
The Correspondent 
^ at Hampstead. 

BY DENISON HALLEY CLIFT. 

MILLARD, correspondent of the 
Tribune at Hampstead, realized 

that the supreme movement in his 
reportorial career had come. He was 
fairly wild with excitement, as he 
gazed at the brilliantly colored poster 
of a circus performer in his hand. The 
long coveted chance t hat comes sooner 
or later in the life of every newspaper 
man had finally come to Millard, hurl
ing itself upon him in a manner that 
completely bewildered him. 

The poster was of a juggler tossing 
seven knives in the air at once, each 
one caught as it fell in one hand, 
thrown to the right, and then thrown 
into the air again successively. The 
performer's name was McDuff. Mil
lard had read accounts, of him in the 
papers until he felt almost>Mrlven to 

.emulate him. But the world-renowned 
McDuff had fallen at last. While per-

i forming at the Midway Central he had 

"he Had a mustache and a heavy 
bpard; but the beard was false." 

The reporter almost forgot himself. 
He leaned forward intently. "False?" 
he repeated, nervously; "was there a 
scar on his chin?" 

"No record of that," smiled the clerk. 
Millard waited a moment. He looked 

at the clerk, puzzled. The latter per
ceived that there was something be
hind his questions that worried him.. 

"Did you notice his hair?" he in
quired. 

"Yes," replied the clerk, "it was 
light, but had traces of black in it." 
Millard tried to avoid the clerk's gaze. 
He felt that the man had in some way 
discovered his story. 

"There seemed to be something 
mighty queer about that fellow," said 
the clerk. "When he came in he was 
dressed in his circus suit, and locked 
kind of funny. I don't know what it 
was, but somehow I didn't take to him 
much. But perhaps it was only a 
fancy." 

The scribe gazed at the clerk in awe. 
Was there really something repugnant 
about McDuff? Had the clerk noticed 
it, too? "Very queer." he said. 

"Yes, indeed/' replied the other. "I 
had an idea something was wrong." 

Millard looked straight into t£e 
clerk's eyes. There was something in 
his look that told him the clerk could 
be trusted. He had probably experi
enced the same sensation that first 
crept over Millard when he saw Mc
Duff. Then he spoke frankly: 

-'That man," he said, "has been 
hunted by the police all over the 
world. You've got to let me see him. 
For six years they have been after : glanced for an instant at the l'ront row 

of spectators, while his magical knives j him, and now he has the temerity.to 
"were in the air. A certain face in the ; come back here to San Francisco, 

: audience had caused him to falter, and ! where he killed his wife and- child six 
' in that brief second one of the knives ! years ago. But I've got him now, and 
; had swerved and struck home. j si tremendous sensation in the morn- J 

"That's him all right," exclaimed ins." Suddenly he felt a pang of re-
taillard as he held the poster and a 1 sret for what he had said. Then he 
photograph together. "He's grown a . turned to the clerk again. 
beard, but it's hiin. Those are Swee
ney's eyes, but why did he ever come 
back to San Francisco again? My 
goodness, what a chance!" He sat 

: down a moment to recover himself. 
Picking up the evening paper he 

learned that "the celebrated McDuff 
; had taken a drop too -touch, he had 
i faltered for a moment, when the knife 
descended and made a nasty wound 
above his temple." 

"A drop too much nothing." solilp-
; quized the reporter. "He knew it was 
me, and he'll come to the gallows after 
all! I guess they will keep liim at St. 

: Mary's hospital for awhile." 
Again Millard saw the brilliant op

portunity for liis master stroke, and as 
he thought of the real identity of Mc
Duff it made him fairly gasp. With 
his blood tingling within he seized the 
telephone in the corner of the room, 
and after a few minutes he was con
nected with the managing editor across 
the bay. 
' "I have a big sensation coming," he 
said. "Save three columns on the first 
page. Hold the mail edition if neces
sary, until two o'clock. It's a 
scoop!" 
. "That Hampstead?" asked the man
aging editor. 
. "Yes, this is Millard. Save three 
columns." 
' On the last train Millard sent the 
photographs by a special messenger; 
then, returning to his room, he opened 
his note book and began to write. 
Even then it was getting late and Mil
lard counted his time, and set to work 
in earnest on his story. His brain was 
clear and his hand flew across the 
pages. One by one they piled up be
fore him, forming to his excited vision 
the majestic story he had been longing 

' for so many years. He wrote on in
fused with ecstacy, and when he fin
ished he gathered the many pages to
gether and placed them in his coat 
pocket with several old letters for 
transmission to the Tribune office as 
soon as he made sure of his facts. 
He had written the confession of Mc-

"Take me to his room," he said. 
The clerk closed the register, glanc

ing at the white, gager face of the 
reporter. Suddenly the two men heard 
footsteps outside and the door opened, 
disclosing the white, pale face of a 
nurse. The men stared at her in 
amazement. 

