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Found a cure for ail her ills

i

PAT'S EXPLANATION.
. (Life.y
“How is it, Pat, that your friend, Mur-

phy is out of jail?”
“Faith, an’ the man that he killed got
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very slowly; apparently the heat had no
effect on her, although the sun was
beating on her with scorching force. Mr.
Crosbie  siackened his pace as they
drew nearer, and at last came to a
The girl was so deeply ab-
sorbed in her book that she was una-
ware of his presence till, looking up sud-
denly, she «aw him just in front of her.
The bool.  dropped, a flush of color
mantled her clear transparent fact, and
a look of intense pleasure shone in her
great blue eyes.

“Mr. Stuart!
me!”

“Did 1, Margery”?” returned Stuart,
removing his felt hat and grasping her
hand firmly. “\Vlat are you made of*
You must be a sclamander to live in
this heat; yet here you are walking
along as if it were in Iceland; and you
look as cool as”—hesitating for a simile
—"“a® a cucumber.”

“Oh, I dow’t mind a r1ittle sunshine!”
said the girl, with a slightlv eaontemptu-
ous curl of her short upper Lip. “In fact,
1 don’t feet it. But where are you go-
ing, Mr. Stuart? Have you seen moth-
er?”’

“Yes,” replied the young man, turning
beside her and taking the basket from
her arm. “She told me you had gone to
Bright’s farm, and | am anxious to
koow bow lLis crops are.” :

“He §s grumbling, of course,” Margery
answerTed; “but 1 fancy he is on the
whole well satisfied.”

Their eyes met, and they both burs:
into a merry fit of laughter.

“You don’t care n bit about the crops
—you know you don’t!” remarked Maur-
gery, severely, as she tried to banisir
the merriment from the cormers of her
mouth.

“Well, strictly between ourselves, 1
don’t. It is a fearful confession for a
farm-owner to  make, but it is the

Ob, how you startled

“Ah. J am glad you do tell the truth
sometimes!” said the girl, with a bright
glance from her glorious eyes.

“You must he a witch or some sort of
fairy,” Stuart declared, suddenly, “for
prevarication, Jet aione untruths always
fails when 1| meet you.”

He was watching her with Intense
earnestness, enjoying the sweet witeh-
ery of her beauty. For she was beauti-
ful; her form wns so slender and lithe;
every limb, from the tiny feet in the
rough country shoes which could not
hide their daintiness, to the small deli-
cately shaped hands, browned and tan-
ned as they were, spoke of grace and
loveliness. Her head had a sort of im-
perious carriage that made the simple
eotton gown appear a queenly robe, and
the face beneath the flapping sun-bonnet
was. one to inthral la sterner man than
Stuart Crosbie. ‘The complexion of pale
cream white which even the sun could
not kiss to a warmer shade, the sweet
rosy mouth, the great wondrous eyes
fringed with long dark lashes, and the
mass of ruddy golden curls that twined
about the brow and  delicate throat
were but a few of the attractions that
Margery possessed. One of her greatest
charms was the simplicity and unaffect-
edness of her manner; perhaps it was
that as yet none had whispered flattery
n her shell-like ear, none had tried to
sweep away her girlish frankness and
vouthfulness by adulation and undue
admiration.
to think she possessed heauty, nef even
that that beauty was such as a queen
might sigh for. She found more pleas-
ure in tossing the hay, romping with
the children, or, in quieter moods, div-
ing into her books than in pesing befors
her mirror: and she was quite nneon
scious of the exact meaning of Mtrart
CSrosbie’s eyes, which filled with a fiie
of admiration and ecstacy whenever
they rested on her.

“Now,” she said lightly, turning ber
took round and round :n her hands after
they had been conversing for several
minutes, “since 1 am = fairy, I shall get
this question answered. Why Jdid Mr.
Stuart take such a long walk in the
broiling sun which does affect him if he

not care a scrap about Farmer
ight’s crops?”

| carried my basket all the way. It must

But Margery never weemed |

| shame many a rival Detter favored by

2 *Why 7 echoed the young maa. “Why,
to meet you, Margery!” -

“Oh, how kird of you!™ she rotu-iogd
quietly; then, looking up wi*h a smile, .
she added. “Come now—I shail Yagiy ig |
doubt my power. What—" !

“But that is the real dowarizas nn1- !
est truth. I toid Mrs. Morris '« was
to ask about the crops, but I tell you
the truth.”

