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PAT'S POT.
—DY -
FRANORE MAITLAND,

£ me of us, not such old folk either,
romember the year of the great ont-
burst of anthrax—the oattle-plague—
and the misery i« brought for man
and beast. I put “man” flest ©r
reasons you will sce, but the lump
comes to my throat to this day when
I think of Ivy and Bess, and Beauty
and Aryshire-Pride, and Eglantine
—she was nawed for tho little Miss
up at tho Tower, and they think a
deal of the name among the bigger
Qalloway folk—the Sukio and Belle
No. 2 (glio gnt first prize at the show
the year bofore), our seven fine Ayr-
shire kye lying, one top of the other,
in the pit John Robson, the plough.
man, dug (my father had'nt the heart
to tako a spado) at the foot of the
Broom field where the ground is soft,
Bess and Sukie, and Belle No, 2 died,
but the other four were ¢ slaughtered,”
ag thoy worded it, by order of the
Commissioners.

They were hard times; and when
man’s skill failed, we turned—by com-
mand of Hor Gracious Majesty in
Council—to God, and_held & day of
solemn humiliationand prayer through-
out her United Kingdom,

The Fast Day, as wo termed if,
seems to me only & matter of yestor
day. My father had been ailing since
the afternoon of the day before; he
had pains in his joints and vomitings
once or twice, and my mother would
not leave him ; but the rest of us put
on owr Sunday olothes, and, with
John Robson and his wife who lived
at the Cot-house, took owr Bibles
and went noross the fields by the
short cut, to the Established Kirk.
I remember, a8 we passed the Maing
of Myrtown, we wondered whether
the Finlays, who were new tenants
and Catholics, kept tho fast as we did,
or if they waited for orders from their
Pope who might, or might vot, know
of our straits. John, who spoke with
some authority, having boen in the
chapel once when Mrs, Pagan, the

have geen ug staring at his feet, for he
said with a little nod at me, **a man
canna be too careful these times;”
and then ho and John Robson, who
wag sitting by the fice (we farmer
follk wore homelior in thoso days)
began to arguly as to whothor the
infeotion could bo carried from man
to beast ; and Finlay gotting prq»;okcd,

ag all did from John's stup

father (who wae easiv) had alwaya lot
himgo his owngait. fleupinamoment
and told Finlay to hia face, it wasn't
from him or the like of him he would
take his leavo, but fromn the mistress
hovzelf, and then Finlay brought my
1other out and said, ** Tell him he 1w
to go,” and she was thab scared—
looking first at one and then at the

wound up by saying quite shortly at
lagt, *« Weol, Weef. feot's easy washed;”
and then Jehn, who was moor bred,
began to lament in his slow way the
burying of sound kye that might have
served for wholesome food, and gave
it aa opinion that even the sick beasts,
if they had been killed and bled when
fieat attacked, would have served for
tho piokle-varrel and winter use, the
salt drawing the poison out, according
to him; he had geen heaps of Braxy
in his youth, and eating a sick beast
or two wag little to him. Finlay let
him talk, without contradicting him ;
Lie was taken up now watching my
father, and prosently he went over to
the bed and lifting him up in his arms
made him more comfortable for the
time, and then turning to my mother
ho gaid, if he were her, he would send
for Doctor Tait at once, His anxiety
made my mother, though she had
though{*little of the pains and sicknees
up till this, anxious too, and she told
John to take the gig and be off as
quick as he could. But when Finlay
saw how slowly he got up from the
fire—he was a disobliging fellow,
though he had been with us so many
years—he told him sharply ho would
go himeelf, He beckoned my eldest
sister to the door and said he didn’t
want to frighten her, and ~he must
not frighten my moi® ., vag that just
after the firat outbreak of the pest, a
cousin of his wife's had been taken the
same way—by Dumfries —and he
thought it wise to take the sicknesy in
time,
“Was he uiling long?" Aggie asked.

Finlay looked at her, ¢ The inside
of & week,” he said.

“You mean—?" Poor Aggie be-
gan to shake.

“ Aye,” Finlay said gravoly, * he
lived the six days."

Presently my mother, who liad been
hanging my father's shirt, called out

priest's housekeeper, wag ol g it
out, was of opinion that they would
wait for orders from His Holiness;
and we were the more inclined to
agree with him that we saw Mrs.
Finlay through the barg of tho ynrd
gate, crossing to tho byre in her work-
a-day dress, and my mother, though
she had my father to see to, and the
breakinst things to put by, not to
speak of the dinner to be ready for us
at one when we came home, had
dressed herself in her second.best, &
good brown merino, in honor of the
Fast.