"Good God," she cried, "help me. 
Who is that—that—oh, who is he, who 
is he?" 

The clerk rushed forward and caught 
her. "What's the matter?" he gasped. 

"Oh, God, help me! Go look at him 
—No. 73." 

"Get me some water," the clerk de
manded of the reporter, and soon they 
laid her on the lounge in one end of 
the room and rubbed her forehead with 1 
cold water. Then the clerk and re
porter hurried up the long stairway 
toward the juggler's room. 

Reaching the apartment, the clerk 
opened the door wider, and stepped in
side. No sooner had he done so when 
the door slammed behind him. Quick
ly the scribe seized the knob and tried 
to follow, but the door was locked. 
Again he seized the knob and endeav
ored to force it open, but the heavy 
door resisted him. Certainly, he 
thought, the clerk bad not shut hiin 
out so brusquely. 

Millard pressed his ear against the 
door, but could hear nothing, nor could 
he see anything. At this juncture the 
nurse in the next, ward looked out into 
the hall, and Millard could smell the 
pungent odor of iodoform. Being quick 
to grasp ideas, he seized upon a sud
den thougftt. 

"Is there any one in here?" he asked, 
in a kind tone. 

The nurse gazed at him suspiciously. 
She was a pretty young woman and at 
tracted Millard. 

"I have an important message, a 
wish to see the patient in here." 

"But this is too late," she pi 
tested. 

"Madam," replied the reporter, 
have no time to tarry. Will you : 
if "there is any one within?" 
' The young woman in blue unlfo 

Duff just as Be pictured it would hap- , knocked at the door. There was 
pen, and a description of his return 
to San Francisco and his capture. It 
was a marvelous story and now he 
hoped it would not have to be altered. 

It was almost 11:30 when, pulling on 
his coat, he turned out his light and 
set out for the hospital. The air was 
chilly, and he walked briskly in an en 
deavor to keep warm. As he reached 
the large, dark building he entered 
and knocked at the clerk's office. That 
individual looked drowsily over his 
spectacles. Millard closed the door be
hind him. 

"Is McDuff, the juggler who was 
hurt, here?'' he asked. 

"McDuff?" responded the clerk. 
"Let's see. Faladin, Seymour, Mc
Duff—yes, there it is—No. 73." 

"I'm from the Tribune," said the re
porter, as he leaned forward toward 
the register, at the same time showing 

Half aa hoar and the mall edition 
would go to press. The three columns 
were being saved for him, but would 
he have the story ready? A mystery 
is the most interesting thing in the 
career of a reporter, and Millard's sense 
of news had found a splendid chance 
for a scoop. The first story was for
gotten and the room into which he had 
failed to gain admittance was now his 
only thought What was in there? 

He was still watching the door when 
be suddenly saw It open from the in
side. He stood perfectly still, scarcely 
daring to breathe. Suddenly he saw 
the head of the clerk look out. His 
face was worn and haggard. Closing 
the door behind him, he stepped into 
the hall. Millard saw the door tightly 
shut, but rushed toward the clerk. 

"For Heaven's sake, what has hap
pened to you?" he cried. 

The clerk only stared at him vacant
ly. Millard seized him by the shoul
ders. "What's in there?" he demand
ed, pointing toward the door. 

"What's in there?" repeated the 
clerk, simply; "I—I didn't see any
thing." 

"Wake up, man," cried the reporter; 
"what has happened to you?" 

"Hang you, anyhow," echoed the 
white figure, "how do I know?" 

Millard saw that his eyes had a hor
rible, glassy stare. He seemed entire
ly oblivious to what had happened. 
Millard could get nothing from him. 
The clerk looked at the reporter for a 
moment; - then he pulled away from 
him and went down stairs. Millard 
watched him in pity and wonder. The 
clock was now a quarter of two. 

Like a flash Millard saw the man
aging editor across the bay call down 
the tube to the press rooms. The pic
ture came to him like a dream. He had 
15 minutes left in which to solve a 
mystery and get the story to the 
Tribune office. 