“And why eould younot tell mother
#he truth’ she asked quickly—‘why
not say you wanted to see me? She

Stuart Crosbie bit his ip. s *row
clouded for a second, then he answerod

but 1 feel I can never repay her lady-
ship all she has done for me. Sometimes
I seem to have a faint misty recollection
of the days when ¥ first came here, and
1 can see a ‘face that was—oh, so pretty
and kind!” .

“My mother always says Catherine
Coningham was very beautiful,” Stuart
said, as the girl paused. *I remember
her as a faded pale woman, very kind,
as you say.”

“There is ome thing she did I can
never, never forget,” Margery went on—
“that was her goodness in burying my
poor mother in such a pretty spot, and
putting that eross on her grave. It
does me good to go there, Mr. Stuart. I
almost think my mother knows ¥ go.
She must have been sweet, she was so
beautiful! 1 always wear my locket,
you know”—she put up her hand and
produced a tiny heart of gold—“it is
such a comfort. I wonder who I really
am!”

“I think you are a princess,” observ-
ed the young man gravely; ‘vou look
it.”

Margery shook her head.

“We shall never know, I suppose,”
she said sadly, “acd I shall always be
the nursery rhyme girl, ‘Margery Daw,’
as Lady Coningham christened me.”

“It is the prettiest name in the
world!” cried Stuart warmly. “And—
and it suits you!”

“So you would say if vou caught sight
of me on the village see-saw,” said Mar-
gery laughed leartily. Then she add-
ed. “But we are home; and you have

be nearly 4 o’clock.”

“No!” he exclaimed incredulously.
“By Jove, I shall have to tear—” Then
he stopped abruptly and asked, “Mar-
gery, when ave we going te bave that
picnic we decided on' 2 ‘month ago?!”

“Oh, some day!” she answered, going
into the gnrden and closing the gate.

“But ‘some day’ is so vague. Shall we
fix it for next Wednesday? That is your
haif-holiday, I know.”

His eyes were fixed on her face with
such earnestness that for the first time
she seemed to feel their power. She
colored faintly and held out her hand. ]

“Yes, Wednesday, if you like—if mo-
ther is well enough to spare me. Good-
bye!”

“Good-bye,” he answered. %

He gave one last_look. and then hur-
tied up the hill. He Tad a zood hour’s
walk before him, his toilet to  make,
and the drive to Chesterham to accom-
plish as well. That Lady Charteris amnd
her daughter Vane would be received
at the station by the yvoung squire of
Crosbie Castle seemed very improbabie
indeed. ‘

CHAPTER I7.

The dressing-gong ssunded sonorously
through the corridor of Crosbie Castle.
In one of the many charming rooms sit-
uated in the towering wing a young girl
waae standing. The open windows over-
looked a sweep of verdant lawn, majes-
tic groups of veteran trees, and to the
left a clump of smaller wood-growth,
touched with every tint of green. From
beneath, the scent of many a flower was
borne on the air and wafted to |lher,
bringing with its fragrance a sense of
purity and delicacy that was utterly
wanting to the faint odors that hung
round' the costly glass bettles her maid
waa placing on the toilet-table.

The mistress of the dainty apartment
was leaning against the open window
deep in thought. She was tall and slight.
with a face of delicate loveliness and
charm, albeit spoiled a little by a slight
expression of indifference and discon-

tent. She had hair of the warm brown}

shade peculiar to Englishwomen;  her
eves were large. of a clear but rather
cold blue: her mouth was small and well
shaped, disclosing white. even teeth when
her lips parted. There was an easy grace-
ful nonchalance about her carriagé: and,
without being a strictly beautiful fig-
ure, Vane Charteris had anindescribable
air of hauteur in the slcpe of her should-
ers and well-poised head that put to

nature. Her eves were fixed at this in-
stant on the figure of a young man
walking quickly across the lawn to the
house, followed by half a dozen dogs. He
was by no means unpleasant to Jook up- i
on; and so thought his cousin, for she!
watched him with evideat attention and |
interest. B o
“My squire of Croebie pleases me,” she
murmured. moving languidly frem the
window; “for once mzmma *has shown
discrimination «r1th worldly wisdom.”
She seated herself at the glass, and
let her maid unpin her luxuriant tresses