Ican recall our minister’s text to
this day (his name was MoPherson,
and he was a Highlandman)—Exodus,
8th chapter and 8th verse: ¢ And
Pharaoh cailed for Moses and Aaron,
and said, * Entreat the Lord that He
may take away the frogs from me and
my people.” I wondered, when 1
turned it up, what he would make of
the frogs; but he read it : * Entreat
the Lord that He may take away"—
and he stopped—** this plague—from
me anl from my people.)”” He had no
buasiness to change God's word, Jokn
Robson said (as_we walked home) in
hia dull way, and frogs had nought to
do with kye that he could see; and
he fook off his hat fo acratoh his head ;
and his wife said, ¢ Hoots, John |’
ashamed of his stupidity. The rest
of us knew what Mr. McPherson was
after well enough, ¢ Entreat the
Lord, that He may take away this
il ue from me and my people.”

nd then he repeated *from me,"
and bade us have in mind that Her
Majesty was beseeching the Liord with
her peoplo that day. I saw old Quin
tan McCullagh, who thought little of
queens (or kings if it came to that),
take his pinch of snuff and wriggle on
his seat. Mr. MoPherson was a wee
black man, and quick in speech as all
the Highlander's are (he was the first
minister ever I saw with a beard),
and to hear him you would have

thought the Egyptian plagues were |

nought compared to ours. He wouid
have fleyed [frightencd] a bairn into
fits that day when he banged away at
the pulpit-board, and told us of God's
justice that must be satisfied, an

thero was a spot or two on his skin,
Would he be taking the pox, we won.
dered—a beggar-wifo had been down
with it at the tramp's ludging-house,
As_the night went on he got worse
and worse, and was off his head long
before Finlay got back with the dostor
and his son,

Now-a days any dootor could have
told at once that my father had
caught the plague from hiz own
beasts and that he was dying of splenio
fever, anthrax, himself ; but old Tait,
skilly as he was counted in bairng’
and common complaints, was not even
¢ qualified,” if all tales wero true; my
fathor must havo been * poisoned,” he
said, and questioned as to what he
had had to eat or whether we thought
he had got a chill,

But I think if he had said the truth
he was ag much at sea ag ourselves as
to what was wrong. Finlay and he
and the son stopped the night, but
nothing could be done; the vomitings
grow worse and worse, and at last
conyulsions get in, and the third day
he died,

My nephew, my sister Jeanie's son,
who has passed his medical classes in
Edinburgh well, tells me the wonder
a8 there were not many more cases of
splenic fever at that time, No one, in
our part of the world at least, thought
of any danger in handling the sick or
dead beasts. Some of the farmers cut
up the carcases themselves fo see if
they could learn anyching by that, and
some on the sly {forone man caught
at it was burnod in effigy) did what
John Robson advised and killed and
bled the oreatures when they first
showed signs of the plague and eat
parts fresh, and salted down the rest,
though (fortunately for them) the meat
soon spoiled. Adam (the nephew I
I spoke of) tells me that once in San
Domingo fifteen thousand people—I
hope I am right in my figures—died
from nothing else but eating thia
diseased meat, and in the worst anth-
rax yearg on the Siberian Steppes a
fourth of the peasant folks were attack-
ed from just doing the same thing.
My poor father had a terrible death,
and you see now why I said the plague
brought suffering on man as well as

threatened us with the jud b
that, sccording to him, we all s0
richly deserved. .

I think we all felt, as old Jenny
Henderson sald at the kirk gate,
4 gonvioted of sin,” and we walked
home soberly enough to our broth and
bit of roast meat—Sundayfare in honor
of the Fast—and I think, 03, we all
hoped that the Almighty justice would
be ap, by this meal and the morn-
ing's going to church, and felt the
ier, for what we Liad done, though

or had gone to bed, and the

and paina ware always getting
worse. .