In gre?t moments there comes to 
some persons the feeling that they are 
able to accomplish anything. In such 
a way Millard felt that if he could 
only get into that strange room he 
could face anything. He had a crav
ing to get at the heart of the mys
tery, and get the story off over the 
wires. In 12 minutes he would be 
too late. 

Why not raise the house? Perhaps 
the young women had been murdered! 
He started toward the strange root-. 
Then his excited brain thought of the 
fire alarm. With a feverish impulse 
he seized the bell rope and pulled it 
furiously. Peal after peal rang out 
clear overhead, and at the same time 
he saw 100 doors fly open and heard 
the cries of female voices. But he 
only looked wildly at the strange door. 
It opened slowly! Dropping the rope 
be plunged blindly forward into the 
room and slammed the door after him. 

For an instant he paused—dazed. 
Befoi-e him stood the circus performer 
with a glittering knife uplifted. Be
hind him he caught sight of the two 
nurses in a heap on the floor. One 
looked vacantly at him. In the hall 
behind, Millard heard the mad rush of 
many feet. 

The juggler was dressed in his 
tights, and his spangles were dazzling 
under --the electric lights. His head 
was bandaged, but his eyes were ma
lignant. Suddenly there began to 
creep over the reporter a sensation so 
soothing that its power almost over
came him. The air was charged with 
delicious odors, and a vivid scene flit
ted across the reporter's brain. He 
saw the night editor smile at him and 
whisper -something that he could not 
understand. He heard the wires sing
ing overhead in a melodious cadence. 
Far away he heard tj;e Toar of the 
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answer. "Therese," she called softl 
The knob turned and the door sl< 

ly opened. The nurse looked iii; tl 
stepped inside. Without hesitat' 
Millard tried to follow; but some tcj 
more powerful than he compelled I 
to move back. At the same time j 
heard a light scream from the nu 
inside, followed by a burst of hysteri 
laughter. 

Completely overwhelmed, the 
porter leaned against the wall for s 
port In. spite of his unusual nerve he 
found himself weak and trembling. 
The clerk and the young nurse were 
shut up together with some strange 
power, and Milflftd" was unable to gain 
admittance. The unexpected had com
pletely upset him for a moment. 

The reporter turned and walked 
down the hall for fear of attracting 
attention. In case he caused any dis-

his.badge. "I came here to find out' tnrbance the other papers wouldr get 
about this fellow's condition. He was I the story. The very thought 

I 
"Hold on," Interrupted the clerk, 

"there was a Tribune man here a lit
tle while ago, and I told him this circus 
fellow was delirious, and " 

"I know, I know," put in the report
er, suavely, "but I'm a special writer. 
This matter I'm getting is different. 
It's for the Sunday supplement to-mor
row." He spoke in such an assuring 
manner that he half believed it him
self. "Now, look at that register and 
kindly tell me how old he is." ' 

The clerk eyed him angrily. "Why 
don't you newspaper men get around 
here earlier?" he asked. "This is no 
time of night to be bothering us this 
way." 

Millard felt he was losing time. 
He. looked savagely at the man be
fore him. Then he thought best to 
treat him civilly, for there was too 
much at stake. 

"Well, how old is he?" he repeated. 
"He wouldn't say much," answered 

the clerk, "but he was about 35." -v 
"Was he smooth shaven?" 

I f "No, not exactly," replied the, other, 

him. recoil. He had come ex] 
everything to turn out as he ; 
planned it, but instead he had scei 
a far better story. He had the 
derer and—a mystery. For a 
he hesitated. The time was flying: 
he still had .McDuff to catch. 

As he stood in the shadow at 
end of the cold hall, he noticed 4 
other nurse cross the corridor, d 
entered the room which the otJ 
young woman had left, but finding 
empty, moved to the next door, opej 
it and wfent inside. Millard stare<J 
blank surprise. • i 

At the other end of the hall hisJ 
wandered to a large clock. It was 1. 
In half an hour the forms would be 
locked. The story was ready in his 
pocket, but the new turn of events; 
had changed matters considerably. 

