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THFR DISPATCH.

A prominent club woman,
Mrs. Danforth, of St. Joseph,
Mich., tells how she was cured
of falling of the womb and its
accompanying pains and misery
by Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.

.- Dl: Mrs. PINkmAM : — Life looks
dark d when a woman feeds that
hers th is fading awayand she has

no hope.s of ever being restored. Such
was my feeling a fewmonths ago when
I was advised that my poor health was
caused by prolapsus or falling of the
womb. The words sounded like a
knell to me, I felt that my sun had set ;
but Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound came to me as an
clixir of life ; it restored the lost forces
- and built me up until my good health
returned to me. For four months I
took the medicine daily, and each dose
added health and strength. I am so
thankful for thehelp I obtained through
its use.” — MRs. FLORENCE DANFORTH,
1007 Mfiea Ave., St. Joseph, Mich. —
~— $5000 forreit II orl'lnd of above letter proving
genulneness cannot be produced.
“FREE MEDICAL ADVICE
TO WOMEN.”

Women would save time and
much sickness if they would
write to Mrs. Pinkham foradvioe
@s soon as any distress im.p-
toms appear. It is free. an
put thousands of women on the
wight road to recovery.

A FLOWER OF THE PRAIRIE,

A handful of earth was thrown up against
the window of Auna Mansell’s room; a
momnient after the light sound was repeated.
Anna threw up the window noiselessly and
looked out.

It was very early morning; the sky was a
pale, keen sheet of steel; the wide half-circle
of prairie she could see beyond the town was
quiveringly awake, «s the fresh June wind
rippled over the green, grey grasses.

“*Why, Dick, is that you?"

The golden-haired girl leaned from the
window aud met the upturned eyes of the
young Eoglishman who stood beneath her.

“*“What does it mean?”’ :

“Anna!” was the whispered reply. *‘Lis-
ten, your father and [ had hot words last
night, and— he's turued me off! He's always
been down on me siuce he knew we cared for
each other, always; ha says I'm the wrong
sort o( a farm hard, the loneli-
ness was fairly killing me; so he's turned me
off, and I've come to sy good bye.

In his voice she detected a note of boyish
excitement and love of change.

“What are you going to do, dear?’ she
asked. ‘*What money have you saved?”

**Nearly a hundred dollars;
to the last cent. Do! 1'w bound to make
things hum wherever I land, with youth to
help me, and strength and—love.”

He reached up the frame wall with his
right hand as far us he was able, and she
stretched hers down towards him; somehow
this brought the coming separation vividly
before them. The two young faces grex very
sad and yearning.

“My dear! My dear!”
“Don’t go away from me. Don’t, don’t.”

*“‘Hush, bhush,” entreated her lover;
**Anna, come with me! We can’t live apart;
1 know what a hard kind of life it is for you
here; you shan’t ever regret it, I swear be-
fore heaven! Dearest, sweetheart!”

His voice broke in his eagerness and love;
with her heart beating againg®her side she
sank on her knees at the wind faint and
trembling.

*‘I shall hire a teara,” he whispered, **aad
drive ¢#fr to Brandon to pick up the main
line train. Where the trails divide, clear of
the town, I shall wait for you.”

There was a sound 1n the stillness of the
house. Anna instantly closea the window;
Dick Harcourt, after lingering for a few mo-
ments, stole away. »

Anna flung berself on the bed, beside
which was drawn the crib of her baby sister.
She lay ‘ th oue hand pressed over her eyes,
the other resting across the child, so that it
rose and fell with every breath of the little
sleeper.

Anna Mansell sat at oue end of the break-
fast table, aud her father at the other. She
had the baly in her high ¢hair at her right
haud, on the other side her sister Thes, the
little pale, flax n haired, lame sister, with
her crutch resting avainst her chair. Jess
faced the boys, Frank and Wally, They
were all painfully constrained by the presence
of their father, a hard-featured man of middle

and so 1 am;

cried the girl.

he paid me up |

age; with huge hands, kuotted and brown, a

heavy brow and shrewd eyes, the lower part
of his face concealed by a short thick beard
and moustache, streaked with grey.

*‘Bin cryin’ again. Anna?” he said at least,
to let her know that he noticed her red eyes
and the tear stains on her soft cheeks. **Why,
you didn’t ery so, not when your poor mother
died.”

*I didn’t see much to cry about at mother’s
gotting a good long rest at last!” she said
deliberately.

“*Always frettin’,” continued her father,
“‘and all because I won’t have you take up
with a good-for-nothing Englishman not

”

worth his salt.”

He pushed back his chair and raised his
voice as he rose heavily to his feet,

“Oh I don’t want to talk,” returned the
girl, bitterly:

Her father hesitated; he thought he would
not tell her after all that Herbert was leaving
80 he only said, I'm drivin’ over to the farm-
house as usual, I shan’t be home till

Anna nodded silently as she;and Jess com-
menced to clear the table.

night.”