| atood
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town without a sigh (though, when she
contrasted this journey with her migr;.—%
tion of the former seascn, she migit
have given vent to one, for instead of
hearty farewells and expreseions of re-
gret. she was neglected, save by her
maid and her motiher). and actually felt
a thrill of genuine pleasure as she bowl-
ed through the country lanes and drank
in the sweetness of the air. She stols
mahy hurried glances at her cousin dur-
ing the drive—Mr, Crosbie lind reached
the station in the nick of time—and
fcund herself agreeing with the oft-re-
peate] praises her mother huad sung con-
cerning him. There was a manliness. a

frankness an abhsence of self-conscious-

neas and conceit about Stuart Crosbie
that pleased her jaded spirit; he was as
handsome as any of her former admir-
ers, while possessing many other advan-
tages they did not. She listened quite

“interesiedly to his chatty account of his

travels, and was surprized at the plea-
sure she derived from them,

“What will mademao:seile wear?” the
maid asked, atter she huu cuiled sBud
waved the luxuriant hair round tne
graceful head.

Vane woke from ner musings.

“Olb, anything Mar:e; it does not mat-
ter! No; on second thoughi-, give me
that plain white silk.” .

Marie went to the inmer room, and
returned with a mass of eoft, rich, eling-
ing drapery on her arm, and assisted her
mistress to aljust the robe in siience.
She was wondering a little wihy made-
moiselle should have shosen so. simple a
gown—it was nol her usual habit. But,
when the last touch was given, and Vane
ing at her reflection in the
wirror, the maid was fainr {o confess the
choice was good. The tall, supple form
looked inexpressibly graceful in the long,
soft folds, the deiicate masses of lace
brought fichu-like across the bust gave
A touch of quaintness to the whole, and
the purity of the silk gave a softemed,
fresher look to the pretty {uace, for once
free from its discontent. Vune looked
long at herseif, then turned to her maid:

“My gloves and fan, Marie. Thanks.
Do not troubie to wait for me to-night.
Leave my wrapper here: I will brush my
hair myself. I dare say you are tired.”

“Merei bien, madcmoiselle,”” Marie
murmured, marvelling stiil more. She
was unaccustomed to any notice, to &éag
na'ught of kindly words, from her youny
mistress. -

Vane drew on her iong white gioves,
then went slowly througn the corridor
and down the stairs. ‘Lhe sun was de-
ciining, .the heat of the day w~as dyiug,
and a [aint, delicious bdreeze came in
through the many open windows. Mise
Charteris passed through the great hall,
the tap-tap of her heeis scunding dis-
tinetly on the tesselateq floor, and stouod
for one instunt at a Joor that led first
under a coivnnade and thence to the
grounds which her windows overlooked.
While she wae standing here her cousin
ssuntered inio view; and, moving for-
ward with languid grace. she went to
mect him,

“La dame blanche.” he sail, tossing
away an unfinished cigarette, “You
startled me, Cousin \ane—you erept
cut so quietly and look <o like a spirit.”

‘I am quite real, | assure you,” Vame
answered. “But why have you thrown
away your cigarette?”

Stuart Jaugned as he answered:

“It is against my moth>r’s ruies to
smoke immediately before dinner, but 1
love my weed, and am scarcely conscicus
when | am smoking or noi. Please for-
give me. | have been a savage for so
leng, I have forgotten my zood man-
ners.”

“Ah, I want to hear all ahout your
travels and adventures,” said Miss Char-
teris. “Have we time to stroil up and
down for a while before dinner”

“But you wil] be tired,” remonstrated
Stuart, mindful of his mether’s injune
tions; “and”—glancing at the’' small,
dainty white fees—*I am afraid you will
ruin your pretty shoest” v

“[ am not afraid of either calamity,”
Vane responded, with a smile; “however,
‘et us split the difference and go to the
conservatory.”

Stuart agreed willinzly. o was post
favorably impressed by his new cou-
She was no hypochondrineal
creature. but a young, beautiful pgirl
and likely to prove a mocst agreeable
companion. He glanced at her dress as
they sauntered slowly along the celeon-
nade to the conservatory. mentally de-
claring it to be most charming and sim-
ple, deciding it to-be most probably the
work of her own hands, and would have
been thunderstruck had anvone inform-
ed him that the innocent-locking gar-
ment had cost nearly fifty pounds.
“Vance Charteris saw his cousin’s ad-

\
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her beauty. The color mounted to her

heeks, the light flashed in her eves, at.

the thought, and she turnmed with ani-
mation and interest to converse with
the man beside her.

