as possible.| 
He kept in the tallest grass. And so 
at last he came to. the edge of 
Farmer Brown's barnyard.
(Copyright. 1923. by T. W. Burgess.) 

The next story: "The Young Chuck|
Scares and Is Scared."

INVINCIBLE 
M 

QUICK 
COCOANUT 
PUDDING

ONE OF A DOZEN 
“QUICK" DESSERTS

Economical - Nourishing
Add milk to the contents 
of a package of INVINC- 
IBLE Cocoanut Pudding. 
Stir, boil for a few minutes 
and serve.

Insist on
McLAREN’S INVINCIBLE

Sold by all Grocers
Made by MeLAREXS LIMITED, 

Hamilton and Winnipeg. 16

Dictation Dave
By C. L. Funnell.“That"Pooh! Pooh!" said he.

funny, little, homely fellow probably 
has reason to be afraid. If I were 
no bigger than he. I would be afraid. 
Of course, there must be some dan- 
gers, but I guess I am big enough 
and smart enough to avoid them. 
Redtail the Hawk will not get an­
other chance at me. for I shall keep 
my eyes open for him. As for other 
enemies. I guess I am smart enough 
to keep out of their way."

He peeped out of the bushes to­
ward Farmer Browns barnyard. It 
looked most interesting up there. 
Old Mr. Toad had advised him not 
to go any farther in that direction. 
He had told him that it was no place 
for him up there. But the more he 
watched, the more curious he be­
came. He saw some big birds walking 
about, and they didn’t seem to be 
at all afraid. Of course, they were 
the hens of Farmer Brown's Boy, and 
so of course, were at home. But the 
young Chuck didn't know this. They 
were the first hens he ever had seen.

"If it is safe for them, it is site 
for me." said he to himself. "I can

You are right Miss Hopper we must 
get a letter off to our salesman withSave the Children . ... Itt to ClarI the nice hair take a letter to Clar-

Mothers who keep a box of Baby’s ence Closem. Missle Manor. Michi- 
Own Tablets in the house may feel gan. Dear Clarence colon paragraph.that the lives of their little ones are 
reasonably safe during the hot 
weather. Stomach troubles, cholera 
infantum and diarrhoea carry off 
thousands of little ones every sum­
mer, in most eases because the 
mother docs not have a safe medicine 
at hand to give promptly. Baby's 
Own Tablets relieve these troubles, 
or if given occasionally to the well 
child will prevent their coming on. 
The Tablets are guaranteed by gov­
ernment analyst to be absolutely 
harmless, even to the new-born babe. 
They are especially good in summer 
because they regulate the bowels and 
keep the stomach sweet and pure. 
They are sold by medicine dealers 
or by mail at 25c a box, from The 
Dr. Williams Medicine Company, 
Brockville, Ont.—Advt.

TO EXPECTANT 
MOTHERS

Talk about a poison pen Clarence 
you have a puzzle pen and when your 
letter of Friday came in referring to 
what looked like the CAMISOLE 
type of electric sewing machine, it. 
sure had me stopped until I showed 
it to Miss Hopper who has strange 
skill in reading what you call your 
writing I think she has had practice 
and she told me you meant CON-

do?
“Get it!” the girl commanded.
Dan turned slowly toward the room 

where the bag lay. revolving the situ­
ation in his mind. He didn’t want to 
get into gun play with the girl— he 
didn't want to harm her and he didnt 
want her to harm him. Still, he 
simply couldn't let her get away with 
the money—he couldn't!

He walked slowly toward the bag.
As he did so there was a sudden 

sound at the door through which Dan 
had entered the house. The door was 
violently thrown open and a burly, 
rough-faced man hurled himself from 
the door at the bag.

There was no doubt of the mans 
intention. He was bent on getting the 
money bag.

Dan raised his right hand to shoot 
at the intruder. But before he could 
pull the trigger there was a flash 
from the dark doorway and, the auto­
matic dropped from Dan's hand. 
Someone from the door had shot him 
in the wrist.