“Time for school, boys” she cried, present-
ly, standing at the open door. ‘Here are
your books, Wal; can’t you lace that boot,
Fraonk?”

With a suiden tremor at the thought of
leaving them she knelt down and pushed
aside his small, clumsy, sunburnt hands. She
watched the boys swing away side by side,
when her heart was rent by the sudden
thought. *‘Is 1t for the last time!” Jess came
bounding down the stairs. Anna took her
by the arm.

**Why, whatever is it?" she asked.

“‘Nothing, dearie,” returned Aana. “‘only
I made you that dress last summer, didn’t I?”

“Why, of course you did,” answered Jess,
looking down in surprise at her print frock.
“Do let me go; I'm dreadful late.”

Anna released her, and watched the fair
curls tossing on her shoulders as Jess ran
down the street to overtake the boys.

“For the last time,” she thought again.
She knew her father so well that she was
sure, having once taken this rash step, that
her home would be home no more. *It’s
just as if I was going to die!” she said, as she
stood in the kitchen, fragrant with the sweet
scent of summer that came in with the wind
at the wide opened window.

‘‘Jess will be home at noon,” she thought,
**She’ll get the dinner for the little ones. I'm
real glad I baked those pies yesterday and
that my fruit’s all down.”

She went upstairs and set all to rights there,
and then opening cupboards and drawers,
she sorted out and laid a pile of clothing on
her bed. She wrote on a sheet of paper,
**To be sent after me,” and pinned it to the
sleeve of a mushin dress; then she put on her
hat and, taking her light sack across herarm,
stole down the stairs.

On the threshold of the room where théy
had breakfasted she paused, and listened to
the two best beloved little voices within, She
laid her cheek against the door. *‘I can’t
bear to kiss you, darling,” she thought, *‘or
I'll never go.”

Oa the trail Dick Harcourt was waiting for
her; his joy was all the more fervently ex-
pressed for the uneasy doubts he had had,
that she might fail to come; he helped her to
the seat beside him, and the two youny lovers
drove away, in the Light, open cart, towards
the glowing sun.

Anna took off her hat and sat with it in
her lap; the fresh western wind lifted the
golden hair on her forehead. The wild roses
grew thick and sweet on low straggling
bushes nesr in the ground; the pert little
gophers scampered across the trail; the great
green circle of earth seem to be swinging
under the arcning sky in the luminous sun-
filled air; the only sound was the sharp rap
of the horses’ hoofs on the white trail.

Presently Anna laid her cheek against
Dicks’ shoulder.

‘I guess you weren’t a mite sorry to leave
the oid farmhouse this morning?”’ she ques-
tioned, wistfully.

‘‘Not a bit.” he answered.

““Motber died there,” said the girl. ‘‘All
the little ones were born in that house; we
only moved into town, you know, for the
boys to get their schooling. Father's always
been a hard man.”

Dick clasped his disengaged hand over hers
as they lay in her lap. v

She looked out at the line where the
bouutiful earth met the vivid sky.

“I've been a kind of a mother to those
children for four years,” she said.

She was growing very thoughtful.

**Can I get down a minute, Dick?
some roses.”

He drew rein aud helped her out of the
cart. He watched her as she stooped to
gather the flowers, the blue of her dress very
bright against the rose and green.

Presently she came back and laid her hand-
ful of roses on the seat beside him.

*‘Dick,” she said, *‘1'm going right home."

He looked wonderingly into her serene
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eyes.

**I can'’t co it, dear,” she continued with a
convincing simplicity of tone.

Then her face changed, a tide of color
flooded into her cheeks and her eyes filled,
She pressed her clenched hands to her
temples.
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“If T left them now, Dick, there are two
sounds I should hear until T died. I shopld
hear baby crying for me and the tap of Theo's
little crutch. I should wake in the night and
hear them plain and there is no city you
could take me to where the roar and the
voices would shut them out.

The womanly passion of her voice and
eyes impressed him deeply.

He bit his lip and turved his face away.

“You see, Dick,” she said again, ‘“‘I've
been a kind of mother to those children for
four years,”

**You don’t love me,” he
I've lost you.”

She put up her kind hand and touch his
hair; she hiad known trouble and death.

“You're just a boy,” she said, tenderly;
her eyes fell on the handful of ruddy flowers.
“It will never be summer again until you
come back,” she said. *‘I shall be waiting
for you here!”

She made him leave her, encouraged him,
cheered him bade him go. After the last
good-bye he drove away alone; drove away at
a gallop and the light cart rocked from side
to side. She watched him, and the golden
luminous haze was blurred by the tears she
dashed away to watch him still. Then she
sot her face cowards her father’s home.

flashed out.

