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SOME DAY,

1 nave ships that went te sea
More than fifty years ago;

None have yet come home to me,
But are sailing to and fro.

Great the treasures that they hold,

Silks and plumes and bars of gold;

While the spices they bear

Fill with f nce all the air,
Asthey satl, as they sail.

T have waited on the piers,
Gazing for them down the bay,

Days and nights for many years,
Till I turned heart-sick nwag.

Bat the (rilot.s. when they land,

Stop and take me by the hand,

Saying, ‘‘You will live to see

Your proud vessels come from sea,
One and all, one and all.”

S0 I never quite despair.

Nor let hope nor courage fail;
And some day when skies are fair
Up the bay my shifs will sail.

I shall buy ‘ hen all I need,—

Prints to look at, books to read,

Horses, wines, and works of art,

Everything except a heart,
That is lost, that is lost.

*  — -

THE CLOSE OF THE WAR.

How June Found Massa Linkam.

June Iaid down her knives upon the
scrubbing-board, and stole eoftly out in
the vard. Medame Joilet was taking a
nap up stairg, and, for a few minutes at
least, the coast seemed to be quite clear.

June was a little girl who had lived in
Richmond ever since she could remem-
ber, who had never been outside the
city boundaries, and who had a vague
idea that the north lay just above the
Chichahominy, and the Gulf of Mexica
about a mile below the James. She
could not tell A from Z, or the ficure 1
from 40; and whenever Madame Joiiet
made those funny little curves and dois
and blots with; pen and ink, in drawing
up her billsto send into the lodgers
up stairs, June considered that she was
moved thereto by witches. Her author-
ity for this theory lay in a charming old
woman across the way, who hkad one
tooth, and wore a vellow cap, and used
to tell her ghost stories sometimes in
the evening.

Semebody asked June once how old
ghe was,

‘“’Spect I’e hundred—dunno,” she said,
gravely. ¥xactly how old she was no-
body knew. She was not tall enough to
be mcre than geyven, but her face was
like the face of alittle old woman. It
was a queer little face, with thick lips
and low forehead, and great mournfnl
eyes. Whenever they looked at cne,
they secined to cry right out, as if they
had a voice, But no one in Richmond
cared about that. Nobody cared about
June at 2!ll. Whenshe was unhappy, no
one asked what was the matter; when
she was hungry, or cold, or frightened,
Madame Joilet laughed at her,and when
she was sick, she beat her. Ifshebroke
a teacup, or spilled a mug of coffee, she
nad her ears boxed, or was shut up in a
terrible dark cellir, where the rats were
as large as kittens. If she tried to sing
& little in Ler sorrowful, sinothered way
over her work, Madame Joilet shook
ber for making so much noise. When
she stopped, she scolded her for
being snlky. Nothing  that  she
could do ever happened to be
right; everything was sure to be wrong.
~he had not half enough to eat, nor half
encugh to wear. What was worse than
that, she had nobody to kiss her; nobody
to love her ana pet hev; nobedy in all
tne wide warld to care whether she
jived or died, except a half-starved kit-
ten that lived the wood-shed. Fer
June was black, and a slave; and this
Frenchwerian, Madame Joliet was her
INIStre ss.

Hungry was the kitten.  June bad
named it so because it was black. . She
had an idea that everything bluck was
hungry, in the nature of things.
That there had been a war, June had
gathered from old Creline, who told her
:he ghost stories. What it was all about
she did not know. Madam Joilet said
some terrible giants, called Yankees,
were coming down 1o eat up all the little
black girisin Richrond. Creline said
that the Yankees where the Messiah’s
people, and were coming to set the ne-
groes free. Who the Messiah was, June
did not know; but she had heard vague
: irom Creline of old-time African
princes, who lived in great free forests,
and sailed on sparkiing rivers in boats
cf painted bark, and she thought that
he must he one of them.
Now. this morning, Creline had  w his-
pered mysteriousiy to June, as she went
up the streer to sell some egges for
Madame Joliet, that Muassa Linkum was
coming that very day. June knew noth-
ing abo [assa Linkum, and nothing
about those grand, immertal wonds of
his which nude every slave in Bich-
mond frec; it had neverentered Madime
Joliet's plen that she should know. No
one can teil. reasoned madame, what
notions ihe little nicuer will get if s
finds it out. She might even ask
wages, or take a notion to learn to re
or run away, or something, June saw
no one; she kept ber prudently in the
house, Tell her? No, no, impossible!