His hesitation lasted but a moment. 
The one thing that makes a success
ful newspaper man is his ability for in
stant action. He must not only see his 
opportunity for a story, but his mind 
must be able to master it in all its de
tails. i. ' •< 4s 
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. -.40ti tut; T»er-
rormei mtu ail his strength on 
head. Again he saw the unconscious 
young women and he understood. He 
reached the window and threw up the 
sash. Behind him the door gave way 
and he heard their footsteps coming 
nearer. His hands touched the fire 
escape and he swung himself out 
Swiftly he descended the long iron lad
der, dropped 20 feet to the ground and 
leapt a stone wall that loomed dark-
Iv before him. ^Then all he saw was 
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. vuc Aucar'he 
yawned and turned to the clock agafri. 
It was just two! He picked up this 
black tube. „ » 

"Lock the " _ | 
Even while he was speaking the 

telegraph editor called up his tube: 
"It's coming now," he said. "Hold 
the forms a lew minutes more.." 

The managing editor heaved a sigh 
of relief. "I knew he wouldn't fall," 
was all he said.—Overland Monthly. 

No study of the northwest is com
plete, nor can-one understand as one 
should, the imperial dimensions of 
that vast domain or its real present 
and future greatness, without some 
knowledge of the wonderful explora
tion of Lewis and Clark in 1804-6. 

That historic expedition consisting 
of 45 men (later, at Fort Mandan, 
reduced to 31 men and 1 Indian 
woman with her three months' old 
papoose) left St. Louis, ascended the 
Missouri river to its headwaters, 
crossed the mountains to the Colum
bia, and descended that stream to its 
mouth, and returned, within less than 
two years and a half. One winter they 
spent in North Dakota, near Bis
marck, and another in Oregon, near 
Astoria. 

The results of the exploration, the 
valuable discoveries made, the mani
fold adventures met with, not only 
stamp the exploration as the greatest 
of modern times, but render accounts 
of it as interesting as a novel. 

There have recently been issued 
several reprints of the old, original 
Lewis and Clark report of 1814, which 
was not, by any means, a publication 
of the real journals of the explorers, 
but an edited edition of them by out
siders, and it was incomplete and de
fective in many ways. Other publi
cations relating to the expedition 
ha^ also been issued recently one of 
which, published by G. P. Putnam's 
Sons, New York, stands peculiarly 
and uniquely alone. This edition is 
a two volume, 8 vo. one, called "The 
Trail of Lewis and Clark, 1804-1904." 
The author, Mr. Olin D. Wheeler, is 
well known as the writer of the pop
ular Wonderland series of the North
ern Pacific Railway, in connection 
with which he made his studies and 
researches for this more pretentious 
work. 

Mr. Wheeler has traveled several 
thousand miles over the old route "of 
Lewis and Clark, on railway trains 
and steamboats, In rowboats, afoot, 
on horseback and in buggies or wag
ons. He has traveled with pack trains, 
camped out, and climbed mountains, 
in following the old Indian trails that 
the explorers followed and in visiting 
remote points made memorable by 
them. He has sojourned among In
dian tribes, some of them now almost 
extinct, that Lewis and Clark visited, 
and he has talked with one old squaw 
who, as a child, saw Lewis and Clark. 

The explorers' route across the Bifc-
terroot mountains, from the headwa
ters of the Missouri river to the 
sources of the Snake river and thence 
to the Kooskooske, or Clearwater 
river, which has always been an un
solved problem full of uncertainties 
and gaps, has been carefully followed 
and completely solved and mapped. 

"Tha Trail of Lewis and Clark" is 
illustrated in color and half tone from 
paintings, drawings, and maps made 
under Mr. Wheeler's direction, and 
from photographs taken by profes
sional photographers who accompa
nied him for the purpose. The work 
is not made up of quotations from 
the Lewis and Clark report with an
notated comments, but the writer 
tells his own story and supplements 
it with brief and pertinent extracts 
from Lewis and Clark, Gass,—one of 
the sergeants of Lewis and Clark 
whose journal was published—Breck-
enridge, Bradbury, Maximilian, Cat-
lin, Henry, Chittenden and a host of 
other historical and narrative writers 
that connect the past with the pre
sent. 

The original manuscript journals of 
Lewis and Clark were studied by the 
author, and exact excerpts and photo
graphic reproductions, in half tone, 
of their pages and drawings are giv
en. A chapter is devoted to the Loui
siana Purchase, another to the pre
paratory measures for the exploration 
and yet another to the history of each 
man of the expedition so far as 
known, including a detailed discussion 
of the causes and circumstances of 
the death of Captain Lewis. 

There is gathered within the cov
ers of these volumes, and made avail
able, a vast amount of history, nar
rative and incident of the last cen
tury that is of great vplue, is almost 
unknown to the present generation 
and, practically, is inaccessible to 
them. 