Old Finlay (as” pooplo ealled him

already to distinguish him from his

lanky son, though he could not have |

been much over forty then) eame in
about tea time; he had
{ather was ailing and wanted to know
if thero was anything he could do for
us, He brought a jug of milk from
his wifo in his Land—his oattle,
though they fed but & stone-throw
from our own, wors still safe—and he
#nid, a8 he geve it to us, never to heed
{mind] about the jug, they would get
it baok another time, Ho had neither
shoes or stooking on, and had rolled
duw trousrrs up to his knee, He muei

my |

beast, for I am not counting the pov-
erty and ruin it meant for many and
many a one, though that was hard
enough, God knows,

This is & long preface o the story I
want to tell, but it shows how it was
we got so intimate with Finlay and
his folk, What we would have done
without him I couldn’t tell. When
folk got it into their heads my father
had died of the pox and wouldn't come
near us, he laid his head in the grave
himself; there never had been such a
small funeral in our parts, though fow
men were more respected than (I may
say it) my father was. It was Finlay,
100, who went to Sir John abous gy
mother carrying on the farm. He
gromiud to give an eye to things

imself, on ono condition, that she
would give John Robson his leave;
my mother shillie-shallied for a bit,
the truth was sho was she was
afraid of John : and then Finlay said
he only wanted her to give him leave
to give him the sack, and went out
into the yard and called him and gave
it there and then, John was sulky
and laxy enough we all knew, but
none of us ﬁ“"“d what impudence he
hiad af the of his tongue, for my

other of them ~ould not sy a
word, but Aggic came and stood beside
her and said* * Bpoak up, mother’—
and then sho said, *“ John it's may bo
better wo should part,”

“ Much botter,” Eaﬁs TFinlay out—

“It's woll seen the mastor's no'
hore,” says John, as blavk ag thunder-
cloud und ‘ Oh, Johu, John!* my
mother says and began to cry, and I
beleive sho would have begged him to
to stop if Aggie hadn't dragged her
back into the house.

“You understand, then,” Finlay
says, “you're not warted after the
next term.”

‘It that's the way of it," says Joln,
flinging down his olart (he had been
mucking the byre), « I'll go this very
hour,”

“Let him go,” Finlay said, my
mother had come back, and was listen-
ing and crying on the doorstep, * let
him go, inpudent scoundrel,” says he;
and “ Be off with you,” ho says to
Johm, * none of us here want to see
your face again.”

“Is not for your bidding I'm
geing,” said John, and went into the
barn for his coat; and we watched
him drawing it on as he went down
the road.

In the evening his wife camo up;
she was a bold kind of a woman, and
wo thought wa were in for more
impudence, but she wished us ** guide
e'en " civilly enough and said she had
come for he husband's belongings, and
that he was a fool for his pains to
give up suck a place, and she had told

im g0 plain. We saw John had told
his own tale, but we sald naught, and
when she had put all together she
thanked us for all our kindnesses in
the past, and went away, her apron at
her oyes.

John didn't do badly for himself
after all, for a week later we heard he
was hired to Oarhin Manse ; the min-
ister there was a great scholar, and
having no notion of farming, let out
the glebe land, so John had nothing
to do bu!, keep the garden, that was no
belter than a kail yard (esbbage gar-
den), and look after the old mare that
wag not out once in a month, if all
folks said was true.

Finlay soon found us another man,
Ayrshire like himself (it always seoms
to me the Ayrshire folk are shrewd
gompared to us) ; he was a sober, act
ive young chap, Hugh Kennedy by
name, and Finlay took care he did
not lot the grass grow under his
feet  Qur farm was small compar-
ed to Myriown Mains, and Finlay
reckoned that with a hired lad for
haying and hairst (harvest), and with
a hand from himself now and again,
he should do well enough (my father,
as I havo gaid, had always taken
thinge eagy and let hohn Robson do
the same),

Woe all know that Jessio Armour,
Finlay's neice who lived with him,
was_to bo married very soon, and we
used to wonder 1f Mrs, Finlay would
not need an extra lass when she went;
for Jessie, though she had three hund-
red pounds, worked as hard as any
hired servant in the dairy aud house,
and folks did say the Finlays gave her
a wage, aud that she put it all in the
bank to help to stock herlover's farm.
Finlay had said to my mother more
than_once it was a pity threo of us
should be at home—* idling," he said
one day—my mother was quite af-
fronted, for no one had ever ovened us
to service, though we were not afraid
of herd work and were accustomed to
it, too, (There were no lady helps
then, nor shiould”we have called our-
selves ladies ai all ; the Myrtown lass-
e, or Cultert lasges, or whats
the name of the farm might be was
good enough for us and our betters,
to0.) She could keep us in the mean-
time, she said, and she looked to us
all having homes of our own some
day, aud indeed, that Honry Gilohriat,
of Birneiknowe, was courling Aggie
was common country side talk,

In gpite of all Finlay had sald, my
mother wag taken aback, when after
& wonderful beating about the bush
for him that was 80 outspoken, he
proposed that one of us should take
Jessie's place!