The intruder now had the bag in 
his arms, and was crawling toward 
the door. In a few moments more 
he'd be at the door and make his 
escape.

At this Dan. with a hoarse growl, 
hurled himself at the intruder, un­
mindful of his wound. He heard the 
girl scream in the kitchen and heard

SOLE type which when not an elec­
tric sewing machine folds up into the 
disguise of a console table and as to 
your main question it is like this 
paragraph.

You state that your Aunt Elvira 
who has always said you would not 
amount to a darn and I assume to be 
a woman of keen intelligence has just 
been told that you are an electric ap­
pliance salesman and won't believe it 
until you get her one of those console 
electric sewing machines at a bargain 
price to prove it to.her and what can 
you do because I have given orders 
not to sell a thing below list price 
which is $48 but I tell you what you 
do Clarence you let me send her the 
machine and then you write her and 
tell her you were able to get her an 
inside price of $49.98 period.

Yours for delectable discounts, 
THE SUPREMACY EMPORIUM.

Per D. D.

SORE THROAT
IS A COMMON AILMENT 
WHICH UNLESS CHECKED IN 
TIME MAY LEAD TO A SERI­
OUS CONDITION. SIMILARLY 
A COUGH OR COLD MAY 
DEVELOP AND REQUIRE SUS­
TAINED TREATMENT BEFORE 
IT IS OVERCOME BUT IF 
TREATED AT ONCE MUCH 
INCONVENIENCE AND SUFFER­
ING MAY BE AVOIDED. AN 
OLD ANO RELIABLE REMEDY

18 FOUND IN

DB THOMAS’ 

ECLECTRIC 
OIL

89 RD

THESE ARE THE ONLY Tools YOU NEED
€ A Letter from Mrs. Smith Tells 

How Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege­
table Compound Helped Her

Trenton, Ont.—‘‘I am writing to 
you in regard to Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
luniiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiil Vegetable Com- 

lulHHiU.il I pound. I would not 
UH^SSUi be without it. I 

IIiILallill have taken it be- r//////^
mam;

"If It's Safe For Them, It Is Safe For 
Me,” Said He to Himself."

run over there and have a look 
around, and then run back again. 
There is no sense in being afraid 
when there is nothing to be afraid 
Still the young Chuck hesitated. 
Then he happened to think that per­
haps his mother. Polly Chuck, would 
come looking for him. He knew that 
if she found him he would have to 
go back home. Then his curiosity 
wouldn't be satisfied. He looked all 
around up in the blue, blue sky. No­
where could he see Redtail the Hawk. 
He looked over to where those hens 
were contentedly scratching in the 
barnyard. Never had he seen a more 
peaceful scene. He crept a few feet 
beyond the bushes and sat up. There 
he sat for some time, looking this 
way and that way. every way.

"It's silly to be afraid." said he. 
"There isn't a thing to be afraid of. 
I'm going over there."

Once more he looked all around. 
Then he dropped down and started 
straight for Farmer Brown's barn- 
yard. He felt the thrill of adventure.

fore each of my 
children were born 
and afterwards, 
and find it a great 
help. Before my 
firstbaby wasborn 
I had shortness of 
breath and ring­
ing in my ears. I

- feit as if I would ==
never pull through. One day a friend | = 
of my husband told him what the Veg- ! 
etable Compound had done for his 
wife and advised him to take a bottle 
home for me. After the fourth bottle 
I was a different woman. I have four 
children now. and I always find the 
Vegetable Compound a great help as 
it seems to make confinement easier. 
I recommend it to my friends. " —Mrs.
FRED H. SMITH,John St.,Trenton, Ont.

Lydia E. Pinkham’sVegetable Com- 
pound is an excellent medicine for ex­
pectant mothers, and should be taken 
during the entire period. It has a gen­
eral effect to strengthen and tone up 
the entire system, so that it may work 
in every respect effectually as nature 
intended. Thousands of women tes- I 
tify to this fact. •1

SMOKE

0-DAVGTO-DA TOBACCO
THESE ARE THE ONLY TZres YOU NEED

Manne
A
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