“You have a beautiful home. Stuart.”
she observed, after they had walked
through- the heavily scented conserva-
tory to the drawing room. “I am glad
I have come.”

“And I am heartily glad to welcome
you. I have heard so much of my Cou-
sin Vane, such stories of triumphs and
wonders that [ hegan to despair of ever

reeeiving hay here ”

“You forget.” said Vane, softly. wav-
ing her great feather-fan {0 and from—
“there is an attraction here now that
at other times was wanting.”

She spoke lightly. almost laughingly.
but her words pleased the man’s van-
ity. :
“Can it be that T am that attraction®”
he asked, quickly. Then he added,
“Cousin Vane, I am indeed honored.”

“You jump to hasty conclusions,” she
retorted. “but I will pardon your ex-

cesgive vanity, if you will give me a |

stray of stephanotis for my dress”
“Is it your favarite flower?” he ask-

ed, leading the way back to the com- }

servatory.

“I love all flowers.,” Vane answered
—“that is,” she added, carelesszly, “all
hot-house rlowers.”

“You shall be well supplied in fu-
ture.”
“Thanks.”

She drew off her gleves and pinned

the spray of wax-iile flowers amid her
laces. Her hands were white and deli-
cate, yet Stuart’s mind unconsciously
flew to two little brown ones he had
seen tRat afteznecn grasping a plainly
®ound book. There was even (ore
beauty in them than in his cousin’s
—he thought.
(To be Continuued)
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son’s Fly Pads early, because a

few flies killed in June would

otherwise become a host by Aug-
ust.

THE KINVAD BRIDGE.

Then the fiend named Vizareska car-
ries off in bonds the souls of the wicked
Daeva-worshippers who live in sin. The
soul enters the way made by time and

open both to the wicked and the right-
eous.

At the head of the Kinvad Bridge, the
holy bridge made by Mazda. they ask
for their spirits and <ouls. the reward
for the worldly goods which they mave
away below.

Then comes the well-shapen, strong.
and tall maiden with the hounds at her
sides—she who can dictinguish, who is
graceful, who does what <he desires, and
is of high understanding.

She makes the soul of the righteous
ro up above the heavenly hiil; above
the Kinvad Bridge she places it in the
presence of the heavenly gods them-
selves. .

Note.—The Kinvad Bridge crosses
over Hades to Paradise. For the souls
of the good, it grows wider (nine jave-
lins width); for the wicked it narrows
to a thread, and they fall from it into
the depths of Hades.
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VALUABLE SUGGESTION.

Tn a provineial city the General Post-
office is in a side street and very dif-
ficult for strangers to find. A youth
whose prospensity for practical joking
has more than once got him into trou-
ble, called one day and inquired for the
postmaster. He was told he was very
busy.

-“Will no one else do?” asked a clerk.

“Certainly not.” was the answer.

“Very well, Will you wait, sir?”

“With pleasure.”

Presently the postmaster
and inquired the strancer’s business.

“Well, it’s simply this, sir” was the
answer. “I've been having a look round
some of the back streets, and T have dis-
covered a place where vou could hide
the postoffice even more than it is here.
Good morning.”

Spiendid Cur : for Sore Chast

When it burts to draw a li.ng breath,
and you feel as if a knife were stuck im
your side you know it’s time to draw

out the congestion that will scon become

pneumonia. An ordinary cougi syrup
has no chanee at all—you require a pow-
erful, penetrating liniment. Probably

nocimg" is known that possesses more
merit in such eases than Nerviline.
it berally over the sides and chest—

Rub

rob it in hard—when the skin is all

aglow put on a Nerviline Purous Plaster,

take a hot drink of Nerviline to enliven

the cireulation, and then grt into bed

who have watehed the sueeress

of this treatment say nothing is better.
B xnd

is simple, safe, and costs but little.

appeared, i

(Washington Star.(

“I suppose you are happy with all the
weaith you wou!d have accumulated?”

‘““There is only one man [ envy,” replled
Mr. Chuggins.

“Who is that?’

“The motor-cycle policeman. Every
once in a while he pets a chance to vio
late the speed limits withoeut being ar-
rested.”” .

