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The letter of Miss Merkley, 

whose picture is printed above, 
proves beyond question that 

thousands of cases of inflamma- 

tion of the ovaries and womb 
, pare annually cured by the use of 

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable 
Compound. 
“Dzar Muna Porxmas:— Gradusl 

Joes of stremgth and nerve force told 
me something was radically wrong 
with me. I had severe shooting pains 
through the pelvic organs, cramps and 
extreme irritation ed me to 
seek medical advice. The doctor sald 
that I bad ovarian trouble and ulcera- 

wgion, and advised an ration. I 
strongly objected to this and decided 

to try 1 E. Pinkham’s Vege- 

my judgment was correct, t 
the oe things said about this modi- 
gine were true, and day by day 1 felt 

Jess pain and increased appetite. The 

ulceration soon healed, and the other 

complications disappeared, and in 
eleven weeks I was once more strong 
and vigorous and perfectly well 

** My heartiest thanks ye ge to 
w for the great good you have done 

St Sincerely Miss MARGARET 
MERELEY, 275 rd St., Milwaukee, 
Wis, ~— above letter 18. ee BL Sk 

* TEA LEAVES. 
She sat listlessly in the drawing-room, 

Tea had been brought in, but she lay back in 

her chair indifferently, even lacking the 

energy to pour it out. She was physically 

tired, for she had been dancing all the pre- 
vious night, but it was not this that made 

life seem so dreary to her-—which laid that 

dead weight of despair on her heart. 

She reviewed the events of the preceding 

evening, and tried to lock on them dispassion- 

ately. He had seemed so eager to secure her 

dances—he had been so charming, so delight- 

ful, during the first one—it had seemed, 

from the day he spoke, as if his whole life 

were wrapped up in her, and he could scarce: 

ly bear her out of his sight. At one time 

they coupled his name with Laura Forbes’ 

and she remembered what a detestable girl 

she had thought her. But now all was 

changed. ‘That detestable girl” was there 

at the dance last night, and he scarcely 

seemed to know that she was in the room. 
It had pleased her, too, to see his unrea- 

soning jealousy of Capt. Hilton—Capt. Hil. 

ton, with whom she danced several times be- 

cause his step went so well with hers and not 
because she cared too straws about him, He 

bored her, in fact—he was the most uninter- 

esting man in the world to talk to—so differ- 

ent—so very different from him. He might 

have known. 

And then came his dance next—such a 

little way farther down the programme. And 

how she had been looking forward to it! She 

had stood and waited for him near her chap- 

eron, and—he never come up. Suddenly she 

saw him daucing in the centre of the room 

with Laurs Forbes. He had actually cut her 

dance! 
A very passion of anger took possession of 

her, and she turned to welcome Capt. Hilton 

eagerly when he came up to ask her what 

she was doing standing alone. 

Her partner had not appeared, she explain 

ed, with a reckless laugh. Of course he might 

havé’it—they must begin at once—1t was her 

favorite waltz—too much had been lost al- 

ready; aud, still talking breathlessly, she had 

been whirled into the midst of the dancers. 

And the rest of the evening had been pass- 

ed in » passion of excitement and anger. All 

his dances had been given to Capt. Hilton, 

and how the evening had dragged—dragged 

He had come up to her once with some 

story about » mistake, but she would not 

listat She waved him aside. ‘Please don't 

apologize,” she said airily, *'I enjoyed my 

dance much more as it was. Capt. Hilton 

dances so beautifully.” And she was whisk- 

ed cff before he could say any more, and he 

did not attempt to go near her again. 

And so she sat in the drawing-room deso- 

late and dreary. He had proved faithless 

and there was no more happiness left her in 

life. 
The door opened suddenly and he was an- 

nounced. In a moment she had started up 

out of her huddled position. The lastitude 

left her fice and a brightness and hardness 

came into her eyes. 