That same evening John Mansell was driv-
ing across the prairie. He held the lines
loosely in his rough hand, and his mouth was
Today the old
house had beeun full of ghosts: the tread of
tired feet on the worn stairs, the sound
passionless voice, the weary eyes of the wo-
man who had been his wife.

grim over his grizzled beard.

of a

where the
As the
moon, & silver sickle, swung among glowing
stars, the whispering of the wind and the stir
of the little live creatures died out of the

He drove between the ficlds,
wheat grew grew green and high.

world.

Mansell thought much of his daughter and
her lover. Harcourt waa gone, and a troubled
fear—a foreboding of evil—would not be
silenced 1n his mind that Anna would be
gone, too. He grew so sure that he would
not find her in her accustomed place that he
dreaded every mile of the way that brought
him nearer home.

He drove through the town, skirted his
house and gave the horses into the care of
the hired man.

With a queer hesitation he was half asham-
ed of, Mansell lingered at the window. The
blind was up, and in the light of the Jamp he
saw Jess and the boys and Theo gathered
around the table. He turned away with »
drag at his heart-strings. His children heard
his heavy step, and the click of the latch,
as he stumbled Leavily up the shadowy stairs.

His hand shook as he turned the handle of
the door of Anna’s room. At the quiet pic-
ture he beheld there his heart leapt in his
throat. Beside the crib his daughter sat,
her cheek resting on the white coverlet and
her faithful eyes adoring the child who slept
within it.

She trembled at the sound of her father’s
voice.

**Anna,” he

gone,”’
“I know, father,” she answered, quietly.
“If,” said the harsh old maa, “you should
be writing to him, you can say he'll be wel-
come—to spend his Christmas here.”
“T'll write and tell him, father,”
Anoa, with a queer little smile.
Theun she slipped on her knees and pressed
her lips to the flushed cheek of the sleeping
child.

said, ‘‘young Harcourt is

replied

“King Baby Reigns”’

(.
BABY'S OWN SOAP

Pure, Fragrant, Cleansing
Makes any skin like
Baby’s.
Albert ToiletSoap Co., Mfrs.

MONTREAL.
No other Soap is justasgood 313

WHY ARE

THE GRADUATES OF
FREDERICTON
BUSINESS COLLEGE

Better trained than those of most other
schools? BECAUSE, unlike most business
college men, the pnnupal had had nearly
TEN years practical office experience be-
fore going into business college work.

Send for free catalogue. Address,

W. J. OSBORNE,

FREDERICTON, N. B.
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“A Good Name is better than Riches

it cannot Le

Reputaticn must be earned:
bougnt.

. PROGRESS i

Brand Clothing

o
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has fairly won its good name. 12 years of
progress—12 years of bettering the best-—has
made ‘* Progress '’ stand for all that Is best

in clothing.

Mothers of Canada's well dressed boys know
that “ Progress” Brand faithfully lives up to
its well-earned and well-deserved reputation.

Sold by Leading Clothiers Throughout Canada. |
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'rogress Brand Clothing may be had from John MeLauchlan, Woodrtock.

The TUBULAR is the BEST.

Cleans Easiest. Turns Easiest,
Low Milk Can, Skims Perfectly and
Above Rated Capacity, Is Durable,
Has ALL the Good Qualities and none
of the bad points of other machines.
LOCAL

Herbert Harper,

Jacksonville.

AGENTS

N. S. Dow,

W ashing
Machines.

Judging

from the very
number of Washing Ma-

chines we have sold during
the last year, we know that
of the many useful mechan-
ical helps that contribute to
the comfort and happiness
of the well-appointed mod-
ern home, the washing ma-
chine is by no means rhe
least important, and if i
could not be re .uhl\ replac-
ed, would be one of the last
of such aids to be parted
with. Any Washing Ma-
chine is preferable, tentold,
to the washboard.

Washer,

THE OOWSWELLV,‘AIr Co

HAMILTON ONT

with round

shows the
hody—t e cover is open to sbow the internal working parts.

The above cut Re-Acting

The Quickest Acting and Easiest Running Rotary Washer
made. Every machine warranted to give Per fect Satisfaction.

W. F. Dibblee & Son,

Woodstock and Centreville,

GREETING!

We have what we firmly believe to be the best anii

most complete linc of CARRIAGES of this charact
ever put in the market. We respectfully call your atten-
tion to same.

The high standard of our excellence of quality estib-
lished by us over thirty five years ago we are siill main-
taining.

We believe that
beauty and originality ot design our many styles are un-

you will agree with us that in
equalled.

We appreciate highly the amount of business our
in _the past and assure

friends have favoured us with

them our best endeavours will be put forth in return for

a continvance of same. -

It is a pleasure to us to show you our goo is.

THE WOODSTICK CARRIAGE G0,

Main Street, South Side of Bridge.