My mother's pride was up in a min-
ute, but he did not give her time to
speak, She'd be one of ourselves,” he
aaid, *and never you fear but the mis-
tress and she will hit it of What do
you say to it, Miss Jessio ?’ and he
turned his chair so that he faced me
where I sat.

T was not 8o unwilling, for I had a
great notion of Mrs. Finlay, and I
suppose he read it in my face.

 We gave Jess just what we'd have
given & lass of our own—eight pounds
in the half year, her sitting of eggs in
the spring, sud it might be, now and
again, the compliment of a ealf”

Sixteen pounds was & big wage,
and I saw my mother look up,

“You would heur Klonty of talk if I
evened one of their father's bairns to
servioe,” she said.

“ Woraan folk think more of talk
than of sin " Finlsy say.

*¢ If it was to convenience Mrs, Fin.
lay for & week or two,” my mother
saya, after a bit, Bhe had been ques-
tioning Aggis (we all thought & lot of
Aggie's sense) with her eyss, and Ag.

gio had given her a nod.

1 know when sho said that, it was
setfled, and so did Linlay, and ho got

up to go.

“Woll Miss Jeanie, we'll look for
you aoross the fields before long,” he
said,

The Maina, ag tho orow flics, is not
four hundred yard from our farm,
Culterhiows, but if I'd been going to
North Pole we couldn’t every one of
ug, have made o greater fuss, My
mother oried near as much 84 she had
dono when my father died and Aggio,
and Janet, fair spoiled ;robbed; thom.
eelves, stuffing things into my kist
tbox} We went, the three of us, tha
day beiore I left, to the kirk-yard, and
you may think we oricd our fill there;
and then (some folks maybe will
laugh) wo camo home by the Broom.
field and gat down where the kye were
lying and had another greet [ery}
Janet took daffodils—daffadown we
called them—next spring and made a
ring of them round the poor beasts;
they are there yet, the daffadowns—a
greatbea of tham like & cloth of gold,
when the season comes, and many a
time my nieces send a bunch, with,
maybo, a first white violet or two
from the kirkyard.

Mrs, Finlay met me at the door,
her two wee lasses holding to her
skirls; we Scotch are not great art
showing what we feel, but my mothet
could not have given me a warmer
kiss, and the bairns put up their faces,
00 ; they knew me fine, for we many
a timo had had a game together round
the stack before the breaking out of
ihe plague, Mrs, Finlay took me
straight o the room Jesg had had, but
she hiad smarted it up with a new pa.
teh-work quit, and she showed -me
where my kist would stand behind
the door, and that the drawers were
empty (they smelled of the lavender
Jesa thought so much of) and resdy
for my clothes, And then she told
me to mind I was ons of themselves,
and lefs me to myself a bit.

You could not be strange with the
Finlays, 1f Finlay himself kad a
sharp wayof speaking sometimes it
was when you degerved it; ho was the
best husband and father—and master,
if it came to that—I ever saw, and
thelr ways were gentlor with each
other then the ways I was acoustomed
to among the farmer folk about; I
have never seen eiviler bairng, or mod-
ester, and ag for Mre, Finlay—well,
tl‘:ﬂklused to say I was fair mad about

or

I was getting the breakfast next day
while Mrs. Finlay and the serving
lass were at the byre, when I picked
up a new shilling off the floor; both
Finlay and his son had been in, and
I thought one of them must have drop-
ped it out of his pouch, and I put it
in old PFinlay's place (he was only
forty-five, as I have said, but his
son was Peter Finlay, too, and we go
into the trick of saying it), When ho
had said his grace and taken his place
be lfted it, * Oh, Pat's been here,”
he says, and getting up put iz in a red
and blue mug on the mantelpiece, and
said no more, but went on with hig
porridge. Who could Pat be says I
to myself, and then it all went out
of my head, and I thought no more
about it till next day, when I was
hanging up my frock at the back door,
and down dropped a bit of money out
of ita folds. I took the gown down
and gave it a shake and felt the pocket
to gee if thers was not maybe a hole,
and then I remembered my purce was
put by in my kist. And while I was

tanding —in my potticoat d

ing now on earth the shillings got
there, rattle, rattle, comes another
into the well of the candlestiok ! Well