“Ah, how d'you do,” formally. ‘So good 

of you to come today. Here am I all alone, 
and consequently indulging in a fit of the 

‘blues.’ One soon gets tired of one’s own 

company, don’t you find?” 
She threw herself down again in a chair, 

her pretty chin raised a little higher than 

usual, while a fever spot burned on each 
cheek. Her words came rapidly and breath- 
lessly, as if she were anxious to avoid a pause. 
He took a seat opposite her aad looked at 

her curiously. He had never seen her in 

this mood before. 

“It depends on one’s thoughts,” he ans. 
wered. *‘If one can build castles in the air 
one's company is very nice, but if, instead, 

thers are nothing but plans for dungeons, 
they are not pleasant to contemplate.” 
She gave a little sigh. “Well,” she said, 

*T ought to have very happy thoughts today, 
thinking over the experience of last night. 
What a delightful dance it was!” insinuating- 

ly. “Wasn't it?” 
**Very,” grimly. 

**Y don't know when I have enjoyed a dance 

se much,” with unnecessary emphasis. ‘You 
will have some tea, won't you)” 

**Thanks,” he answered monosyllabically. 
He seemed to have no conversation this 

afternoon. But the fact did not seem to 

affect her. 

“Whaat a good dancer Capt. Hilton is,’ 

she said enthusiastically, ‘Far and away 

the best in the room.” 

“Is he?’ drastically. “I don't know—I 

have never danced with him.” 

“I didn’t suppose you had,” she answered, 

cossing her head. *‘Bat I thought you knew 

him. Hes 80, amusing, and his tales about 

South Africa are so interesting.” 
“Oh, yes, I know him—well enough, any- 

how to avoid him. As far as I have heard, 

his tales all centre around himself, and have 

no point at all. In fact, the only person who 
saved South Africa seems to be Capt. Hilton. 

I think he is the most consummate bore in 

Christendom.” 
She laughed rather artificially. *‘What 

different points of view you and I have for 

looking at things!” she said. 

“Yes,” he agreed, *‘for looking at things.” 

She thought it better to change the sub- 

ject. **‘And Miss Forbes,” she went on, 

‘‘how nice she looked last might.” 
“Did she?’ without warmth. 
**Oh, yes,” gathering courage. *‘You can 

always pick her out in a room. In that red 
dress yesterday she looked liked a pillow box 

—sbape and all. *‘This last with a flash of 

spite she could not control. 
**Yee,” he answered diplomatically, ‘she 

is growing very stout.” 

“But then,” pointedly, ‘‘she dances so 

well?” 
“No. I think she is very heavy,” he 

replied. ‘I was quite tired when my dance 
with her was over.” 

She paused for a moment, but she threw 
him quite a friendly look. This did not 

soupd much as if he were in love with Laura 

Forbes. 

The silence grew oppressive. He did not 

seem inclined to break it, so she had to hunt 

about in her mind for something to say. She 
took up her cup and looked wonderingly at 
it. “Such a lot of tea leaves,” she said, 

twisting the cup round and round. ‘‘Have 

you ever had your fortune told by tea leaves?” 
He shook his head. “Never,” he said. 

“Do you know how to tell it?” 

“I know a little about it,” she answered. 

“My old nurse taught me long ago. She 

believed in it thoroughly, aad it was an ex- 

traordinary thing how many of her prophe- 

cies came true.” 

He drew his chair a little nearer hers and 

held out his empty cup. ‘Tell me my 

fortune, please,” he said. 

She took it from his hand and twisted it 
round and round, as she had done her own, 

and then she drained the last drop of tea 
from it and began gazing down intently inte 
the cup, so that he was able to look at her 

sweet face undisturbed. 
“I can see a shamrock,” she said slowly, 

after a pause of some minutes; ‘‘that means 

happiness, and there is good luck shown 
several .times. There are letters coming for 

you—oune, two, three—and one of them con- 
tains money. There is a journey in the 
future, but you will not be alone. You will 
have a companion with you—I think, it is a 

woman. There is also a heart, and a ring.” 

She hesitated for a moment. “That means 

marriage,” she said at last. 
“Does it?” he cried eagerly. ‘‘Ah! now 

you are promising me the best luck of all. 