. but June had heard the beautifui
news this morning, like all the rest;
and June was glad, thoughshe had not
the slightest idea why. So, whiie her
mistress was safely asleep up stairs, she
had stolen out to watch for the wonder-
ful sight.

She was standing there on tiptoe on
the fence, in her little ragged dress, with
the black kitten in her arms, when a
ereat crowd turned a corner, and tossed
up a cloud of dust; and swept up the
street. There were armed soldiers with
glittering uniforms, and there were flags
flving, and merry voices shouting, ava
hizzas and blessings distinct upon the arr.
There were long lines of dusky faces up-
turned and wet with nappy tears, There
were angry faces, oo, scowling from
windows and lurking-in dark corners.

It swept on, and it swept up, and June
xtood stiil and held her breath to look,
and gaw, in the midst of it all, a tall man
dreseed in black, He had a thin, white

face, sad-eyed, and kindly and quiet,
and he was bowing and smiling to the
peop'e on either side.

““God bress yer, Massa Linkum, God
bress yer!” shouted the happy voices;
and then there wasa chorus of wild hur-
rahs, and June laughed outright for glee,
and lifted up her thin voice, and cried,
‘‘Bress yer, Massa lLinkum!” with the
rest, and knew no more than the kitty
what she did it for.

The great man turned, and saw June
standing alone in the sunlight, the fresh
wind blowing her ragced dress, her little
black shoulders just reaching to the top
of the fence, her wide-open, mournful
eves, and the Kitten squeczed in her
arms. And he looked right at her, oh,
so kindly! and gave her a smile all to
herself—one of his rare smiles, with a
bit of aquiver in it—and bowed, and was
gone.

“Take me ’long wid yer, Massa Link-
um, Massa Linkum!” cailed poor June,
faintly. But no one heard her; and the
crowd swept on, and June’s voice broke
into a cry, and the hot tears came, and
she laid her face down on Hungry to
hide them. You see, in all her life no
one had ever looked go at poor June be-
fore.

“June, Jure, come here!”’ called a
sharp volce trom the nouse. but June
was sobbing so bhard that she did not
hear.

*‘Venez ici—vite, vite! June! Voila!
The little nigger will be thie death of me.
She tears my heart. June, vite, I sav!”

June started, and jumped down from
the fence, and ran into the house with
creat frightened eyes.

“{ just didn’t mean to, noways, mis-
sus, I want to see Massa Linkum, an,
he look at me, an’ I done forgot ebery-
ting. Oh. missus, don’'t beat me dis
yere time, an’ I’ll'neber—?

But Madame Joliet] interrupted her
with a box on the ear, and drageed her
up stairs. There was a terrible look on
Madame's face. Just what happened up
stairs I have not the heart to tell vou.

Thav night June was c¢rouching and
sobbing, biuised, and biceding. behind
the kitchen stove, wihen Crenline came
in on an errand for her mistress. Mad-
ame Joliet was coliced to leave the
rocom for a few moments, and the two
were alone together. June crawled out
from behind the stove.

*‘1 see him—I gce Massa Linkum,
Creline.”

“De Lord bress nim forcber 'n’ ebey.
Amen!” exclaimed Creline, fervently,
throwing up her old thin hands.

June crept a little nearer, and looked
all around the room to see if the doors
were shut.

“Creline, what’s te dane gone come
down here fur? Am he de Megsiah?”

‘‘Bress ver soule, chile! don’ ye know
better 'n dat ar!”

“Don’ know nufiin,’ said June. sullen-
ly. ‘‘Neber knows numn; epects I
never’sgwine to. €an’ go outin de road
to fine out—she beat me. Can’ask nuf-
fin—she just gib me a push down cellar.
Oh, Creline, der’s sech rais down dar
now—dar is!”