The Louisiana. Purchase Exposition 
at St. Louis, and the Lewis and Clark 
Centennial to be held at Portland, 
Oregon, in 1905, to commemorate the 
great exploration itself, make this 
work by Mr. Wheeler peculiarly time
ly and apropos, because it is written 
by the only person who, from actual 
travel over, and investigation of, the 
Lewis and Clark route, can write from 
the standpoint of actual knowledge of 
past and present conditions of the 
old trail and country. 

"The Trail of Lewis and Clark" 
should be found in every public and 
private library in the land, not only 
for purposes of reference for stu
dents,-but for use of the general read
er, who will find in reading through 
its pages of large, clear type that 
truth is, indeed, stranger than fic
tion. " 

«X Think l JCnow." 
6alesville, Ohio, May 2nd.—There is a 

Civil War veteran in this place who is 
veiy positive in hia way and when he 
makes a statement everyone knows he 
meant it and that it is true. His name 
is Mr. J. Stephens, and he> has written for 
publication the following letter: 

"I have been a sufferer with Kidney 
Disease since the Civil War. Sometime* 
my back would hurt me so that I could 
not drees myself for weeks. I took a few 
boxes of Dodd's Kidney Pills and have 
found great relief. They have done me s 
great deal of goqd. 

"The general health is much better since 
using Dodd's Kidney Pills. I can recom
mend this remedy to be the best thing for 
the Kidneys that is on the market. I 
have taken a heap' of medicine for my 
back and kidneys and I THINK I KNOW 
WHAT HELPS MK. 

"I am 63 years old and was through the 
Civil War as a soldier." 

Mr. Stephens KNOWS that Dodd's Kid
ney Pills helped him. They will cure any 
case of Backache. 

• Particular Lady. 
Mrs. Nuritch—I think I'll take this 

watch. You're sure it's made of refined 
gold. 

Jeweler—Certainly. 
"Because I do detest anything that ain't 

refined."—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 

X. C. S. Almanac for 1904. 
_ The Kansas City Southern Railway 
Company's Annual Almanac is now ready 
for distribution. It contains the usual 
monthly calendars, many useful household 
hints and information concerning the 
Country in Missouri, Arkansas, The Indian 
Territory, Texas and Louisiana. Write 
for a copy to. S. G. Warner, Gen. Pass. 
& Tkt. Agt. K. C. S. Ry., Kansas City. 
Mo.-

And, as if the army of kissing relatives 
were not enough, Russian officialdom had 
to put up its lips at the railway station 
for General Kouropatkin to salute. The 
idea gives us a new light on the meaning 
of General Sherman's imperishable remark 
about the hellishncss of war.—N. Y. Press. 

Shake Into Tour Shoes . 
Allen's Foot-Ease. Itcures painful, swollen, 
smarting, sweating feet. Makes new shoes 
easy.' Bold by all Druggists and Shoe Stores. 
Don'taccept any substitute. Sample FREE. 
Address A. S. Olmsted, Le Roy ,3s. Y. 

In the bright and shining lexicon of po
litical candidates, many are boomed and 
few escape being boomeranged.—Judge. 

Piso's Cure for Consumption is an infalli
ble medicine for coughs and colds.—N. W. 
Samuel, Ocean Grove, N. J., Feb. 17,1900. 

, Spring flowers are sometimes grown 
with steam heat.—Washington Star. 

You can do your dyeing in half an hour 
with Putnam Fadeless Dyes. 

The oil stove is more useful than the ice 
cream freezer.—Washington Star. 

THE STRUGGLNG FOREIGNER; 

How He Gets Things Twisted Whea 
t Ha First Comes to This  ̂. 

Country. * ,y> ' 

fiiyi'ud (M" »'h° are born'"tothis 
country-and imbibe a knowleafe-.of-«s*<a* 
stitutions and its geography with tneir 
every-day conversation have difficuWy in 
passing examinations on them in school. 
It is little wonder, then, that the immi
grants described in the New York Tribune 
nave trouble with their examinations wnen 
they apply for naturalisation papas. 

"How is the president elected? one of 
them was asked recently. . . 

The applicant squirmed as if his memory 
was about to collapse. Then a gleam ot 
intelligence came into his eyes and he saiu: 

?y a big-a machority." 
native of Denmark, big-bonea snu 

flaxen-haired, was asked now many state* 
there are in the union. „ „ . 

"New York, New Chicago, New Boston, 
New Jersey and a lot more," he replied. 