Can you tell me what my wife will be like?” 
She shook her head. *‘I am afraid that is 

vot possible with tea leaves. 
“Oh, do look again,” he entreated. **Tell 

me that her hair has imprisoned the sun's 
rays, that her eyes are like stars, and that 

her mouth is the sweetest mouth in the 

world.” 
She still gazed into the cup, but she was 

not looking at the tea leaves. Her heart was 

beating so loudly she was afraid he would 

hear it. What did he mean? Whom did 
he mean? Her hair was golden; but then, 

Laura Forbes was very fair, too. 
She twisted the cup round in her fingers. 

“You have some one in your mind, then,” 

she said slowly. *‘The tea leaves are true 
prophets, and your marriage will he soon. 
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the humar, anima® ” 

Discriminate 

= Clothes don't make the man; but they make all of him 

but his hands and face, and that's a pretty considerable area of 
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“Progress” Brand (Clothing 
always look well, others pay a taflor twice as much and 

High prices don't always mear high quality 

DISCRIMINATE Buy clothes that se. the styles—that set 

the standard of fine tailoring—that are guar 

anteed by maker and retailer 

buy “Progress” Brand Clothing 

Scld by Leading Clothiers 

throughout Canade. 
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Progress Brand Clothing may be had from John McLauchlan, W oodstock. 

and C. J. Greene, Bath. 

A PURE CEREAL FOOD 

Orange Meat 
Canada’s Best Breakfast Dish 

. is equal to 

One Pound of Orange Meat 

Five Pounds of Beef 
in nourishing qualities 

It is the cheapest because the best 

ASK YOUR GROCER FOR IT 

T 
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umbermens 

Supplies 
IN STOCK. 

Single and 

50 doz Chopping Axes, nus: 

Steel Wire Rope, 

Iron and Wood Blocks, 

10 tons Steel Cable Chain, 

30 doz Tubular Lanterns, 

20 doz Horse Blankets. 
Also a full stock of Sleigh Shoe Steel, 

Iron, Coal, Ete. 
—————— ——— 

F. Dibblee & Son, 
Woodstock, Centreville and Hartland, 

wee uf 

It promptly relieves pain in any part of the 

external. 

1.5. JO 
~ 0 pn vy 

Casiecamation, soreness, swelling and discoloratio
ns resulting from 

blows, uruises, burns and other hurts are quickly 
removed by the free 

JOHNSON’S 
Anodyne LINIMENT 

body, either internal or 

For the daily accidents that arise, the home remedy 1s 

Johnson's Anodyne Limment. Keep it in the house. 

Price 25¢; three tunes as much boc. At all druggists. 

HNSON & CO., Boston, Mass. 

FARM ROR SALE. 

I am offering for sale one of the leading farms 

in Carleton County, centrally located, well water- 

ed. well wooded, under a good state of cultivation, 

buildings first class. Terms easy, For further 

particulars apply to J. W. ASTLE, Gen. Ins. 
Agent, Queen St., Woodstock. 

Sept. 21, 3 mo. 

MONEY TO LOAN 
On Real Estate. 

APPLY TO D. M'LEOD VINCE 
Birrister-at- Law, Woodstoca, 8. B 

WOODSTOCK, N. B.,, NOV. 2 1904. 

Are you engaged already?’ And she asked 

the question with studied carelessness. 

“No,” he answered with a sigh, ‘Iam 

too faint-hearted to ask her.” He looked 

down at the girl with his soul in his eyes, 

hut she still kept her head bent and did not 

see. 

“Then you will meet the fate of all faint. 

hearts,” she said, trying to speak lightly, 

*‘and some one else will come and steal your 

‘fair lady.” 

“But she is so proud and sometimes very 
cruel,” he said. *‘I am afraid she does not 

care for me,” 
***Our doubts are traitors, and make us 

lose the good we oft might 

an attempt,’ 

He looked at her and his hopes tlew high. 

Words rushed to his lips, bat with an ¢ffort 

he choked them back. 