‘“Yer poor critter!” said Creline, with
great contemvt for her ignorance.
**\Why, Massa Linkum, everybody knows
’bout he! He's done gone made me
free—whole heap on we.”

“Free!” echoed June, with puzzied
N CS,

“Laws, yes. chiile: 'pears like ver’s
drefin! stupid  Yer don' b'nlog”—Cre-
line lowered her voice to a mysterieus
whisper, and l!ooked carefully at the
closed door—*‘yer don’ 'long to Missus
Jollv no more dan she b'longs to you.
an’ dat's Jde trufe now, ‘case Massa [in-
lum says so—God bress him!”

Just then Madame Joilet came back.

* What’s that you're taiking abont’”
she said, sharply.

‘““June was jes’ savin' what a heap she
tink ob you. missus,” said Creline, with
a grave face.

June lay awake a long time that nicht,
thinking about Massa Linkum, and the
wonderinl news Creline had brought,
and wondering when Madame Joliet
wonld tell her that she was free.

But many davs passed, and Madame
said nothirg about it.  Creline’s son had
left his master and gone North. Creline
herself had asked and obtained scanty
wages for her work. A little black boy
across the etreet had been sentenced to
receive twenty-five lashes for some tri-
fling fault, and they had just begun to
beat him 1n the vard, when a Union
officer stepved up and stopped them. A
little girl, not a quarter of a mile away.
whose name June had often heard, had
just found her father, who had been
sold away from her yvears ago, and had
come into Richmoud with the Yankec
soldiers. But nothing had happened to
June. Everything went on as in the
old days biefore Massa Linkumn came.
She washed [dishes, and scrubbed
knives. and carried baskeis of wood so
heavy that she tottered under their
weight, and was scolded if she dropped
so much asa sbaving on the fioor; she
swept the rooms with a broom three
titnesas tall as she was, anc ears boxed
because she conld not get the dust up
with such tiny hands. She worked and
serubbed, and on errands from
morning until night, till her feet ached
so that she cried out with the pain. She
wag whipped, and scolded. and threat-
cened, and frightened. and iken, ‘nust
asshe had-been ever since she conld

rememter. Nhe was keptshnt np like
s prisoner in the honse, with Madam
Joliet's cold gray eves farever on her,
and her sharp veice forever in her ear.
And still not a werd was said about Mas-
sn Linkum and the beant:fal freedom he
had given to all snch as iittle June, and
not a word did June dare ts say.

But June thoughi. Madame Jolict
could net Lelp that. If Madame had
known just what Jane was thinking,
she wauld have tried hard to help it.

One night (8 (0 Wwis
woine by the house. when  Jinne
called to her softiv through the fence.

“Creline!”

“What's de matier?” said Creline,
who was in a great hurry.

% cewine to fine Masea Linkum—don’

tell nob
SLaws xm:

i

what 0 vounz un dat

"-
i« said Creline, thinkine that June |

b just waked nun from o dream, and
forihwits fogetting all avoat her.

"% (7 97 H alwave ) .X._! T

Madiune Joilet always locked June
into her room, which was notoing but a
closet with a window in it, and a heap
of rags for a bed.  On this particular
nizht she turned the key as usual, and

went to her own room at the cother end

of the house, where she was soon sound-
ly asleep.

About eleven o’clock, when all the
house was still, the window of June’s

closet softly opened Therc was a roof-
ed door-way just underneath it, with an
old grape-vine trellis running up cne
side of 1t. A little dark figure stepped
out timid'y on the narrow, stecp roof,
chnging with its hands to kcep its bal-
ance, and then down wnpon the trellis,
which it began to craw! slowly down.
The old wood creaked and groaned and
trembled, and the little figure trenbled
and stood sti!l. If it should cive way
and fall crashing to the ground!

She stood a minute looking down;
then she took a siow, careful step; then
another, and another, ha'id under hand
upon the bars. The trellis creaked, and
shook, and cracked, but it held on. and
June held on, and dropped softly down,
gasping and terrified at what she had
done, all ina little heap on the crass
below.

She lay there a moment perfectly
gtill. She could not catch her breath at
first, and she trembied so that she conld
not move.