NECESSARY STEAM.
Chicage Record-Herald.)
“Your father has money enocugh; why
don’t you get him 1o quli working?”
“IWe've tried, it there’'s no public job
oa which we are a''i¢ to get him appoint-

—— . A o e

HORRIBLE, HORRIBLE!

(Baltimmore Ame.ican.)

‘““Why did vou disiniss George, Gladys?
s.Je’'s a goud steudy feliow, doing well,
and would muake a ftine hLusband.” =
know all that, but, oh, Gwendolin. '1 new
er ceculd be happy with a man who pro-
nounces garage as though it rnymed
with carriages.' K .

SWITCH OFF!

(Boston ‘Transcript.)
Modiste—Do ycu want a train on your
gown, madame?
Customer—Yes, and I want it on time,
too.

RUSHED TO DEATH.
(Philadeiphia Recorad.)

“Are you husy these days?’ ashked the
dcelor.

“ Busy!' exclaimed the underiaker.
~*{'m s:mply rushed to death.”
MONARCHS.

7 (New York Sun.))
Knocker—You didn't go abroad to see
the king crowned?
Eocker—No. I stayed h and watch-
ed the new jenitor move ”

<

LAMERNTS.
(New York Sun.)
Little Bopeep huad lost her sheep.
“rhat’s nothing,” cried Wazil™ street;
“*we've Jest our lambs.”’
Herewith they lamented sliack business.

MORE ACRIMONY.

(Philadelphia Record.)
Nell—-Maude boasts that she
has 2 maa «: her teet.
Pelle—Yes, | huve noticed her shoe-
sirings are always coming untied.
S Srainmeet:- Si

SHE FINALLY UNDERSTQQD.
(Phlladelphia Recerd.)
Guzzler—My life was a desert till I met
sou.

Mise Caustique—Ah! At least [ have the
explana ien of vour wonderful thirst,
= - -t

THE ANNUAL QU
(Harper's Weekly.)

“Well, Hawkins, old man,”™ said With-
erbee. “has your wife decided where she

always

N,

will spend the summer?” 4
i “Yep," said Huawkins, ““She’'s going
z atread ™
“S07  And Yyow about you?”’

“*Well, T a0oii’'t know vetr,” sighed Haw-
hins. T haven't decided ver whether to
sta) in town or go nto bankruptey.’”

A DISCOVERY.
(Washingto:: Siar.)

I have discovered a way of making
our predictions lers misleauins,” said one
weuther bureau euniployee,

““A new system of caiculation?”’ asked
tire ather.

**No, indeed. Instead of using the ward
‘probably’ in our announcenen.s we will
use the word ‘pessibiy.’

CONCERNING UNCLES.

A uncle is a kind of folks 2
Jus' cliuck tull to th' brim with fun.
He hasn't any little girl—
Then how’s he know how to treat one?
A uncle doesnt have to he
8¢ dreffle big and high an’ tall.
He can be uncles just the same
If he will 'cide not to grow tall.

But his two eyves muset bhe th’ kind

At looks as if nex’ time he gpuke,
W1 he i{s going to tell to you

Scme dreffle funny kind of joke.
What makes him buy a hat that jus’

Hangs roun’ to tell him he must go?

He won't bhe anywhere's, yvcu know!

Oncet w'en my Uncle Fred comed long
He plicked me right up from th’ floor,

Where I was 'monishing my doll,—
She got her pinkest dress al! taore!—

“Th' place for little giris to be,”
(That’'s what my bestest uncie said)

; “Is sitting on a uncle’s knee

Tii it gets time to go to bed.”

‘cnere s stories in th’ chimney fire

And he will hunt them out for vou,—-
I wonder where the fajries went,

An’ w’en my uncle Fred got thro’.
*Cause wen ] went to sleep an’ dreamed

There's somethin’ cookin’ dreffle far,
That's Uncle Fred a Lurning up

Th’ cunnin’ little white cigar!

An’ wen I thought I heard th” wind
A-rustlin' in th' cherry tree, :

*At’s when my Uncle Fred spread out
Th’ hig newspaper over me,

An’ Katle wouldn't found me 'tall,
Exeeptin’ for that littie cur},

*Cause Uncle Fred he looked all ‘round,
Amn¢' he don't see no little giri®™

Don’t want to go to bed-at all? ’ :
Not, anvway, tiil by-and-by'

But Uncle Fred dont like to see
A little gzirl begin to cry.