*‘It means so mach,” he cried. *‘I 

win, by fearing 
’ ' she quoted. 

have 

her friendship now—at least, I had it yester- 

day—if I ask for more I may lose all.” 

**But,” she said somewhat haltingly, ‘‘you 

might gain everything.” 

*“Who am I, to expect that such a girl 

could love me and would be my wife!” he 

cried, *‘a girl who had everthing—wealth, 

position and the whole world at her feet if 

she desires. Don’t you think that the mere 

idea of my asking her to link her fair life 
with mine would be presumptuous?” 

She was still twirling the cup round and 

round in her fingers, 

**You forget to mention the one thing that 

really matters—the one priceless thing that 
offer. she cannot be 

worth winning if your—Ilove does not count 

you have to Surely 

for something?’ 

He looked down at her fair head, with its 

coil of golden hair, and was silent for 8 min- 

ute or two. 

“Do you advise me, then,” he said at last, 

‘“‘to speak to her—to ask her to be my wife?” 

There was another pause, and the silence 
The clock on the mantle- 

piece ticked aggressively loud. 

ble that she was holding a 

Forbes? 

grew eloquent. 

Was ir possi- 

brief for Laura 

“‘Certainly I do,” she answered, and her 

words seemed to come with dithculty; but she 

bravely raised her face and locked at him for 

a second. But her glance wavered, and tell 

suddenly, for there was that in his eyes which 

she could not meet. 

“I will take your advice,” he said quietly. 

*‘Dear, will you marry me?" 

“1?” she said a little incoberently, for the 

relief had come so suddenly. **Do you mean 
you want to marry me— do you mean to say 

that T am the girl you were talking about just 

now?” 

“Of course I do. As if I could love any 

one else in the world after having once met 

you. Dear, didn’t you know-—didn’t you 

understand—that I have loved you from the 

first mement we met, and that it was you I 

was speaking of all the time?” 
She turned her head again and looked au 

him. A beautiful flush had dyed her checks, 

her eyes were shining, and her 

was radiant with happiness. 

“No,” she said. *I—I didn’t know. I 

was so afraid—ah! dreadfully afraid —that— 

whole face 

it wasn’t. 
Senay A 

TO CURE A COLD IN ONE DAY 

Take LAXATIVE BROMO QUININE Tablets. 
All druggists refund the money if it fails to cure. 

E. W. Grove's signature is on each box. 2c. 

— 

Noisy Dogs And Noisy People. 

“Noisy dogs invariably belong to noisy 

people. Noisy people will, of course, deny 
this, but listen to them some day when they 

scold a dog for barking. Whose voice is 

loudest ? whese harshest ? 

EP have heard people disciplining dogs for 
growling, and I have been much more fright- 

ened of the people than of the dogs. When 
from a front door I can hear a dog inside a 

house begin to howl and bark the moment 
that the bell is sounded, I know very well 

that he has caught the trick (rom some one 

in the house.—From *‘The Manaers of Do- 

mestic Animals,” by Lillie Hamilton French, 

in The Delineator for November. 
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Japanes Naval Rations. 

whose fiercest? 

It is, says George Kennon writing in the 

N. Y. Outlook, the popular impression in 
America that Japanese soldiers and sailors 
live wholly, or largely, upon rice; but, so far 

at least as the bluejackets are concerned, the 
impression is erroneous. The naval ration 
is a most generous one, and includes bread, 

meat or fish, rice, barley, and potatoes. In 

order vo supply the fleet with bread of good 
quslity the officers of the Sasebo naval base 

have established a bread-making piaut, with 

up-to date machinery and appliances. which 

has a capacity of 20,000 pounds of fresh 

bread per day. This if 1t were 
bought in the open market, or made by con- 

tract, wou!d cost the navy three cents per 

pound. It is turned out by the naval bakery at 

a cost of only one and three-quarters ceuts. 
We were shown also through a lemon de 

bottling plant, where the aerated lewmuiade 
that is so popular in Japan is made 10 1arge 

quantities for the refreshment of the sailors 

at the front. 

bread,