Then ghe ecrept along en tiptoe to the
wood-shed. She ran a great risk in
opening the wood-shed door, for the
hinges were rusty, and it creaked with a
terrible noise. But Hungry wasinthere.
She could not vo without Hungrv. She
went in ana calied in & faint whisper.
The kitten knew her, dark as it was, and
ran out from the wood-pile with a joyiul
mew, to rub itself against her Aress,

“We’s gwine to fine Massa Linkum,
you an’ me, bof two togeder,” said June.

“Parj pur-r-r!” said Hungry, as if she
were qmite content; and June took her
up in her armeand laughed sofilv. How
happy they wonld be, she and Hungry!
—and how Massa Linkum would smile
and wonder when be saw them coming
in!—and how Madame Joilet wonld hnnt
and scold!

It was very still and very dark. The
great treee stood up ike giunts against
the sky, and the wind howled hoarsely
through them. It made June think of
the bloodhounds that she had seen rush-
ing with herrible yells 1o the swamps,
where hunted slaves were hiding.

‘1 reckon ‘taint on’y little wavs, Yun-
gry,” she said, with ashiver; *“‘we’ll git
dar ‘fore long. Den’ be ’fraid.”

“Puar! pur-r-r!” said Hnongry, nestling
her head in warmly under June’s arm.

‘’Spect yon lub me, Hungry—-'spects
vou does!”

And then June laughed out softlv once
more. What would Massa Linkum gay
to the kilty? Had he ever seen such a
kitty as that in all his life?

8o she foided her arms tightls over
Hungry’s soft fur, and trudged away in-
to the woods. She began to sing a little
as she walked, in that sorrowful, smoth-
ere¢d wav that made Madame Jailet
angry. Ah, that was all over now! There
would be no more scolding and beating,
no more tired days, no more terrible
nights spent in the dark and lonely cel-
lar, no more going to bed without her
supper, and crying herself to slcep.
Masea Linkum would never treat her so,
she never once donbted ip that little trust-
ing heart of hers, that he would be glad to
sce her. and Hungry too. Why should
she? Wasthereany one in all the world
who had locked go at poor little Jnne?

So on and away, deep inio the woods
and swawnps, she trudged cheerily; and
she sang low to Hungry, and Hungry
nurred to her. The night passed onand
the stars grew pale, the woods deepened
and thickened. the swamps were cold
and wet, the brambles scratched her
hands and feet.

“‘1t’s jes’ ober here little wave, Yun
grv” trying ‘o laugh. “We'll fine hin
purty soon. D’s terrible tired, an'—
sleepy, Hungry.”

She sat down then an a heap of leave:
to rest, and iaid her head down nupon
hey arm §and Hangry mewed a little,
and cur.ed upinherneck The next she
knew the sun was shining. She jumped
ur frightencd and puazzled, and then she
remembered wherc she was, and began
to think of breakfnst. But there were
no berries but the noisonons dog-woad,
aend nothing else te be seen but leaves.
and grass, and bushes. Hungry snapped
up a few gress-hoppers, and looked
longingly at an unattainable sguirrel.
who was flving from tree-top totrec-top
then they went slowly on.

About noon they came toa bit of a
bLrook. June scooped the waterin her
hands, and Hungry lapped it with her
pink tongne. But there wag ne dinner
1o be found, and no sient of Massa Lin-
kum; the sun was like a great ball of fire
abovethe tree tops and the ckild grew
faint and weak.

I didn’t ’spect 1t wase so fur,’’ groaned
poor Jupe. “Bunt don’ ver bte ‘feared
now Hungrv. ’'Pears like ye'll fine him
berry soon.”