Nell on his knoo and told her ho hop-
ed she was a good wenn, and that
come another gour ho would bo expeat-
ing Grace and hor at the Catechism.
*Love God, my child,” ko says,
*lovo God,” and then he eaya it to
himself again, ** love God,” under his

Tieh. 8 Wilmsismsts

IaTD.
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breath, and “love God” agaw ull [Ghurch Pipe Organs

you could hear 1t no more, thinking,
ag it wero, to bimself, (Finlay told
mo afterwards that he preached so
often on the love of God his brother
priestahad christened him  S¢. John.)
Well, when he had spoken to the
ohildren a bit, he gaid & word or two
to ug all that would: 't have hurt Mr.
MePherson himself if he had been
there to hear,

(10 BE CONTINUED,)
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TORORTO POSTAL GUIDE—D
the month of August, 1895, mails
olose and are due as followa ;

Crose, Dox,
Am.pm. am,. pm,

G. T. R. East.00000,6.00 7,45 7,20 9,40
0. and Q. Railway,.,7.45 8.00 7.35 7.40
G, T, R, Weat ..., ,.7.30 3.2512,40pm 8.00
Noand N, W.......7.30 4.15 10.10 8,10
T. G and Biiiveees7.00 430 1055 8:50

Midland .......,,.7.20 3.35 12.60pm 9,30

Co Vi Rucrnenrenies.00 3.00 12.5325.:;8.50

am, pm am pam,

lg.&l,) 9,00 2.00

5 7.60

G W.Rionuies 6.30 4.00 1045 830
9.30

Am, p.m, am pm.

6.30 12.10n.9.00 5.45
4.00 12,35pm10,50

630 1210 9.00
4,00

U8 N, Yoeuuus

U.8.West'nStates 8.30

English mails close on Mondays and Thursdaye at
Vedn, rd

9.30 g.ni,.on Wednesdays at noon, and on Saturdays
At 7.15 pm. Supplemental malls to Mondays and
Thursdays close occasionally on Tuesdays aod Fri-
dazs At 12 noon, The lollowlnr are dates of
English malls for the month of July ¢ 34,6

.
1
8,9, 11, 12, 13, 15, 16, 1 1 e 2
A XA L
N.B.—Thers arebranch postoftces 1n eve;
partof the city, Residents of each distrio
#hould ‘transact their Savings Bank snd
mon 10081 office
e e, g olt e
8
Payable at such Brm\ah Pomn m'&“‘ orders

T. O. Parrsson, P.M,

HAndextahers,

this time I was so scared I on with
my gown a8 quick s I gould and away
down stairs to Mre, Finlay in the
patlor, the shillings in my hand, but
she just laughed end said, * Never
need [mind} them, lass; put them in
Pat's Pot,” and pointing to a mud on
the mantlepieco and wenton as quiet
ag could be with her work,

It would be a week maybe before
the_shillings began to come down
again—I wag lifting a bowl of meal
from the ark (meal chest) when pop
comes one into the meal, and before 1
could say a word, pop, pop, one, two,
three, four, five, down they came from
the ceiling as qnick as they could, I
threw the bowl, just as it was, right
back into the ark, and ran as hard aa
my legs would take me aocross the
yard to Mra. Finlay, who was busy in
the wash house, I couldn’t speak for
& minute, but when I explained and
said I was sure there was some devil'a
work in it all, ahe spoke out, quick for
her, with a ¢ It's all right, take my
word for that 1" and then, * Poor Pat,”
sho says, half to herself, and wiping
her hands followed me into the house.
“'Why, Pat, you're busy to-day " she
aays, a8 he groped among the meal
and picked out six shillings as shiny
and new ag if they were just out of the
mint, 8he put them into the pot,
and helped me up with the baking
board, and left me with * ncver worry
yourself, there's a good lass,”

It was the very next day, if I re.
member aright, that the priest came ;
it wasn't often he got so far, for he
was an old man and it was & good
step from the ohapel and rough walk-
ing, too. They made great fuss with
bim, and got out & bottle of sherry
wine, though he would only drink &
glass of milk, and Finlay said if he
would stay his dinner he'd take him
back in the gig.

I kmew the look of Father Daly well
;:;uh, though I had never seen, like

L)
cloaning time. He sat down as free
snd kind a4 could be and fook wes

)

Robeon, in the chapel even at | Read

and Fine Pianos.