If folks won’t go to bed an’ dream,
How can it get to-morpow day

Trat’s w'en th’ big red ant-mobile

! Will want to ride us miles away.

An¢ so 1 condescend to let v
Him take me “pig-a-back”™ up-stairs—

¥ guess my Uncle Fred forgot
A Tittle girl mus’ say her prayers,

‘Ceruse “It’s a shame to wake her up™
T= what my bestest uncle sal@.
"Wen he ju’ dump me, shoes an’ all,
1 mgtoumy Aginty, 1ttle ded?
' e Louise Tompkins, in
WeellE-. - | o v E o e

Harpee

« ¥

"Twon't do no good to hunt for himy—

ter using the Pills for some time
‘irritation and heat began to grow
'and 1 seemed in better health other-
wise, I continued taking the Pills for
several months and every vestige of
the trouble disappeared and my skin
is again as free from blemish as in
vouth, Given a fair trial Dr. Williams’
| Pink Pills will not disappoint thome
suffering from skin eruptions or
weakness of any sort.”

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills eure all
those troubles due to poor bloed sim-
plv because they make new, rich. red

the
lees

blood. That is whv these pills eure
eommon diseases like anaemia, rhew
matism, lumbago, seiatica, mneurnlgia,

headaches, indigestion, St. Vitus danee,
and the general weakness and special
ailments that onlvy women folk know.
Sold bv all medicine dealers or by w il
at S0 cents a box or six boxes for 32.50
from The Dr. Wiiliams’ Medicine Co,,
Brockville, Ont.

WORTH KNOWING.

An etfective method of ridding a lawa
of danuelions {8 to go over the yard and
put a doep of sulphuric acld from u medi-
citue dropper into the heart of each danm-
aelion plant, being careful not tv touch
1he surrounding grass with {t. One drup
will be sufficient to cause the death et
tthe roots of a small plant, but large
piants of od growth may need a second
application. If a luwn (s watched care-
fully for a season or two and the sul-
phuric aclid applied to 2ll new \)la
vou may soon rejoice in dandelloniess
lawn. Use caution in handling the sul-
phuric acid, and do not let it touch
your skin,

To remove grense from a kitchien table
scrub well with hot water to which halt
a teaspoonful of whiting has been odded;
wipé and then dry thioreughly with a
etean cloth., This will make the table
look eaual to new,

Mutton drippings wil! not set hard and
'twtty. as it vsuaily does, If direcidy the
"mat I8 poured from the baking tin, the
vesscel containing it s put at tle hack
of the stove and aliowed to stay there
until the stove itself cools.

To remove the smell of fresh paint, put
a pail of cold water in the reom and
change It every two or three honrs,

To nrevent white fabrics, such as tulle
ar silk evening gowns, choice lace or
crepe shawlse from becoming veilow
when nacked sway, sprinkle bits of white
wax freelv among the folds

In making cookies if the druah e
thoreughly chiiled it will net only be
lighter, but will net stick to the hoard
vhen rolline,  Sfome housekeepere alme
chill their df)ughnu!!Ahefnrﬁ fryine.

QF CCURSE.
“Oh, Bill, what's the Knight of the
Bath®”
“Why, Saturday, vou
Yale Record.

bonehoead.” -

Mre, Muggins—Is
sound sleeper?
deed.
awful.

DOCTOR
OPERATION

Cured by Lydia E. Piak-
ham’sV egetableCompound

Canifton, Ont.—*I had been a great
sufferer for five years. One docter
told me it was ulcers of the ute
and another told me it was a tib
tumor. No one
knows what [ suf-
fered. 1 would
always be worse
at certain periods,
and never was
regular, and the
bearing-down

inswereterrible

was very ill im
bed, and the doctor
told we ] would
have to have am
operation, and
during th - thatl I mixr‘t ht die

e operation. wrot:: to my
sister about it and she advised me to
take Lydia E. Pinkham’s Versiable
Compounsl. Through persont . pe-

i (fit the bes
cine in the world for fenmle Livubles,
for it has cured me. and 1 did not have
& have the a?peat;i;:d after ;:illl The
80 me while
mgm Change of Life.”—
LETITIA BLrAIR, Canifton, Cntario.

your husband a
Mrs. Buggins—Yes, in-
Sometimes the sound i~ shapiy
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