The sun went down, and the twilight
came. Nothing bat thie creat forest and
the swampsand the d@ ‘ning shadows
and the !ong, hungry night. June lay
dowr enve more on the damp ground
where the posonons snakes hid in the
hushes, and hocged H . with her
weak littie arnms, aed tried 1o speak oul
hravely. *We'll sine  Dbi Hungry,
sure, to-mcrrer. el jes’ open de
door an’ let ns right in.  he
<1l hab breakiast already an’
tn ke he'll hab a dish oh
milx wp in de corner for you now-—tink
o' dat ar, Huangryi?” and then the poor
little vorer that tried {o be s6 bhrave

I

| broke.down into a great seh. *‘If
| on’y fes” had one Tiffle moulthful now,

—-Hunmy !—on'’y cuel”

No another night passed, and enothor
morning came. A bitter wind blew
from the cast that day, and long before
noon e ramn  was falling, areary and
chilly and sharp. 1t soaked June’s feet
and raeged dress and pelted in her face.
The wind Liew against ber, and whirled
about her. und to:sed her to and fro—
she was such a little thing and so weak
now and foint.

a8 the early twihzht fell from the

| o sky. and the shadows began to
| skulk under the hushes and the birds
| gucherea to their nest with sicepy twit-
i ter, ghe tripped over a little stone, fell
weakly ta the gronnd, and lay still. She
" had not the strenagth te get to hier fee
L, 2
| Bntsomenow Junz felt meither trou-
| bled nor afraid. She lay there with her
face uptiurned to the pelting rain, wateh-
ing it patter trom leaf to leaf, listening
to the chirp of the birds in the nesis,
listening 16 the erving of the winud. She
liked the sound. Ske had a dim notion

that it was like an oia camp-meeting
hymn that she had heard Creline sing
sometimes. She never {understood the
wordg, but the music came ‘back like a
dream. f£he wondered if Massa Linkum
overheard.it. She thought he looked
like it. She should like to lie there all
night and listen to it; and then in the
morniog they would go on and find him
—in the morning; it wonld come very
£00N.

The twilight deepened, and the night
cAme on. The rain fell faster, and the
sharp wind cried out alond.

“1t’'s—bery cold.” said June, sleepily
and tarned ber face over to bide it on
the kitten’s warm, softfur. ‘‘Goo’ night,
Hungry., We'll git dar to-mnorrer. We's
mos’t dar, Hungry.”

Hungry curled up close to her cold,
wet cheek—Hungry did not care how
black it was—with a happy answering
mew; but June said nothing more.

The rain fell faster.and the sharp wind
cried aloud The kitten woke from a
nap, 4nd purred for her to stir and
speak; but June said nothing more.

=till the rain fell, and the wind cried;
and the iong night and the storm and
the darkness pussed, and the morning
came.

Hungry stirred under June’'s arm,
and licked her face, and mewed piteous-
ly at her ear. But June’s arm lay still,
and June said no waord.

Somewhere. in a land where she was
never slave and never mistress, where
there was no more hungry davs and
frightened nights, little June was Jaugh-
ing softly, and had found some one to
love her at last.

An so she did nct fnd Massa Link-
um after ali?

Ah!—who would bave guessed it? 'To
that place where June had gone, where
there are no masters and no slaves, he
had gone before her.—Elizabeth Stuart
Phelps, May 1868,
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Sporing Cleaning,

It ie nearly the time for iifting carpets,
and althongh once more the north wind
sighs and the mud puddies frecze over,
every housckeeper knows that winter
can’t last very long. A carpet ought to
be lifted every spring be carricd away
and thoronchly cleaned (as no amateur
carpet beater can do) and the floor where-
on it has lain lo, these many months
gcrubbed. sunned and disivfected. Yel-
low fever, scarlet fever, tyvphoid fever
and small-pox, with all the attendant
army of lesser fevers, are principally
caused by ouvr criminally careless neg-
ject. We know a floorisdamp, and have
long ago noticed the mold and saw bugs.
but the carpet is Brussels, ana don't
need to be lifted every season.
Besides the dampness dirt will col-
lect. 1if you do not believe this, inspect
closely the edges of vour carpet and the
corners; there you will find a collection
which no care can quite prevent. Dust
is & retainer of the germs of sickness,
and joins with the defective drainage in
setting up a serious opposition to all the
prescriptions which you have s0 con-
scientiously bought of your doctor. There
18 a great deal of importance to be at-
tached to your spring ¢leaning.