INSPECTION INYITED,
CATALOGUES FREL,

TheR. §. Willims & Sons Co, L1,

143 YONGE ST, TORONTO,

BRANCHES—London, Hambiton, St,
‘Thomas, Chatham, Brantford, Otta-
wa, Kingston, Brockville,

"’@UELI-ERY.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons,
Geo. Butlers & Co's,

“MADRAS"

TABLE AND POCKET CUTLERY

RICE LEWIS & SON,

(LIMITED,)
Cor, King & Yictoria Sts, Toronto

WESTERN

Assuranco Company.

—

INCORPORATED 18651,
OAPITAL, - - $83,000,000,

Fire and Marine.
Hoadl Offics, Toronto, Ont,

- _PRESIDENT 1 VICE-PRESID)

Gk oo oo | T RENRTT
DIRECTORS

W. R, Brock, Kaq,*

.+ Goo.R, R.Coekburn,M.Fy
4 K oworre, -
i .0, Foster, Secratary, or
BOLICITORS,"

Menrd, l(e(}art.:z;dodu. Hoskin and Creelman,

Tninirances off 3 tho lowest current rates on
dingy x.mmb’ odise, and obher property, agalon

On ol and Freight agal

I"{): Lo m.‘l:.:ummrm Mﬂ.:‘

O8]

s g s Proviaces, by

On Oatgoes by steamer tc British Porte:

Nm. A. Lee & Son,

GENERAL AGENTS, i
10 ADELAIDE ST. EAST.,
’frgje?honos 592 & 2075.

St Lito Assuranca Sucaty

OF ENGLAND:
ESTABLISHED 1843,

FEATURES,
1,-Every description of Lite Assurance business.
- World-wide Pollcles.
3. Falr rates,
4cTargo and increasing Bonuses, constituting the
Soclety's Policles & first-clars it estment. *

-RELIABLE AGENTS WANTED

3, PRITIE JEP
R cretaty fof Chnada,

Mead oftice for Canada, 20 Richmond Street West,
'fomnm

F.ROSAR, Sr.
UNDERTAKER,

240 KING ST. BAST,
Taiarmonn 1084, TORONTO.

‘THE BUSINESS OF THE LATE
M. McCABE
UNDERTAKER,
Will e carrled on by his widow Mre, M, McCabe|
843 Queen St. West, Toronto, Ont.
Moderate charges, Tel, 140

J. YOUNG,

THE TEMPERANCE AND
Genoral Life Assurance Co.

OFFERS THE
Best-Plans and Rates
And the Most
Desirable Forms of

Life Tnsurance Obtainable,

For desired information apply toan A,
of the Company or to the h{&zgn, Bee
H. SU’I‘HERLANS,
. anager,
HON.-G. W. K088,

President,
-0rricx + Manning Aroade, Toronto

~ RECIPE.

(ALEX.MILLARD,) Fot-Making & Dellcions Health Drink
The LeadingUndertake
847 YONGE STREET,
(ELEPRONK €19, i o
| | Glve the sugar ater, add th
= s i 1 o bmante. theariplacs fortwenty.
R
MONUMENTS. me;g{ommomdumsmmmmm

D. MoINTOSH & SONS

Manutacturers and Im]

porters ot
Grauite and Marble Monuments,
Mural Tablats, Fonts, Rte,
B YRS e PR e iand ot

“ Uy NM“MMQ? 1 was & ferrible suffsco

led 15 by B1. Leok WALSE by An éenineont g0
nde inent doo
a:whoa:h‘?-umlw , and am glad o

L4

hae completely relleved e of my trouble, §
Flktlomnvmmnl ,a0d in eo doit
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“DUNNS
BAKING
POWDER
THECOOKS BEST FRIEND

RQEST SALE |N CARA

baalth In e
“.u‘:'.l"rm“&','oﬂ 5 505, T Cumberitan 1fthe Haby s Cattlng Tooth,
B“Mu;‘ and ‘lecio ;hlt gg:’ ‘:‘?d golldrl{ed .
irths, remedy, Mcs, Winslow's og Syrup fer
...ﬁ“m,"f“:ﬂ,d for Guths;c chll;r‘o’rll testhing, It soothes the ¢ “dci
softenn the guma, allays all pains, cures win.
srs should be made in THE | coiic'and is the best remedy for disrrhcea,
REGISTER. 50 oents per Inser- grm)f.gn cents a bottle it ia tho best of
tion.