On further questioning it was found that 
he had gathered that the name of the state 
was that of the town with "New prs-
fixed. < 

WILD WITH ECZEMA 

Aad Other Itchlnr, Banliis, Seslf 
Eraptloai, with Lou of Hmlr— v 

Speedily Cared by Cutieura. 

Bathe the affected parts with hot water 
and Cutieura Soap, to cleanse the surface 
of crusts and scales and soften the thick
ened cuticle; dryj without hard rubbing, 
and apply Cutieura Ointment freely, to al
lay itching, irritation and inflammation, 
and soothe and heal: and, lastly, take Cuti
eura Resolvent Pills to cool and cleanse ' 
the blood. A single set, costing but $1.00, 
is often sufficient to cure the most tortur

ing, disfiguring skin, scalp and blood 
humors, with loss of hair, when all else 
fails. ^ 

A Negro's Betort 
Among the employes of the bureau of 

engraving and printing is a negro who 
has been in the bureau for many year# 
and who is noted for good humor and a 
certain degree of wit. A few days ago an 
Irishman, also employed in the bureau, 
after having encountered the negro 'in 
debate," remarked: "Jim, you must be an 
I r i s h m a n . "  . . . .  

"Oh, go 'long," replied Jim. "It is bad 
'nough to be a nigger."—Philadelphia 
Ledger. 

"Why," exclaimed the surprised suitoT| 
"what is the sofa doing in the vestibule. 
The pretty girl blushed. ' -fapa said we 
romawed so long in the vestibule saying 
good-night that it would be much better 
to make lovt here and say 'good-night m 
the parlor."—Philadelphia Record. 

The cynic is a man who sees his own 
heart and calls it the world.—Chicago 
Tribune. 

- Pilgrims to both Buddhist and Shinto 
shrines are numerous in Japan, and 
their pure white dress makeB them con
spicuous among their compatriots, clad 
In the nniversal dark blue and gray. 
Even their long staves are white. They 
wear broad straw hats or'white cotton 
caps with long streamers, and carry on 
their backs. immense packs made of 
lacquered ware. 
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King Carlos, of Portugal, has con
ferred the .degree of knight of the or
der of St. Jacques upon Emile A. 
Brugulere, a San Francisco composer. 

The letters of Miss Merkley, whose pic
ture is printed above, and Miss Claussen, 
prove beyond question that thousands of 
cases of inflammation of the ovaries # and 
womb are annually cured by the use of 
Lydia E» Pinkham's Vegetable Compound* 

"DEAR MRS. PINKHAM:—Gradual loss of strength and nerve force 
told me something was radically wrong with me. I had severe shooting 
fcalns throught the pelvic organs, cramps and extreme irritation com
pelled me to seek medical advice. The doctor said that I had ovarian 
trouble and ulceration, and advised an operation. I strongly objected to 
this and decided to try Ly l̂a E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound. 
I soon found that my judgment was correct, and that all the good 
things said about this medicine were true, and day by day I felt less 
pain and increased appetite. The ulceration soon healed, and the other 
complications disappeared and in eleven weeks I wag once more strong 
and vigorous and perfectly welL 

44 My heartiest thanks are sent to you for the great good you have 
done me."—Sincerely yours, Miss MARGARET MERKLEY, 275 Third St, 
Milwaukee, Wis.: 

•••-••a • r t W v ; ?  -

Hiss Claussen Saved from a Surgical Operation. 
"DEAR MRS. PINKHAM:—It seems to me that 

all the endorsements that I have readof the value 
.of lydia E..Pinkham's Compound do not express 
one-naif of the virtue the great medicine really 

, . possesses. I know that it saved my life and I 
* want to give the credit where it belongs. I suf

fered with ovarian trouble for five years îad three 
operations and spent hundreds of dollars on doc
tors and medicines but this did not cure me 
after alL 

" However, what doctors and medicines faded 
to do, Iiydia R Pinkham's Vegetable Com
pound did. Twenty bottles restored me to per
fect health and I feel sure that had I known of its 
value before, and let the doctors alone, I would 
have been spared all the pain and expense that 

fruitless operations cost me. If the women who are suffering, and 
the doctors do not help them, will try Lydia E. Pinkham's vege
table Compound, they will not be disappointed with the results. — 
Miflg CLARA M. CLAVSSEN, 1307 Penn St., Kansas City, Mo. 

FORFEIT if we cannot forthwith produce the original letters and signatures »f 
above ieettmsnials, wbich will prove thoir absolute genuineness. 

Igrdto E, Fink bam Sled. Co., Ljnn, 0Uo» $5000 