The heds, for ins'ance, after the long
confincwent of the wister, willstand any
amount of sunning. If you have a good
grass plot don't fail to let vour hed and
table linen have the benefit of those
Lizht March showers, which properly
belongs to April, but which, like the
Moy flowers, occasionally steal the
march upon us, and come ahead of tinie.
Pillow ticks ought to be renewed, and
the feathers taken away and cleaned.
Green feathers are always risky, and
the young housekeeper should avail her-
self of the experience of the veterans.
or she isapt to get wormy feathers on
her hands.  As much of the
health of the family depends
on the condition of the beds, house-
kecepers shonld give this department
special attention. The seeds of catarrh
are often found inthe damp, improperly
aired sheets.. Pillow ticks must be re-
newed, not washed, as the loss of the
manufucturers’ starch cauges the cloth
to sifi.

It is a very indiscreet housewife that
lifts all her carpets at once thus spoilinz
the family comfort and o disorganizing
matters that many things are lost. 1t is
said that three moves iare cqual to a fire
and 80 are three house cleanings for mat-
ter of that if conducted without svsiem.
J.et ore room Le taken, the carpet re-
moved, walls scraped, caicomined, pa-
vered, painted and then after the iur-
niture has been thoroughly repaired
and sunned let it ke put in perfect order
before another is undertaken. Thus

evervthing is kept in its proper deonart-
nt and the father of the family need
scarcely know that the dreaded rei
the scrub-brush has commenced. Be
lavishily prodigal with vour carbolic acid
i ¢chioride or Jime, The outer houses.
ns cellars, all should have special

CRIC.

A %15 Cup of Cofliece.

AMrs, Mary A, Watson, wife of James
Wiatseir, a retired  merchant of Tarry-
town,  was arrested on St. Valentine's
Day on the charge of “catehing the suaid
James Watson by the haur of his head
and seratching his face.”  Mrs, Watsen
was lahen to the oflice of Justice W, 8.
Bizd. =he isa vigorous looking lady,
about 40 vears old. 'The said James
Watsan , a little gray-haired man of 45,
was in the oilice when she arrived. She
demanded a trial by iury, which was
recorded to her., 1t appeared on the
trial that Mr. Watron and his wife had
quarreled as to who should make the
eoflee on the morning of the preceding
day. and had bad a scuflle over the
possession of the coflee pot.  The jury
found the wife guilty of ‘“‘assaulting the
said James Watson in the manner afore-
said.”? Justice Bird gave her the choice
of paying $15 fine or going to jail for
iifteen days. She expressedan emphat-
tic preference for the fifieen days.
The Justice gave her several days’ lib-
erty to  recousider  her choice. On
Saturday Jast he received a letter from
Mr. James Watson inclosing §15, andjsay-
ing that he did not desire to press the
casa_further.—[N. Y. Sun.

A

Eighty thousand buffaioes were kiiled
last winter; this winter, owing to the rapid
extinction of the animal, the numbes

ijled is comparatively gmall,

all forms of ebility ; also, in

oonditions, whether the result of exhaustion, nervous
[ erciing Srom paltiokary eomblanta Casamrs,
lﬂ).'nnn Oo.%hn.m!ul Bold by

SIGNIFICANT SPRING.

A Dissertation Upon Its Advent. and
Its Bffect Upon Mankinad.

“The green loaf of ibe new-vomwe Spring ' —Sak,

Everybody recognizes spiing, woen it is once
upon us, but many persors are not {amilliar with
the exact date of its appearance. Webster, toe
world-renowned lexicographer, gives us a defiuition
which may not be innppropriaie bere. “Sprieg,”
says be, “‘is the season of the year wher planis be-
gin to vegetate and risc: the verral season, com-
prehending the months of March, April ard May,
in the middle iatitudes north of the ecuater.”

Toomson, in kis “Seascns,” and Fhukspeare in
many of his works, bave, perhaps, 10 peers in Ge-
scribing it, anG yet ‘“‘ethereal snring’” is freignied
with makaria, “iba’ insid:icusfoe, lmking teseenic
the very air we breathe.” 1%+ 1eads cverite fairest
portions of our land; Urings death and disease 10
theusands: c@s off gcores upen scores of cur cbil=
drew und youth, as well as tnose in advanced life.
A pestrience is peparded with little less oppreher-

ion, and pecple evervwhere are asking, AT
“Where cdoes ft cewe from?” UWhar will

&

cure itr”
EINNEY-WORT, AS A SPRING MEDICT
When you begi
Ghe. A AT ID N ¢
toss abou! at wight 'n
the meorning with a ‘ol e

or
digest
ard a blot
compiai
lver is dirordered, tornd
bot:le of h'rd::o,\’-\\'cr.:
Etapuef, 2 priceless hoon 10 &
Jare asseriters of proprietors b
sess less foree than they ircguen
cause ¢f this condition of popular ne
ti.c main, to be found in thefact that charlatavism
covers our broad land. Meritorion
frequently fourd o bhad comparny.
The ypreprietors of Kidrney- Wort niways vreve
ull their asserticns, tcuching the merits of i
preparatiors.  When we affirm, therslcre,
Kidney-Weort is a specitic jor just such disorders as
have been mentioned in thisart:icle. the prect, too,
belcngs to and shall follow thrs statement

A TEYSICIAN'S EXPERIENCE.

Dr. R. K. Clark, & regular puysician of exiepse
practice in Grand Isie conuty, and a worihy deacon
of the Cocgregational Church, at Bouil Hero, Vi,
has used Kidpey-Wort for several years in his
practice, and before the present pEcprielcrs pur-
chused an interest in it, be had giver Lis unliused
oninion in its faver. ‘This opinicu has notchayged.
“1t has dcre betier thap any otber remedy 1tave
ever used,”’ says the Doctor, 2 {urther on, te
writes: I do pot recoll
patient to whom 1 nave given 1t Eas fafled to re-
ceive penefit from its use, and (D 8CINS SETENE Cases
These arc strenz words. Trey

ce wlere toe

maost decidedly =0."
ever-

are from a representalive. cousc <
approachable public citijen, Lowever, and—bpetter
stili—they are trae.

Kidnoy-Wort will bear a
isned upon it by its {rie
gion. ‘T wiil swear by Kiduey-Wert al! the time,"”
writes Mr. J. R Kauffman, o! % Wea
will st ement this by as 3

ine encomiums lav-

—and their nume is le~

honest patrons of ihie remeGy are its fiends and

advocates,

Chmeie

LYDIA E. PINKHAM'S
VEGETABLE COMPOUND,

Ie a Positive Cure
e s

For ali those Painful Complaints and Weatnesses
50 common to our best female population.

A Medicine for Woman, Inventedby aWoman.
Prepared by a Womsan.
The Createst Medical Diseovery Since the Dawn of History.
21t rovives the drooping spirits, Invigorates ard
barmenizes the organie functions, gives elasticity and
Crmness to the step, restores the notural lustro totke
cye, and plants on the pale check of womsn the fresh
roses of life's spring and car!y summer time, /
2™ Physicians Use it and Prescribo It Freely. <G8

It removes fuintness, fatalencey, destroys all craving
for stimulant, and relieves weakness of the stomach.

That feeling of bearing down, causing pain, weight
and backache, i3 always permanently cured by ts use.
Forthe care of Kidney Complaints of cltber scx

this Compound is masurpasscd,

LYDIA . PINKHAM'S BLOOD PTRIFIER
will eradicato every vestige of Huners {rom the
Biood, and give tone nnd.nmnith to the gystem, of
man woman or child, Insist on having it

‘Both the Compound and Blood Purifier are prepared
at233and 235 Western Avenue, Lynn, Mass, Price of
either, L. Six Lottles for §5. Sent by mail inthe form
of pills, or of lozongzes, on receipt of price, 81 per box
for cithe=, Mrs. Pinkham freciy answerzall jotters o2
inquiry. Enclose 3ct.stamp. Sendforpamphilets

No family shonld bs wilaout LYDIA E. PINKTTAV'S

LIVER PILLS Thev cuce constipation, bilicusros,
wad toipidity of the Uver, 20 eents per box. }

£3~So.d by all Druggists.~ca b .
A R AL

FREE iiimmite

E. H. SMITH,
46 Ciark Sireet, Chicagos
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