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: ~)See that your advertisement 
is fe wed viaTHE REVIEW, 

ur Tt PATIENT. 
‘BY: MARC BOYEN. Bry 

iB 8 had bool a week in my new apart- 

‘ment. A week—a short time-=and yet it | 

seemed in the retrospect like an endless 

sucogssion of days, each ong of which con- 

tained the dreams and hopes of an entire 

lifetime. For a whole week the’ white 

porcelain sign of a practicing physician 

had shone in splendor at the street en- 

trancs and upstairs on the glass door of 

E ny; neat little flat. 
For a whole .week. my small reception 

"room, with its daik curtains and its 

straight backed “chairs, had waited for 

patients to avail themselves of the advice 

and help of “Dr. Max Ernhardt,” 

It really did not surprise me at all that 

my office was empty for a few days, be. 

cause, as I told myself, consolingly, the 

neighborhood must become familiar with 

the fact that it had good medical advice 

right here in its midst. After I bad sent 

away my first patient completely cured, 

things would assuredly be different. Then 

after my growing reputation had been 

announced to the neighborhood, or, better 

still, to the whole city by a crowd of pa- 

tients in office hours. as well as by a neat 

little coupe, which a dignified coachman 

would drive through the principal streets 

—then, yes, then—And so I came to the 

Aream which occupied me most, 1 fan- 

cied myself again with my cousin Mary, 

5 who certainly would fit the role of a doc- 

* tor’s wife most delightfully. 

I was in love with my little golden- 

haired cousin. As a boy I had shown her 

all those little knightly attentions which 

are possible from the stronger playfellow 

in the house and on the playground, As 

a junior I had dedicated to her my first 

poem, and as a senior I had nearly ruined 

my unformed baritone voice by contin- 

ually sging about the “flaxen-haired 

maiden.”” When I came home after pas- 

sing my first examination, the young 

medical student became sure that ihe 

4 flaxen-haired maiden ” returned hislove 

with all her heart ; yet not a word was 

spoken, 

My university course was finished. 

Whenever I was working unusually hard 

or fighting successfully the firsome battle 

of “ral examination, in spite of my pre- 

occ; tion, my dear Mary’s eyes were 

cond™ntly in my thoughts and seemed to 

be taking the liveliest interest in the re- 

sults of my efforts. When my little 

cousin greeting my home coming, whis- 

pered softly, “ Doctor Krnhardt,” I looked 

deep in:o her dear eyes and whispered.” 

just as softly, “Mrs. Doctor Ernhardt.” 
Then I saw a bright blush pass over her 

face, as she drew quickly back into the 

window niche. 
In the following days I bad opportunity 

to talk with Mary about all the air castles 
bs bess a young physician in his empty 

as abundant time to buila ; but 1 

venture yet to discuss my deam 

of the future doctor’s wife, There lay at 
times in my sweetheart’s blue eyes an ex- 

pression that drove the words back even 

when they were trembling on my very 

lips. Not that I doubted in the least that 

: Mary’s heart belonged unconditionally to 

me ; no it seemed rather as a lack of zon- 

fidence in my professional ability lay in 

her glance, and my pride induced me to 

keep silent until a report of my first in- 

dependent case should call forth Mary's 

full approbation and unlimited confidence 

ia my chosen vocation. 
I sat in my consulting-room busied in 

such thoughts as these on the afternoon 
I had hardly 

heard the timid ring with which some ore 

begged admittance. I rose to open the 

door in place of the little page whom I 

| overwhelmed by a flood of 
| fancies, Here was a caller w 0 needed 
my help. Of course, it was an aristocrat~ 

wildest, | 

ic patient. with ringing praise and fame, 

and—ah, there Is was again, thinking of 

the doctor’s wife. 
I opened the door. A poorly-clad wo- 

vod swe me, in the ht of 
Brey eat dark 
beseechingl at om a 

face thin pn ated or elt rt. 
“Deoctor,” she said, in a trembling 

voice, “Oh, Doctor, be merciful, I beg of 
you! My Yittle Mary fo sick.” 
That name atoned, to some extent for 

the disappointment which the pes. 
poverty stricken appearance had ca 
for it did not harmonize with my recent 

8. 
“Who are you? Win #éads you to 

me?” I asked 
“ No one sends me,” replied the ‘woman, 

softly and rapidly. “Oh, Doctor, do 

come! Ever since] morning I’ve been 

carrying coal from the wagon to the next 

hou I live over opposite in the court. 

| My child has been sick since yesterday, 

| and" I found: her 50 much worse when I 

hurried home for a minute just now.” 

* T hesitated, somewhat, the disappoint. 

ment was so great, The woman wiped 

with ‘her grim hand a face that already 

showed the trace of tears. She sobbed 

painfully. 

“I suppose [ onght to call in the charity 

doctor, but your servant is a son of the 

cobbler in our court, and he has told all 

the neighbors that you were so kind- 

hearted. Oh, help my little girl!” 

Weil, of course, ‘the woman ‘must be 

helped. 1 was human, and surely Knew: 

what was due to humanity. So I went 

with her, after first taking out, with an 

importance that surprised and half-shamed 

me, most of the necessary instruments to 

a physician. 

Across the street to a great court lying 

behind a long row of houses, up five 

flights, each darker and steeper than the 

last, through an ill-fitting door into a lit- 

tle chamber with a sloping ceiling and one. 

tiny window, and there on a poor but neat 

bed, with feverish limbs, and wandering 

unconscious eyes, lay a child about four- 

teen months, The woman knelt down by 

the bed. 

“She doesn’t know me any wore,” she 

moaned. 

The child coughed hoarsely. That was 

croup of the worst kind, I tore a leaf 

from wy blank book and wrote my first 

real prescription. 

“Go to the nearest apothecary’s” 

said. 

She looked at me with some embarass- 

ment. “Can’t I take it to King street ?”’ 

she asked. 
“No, indeed,” I cried. “Why do you 

not wish to go to the apothecary in this 

street 1" | 
The woman reddened visibly in spite of 

tne coal dirt, “I think,” she stammered, 

“at the Eagle Pharmacy, in King street, 

they may know me. I carry coal there, 

and perhaps they will—I have no money.” 

A large tear fell on to the paper in her 

band. 

“Oh, these pele who can’t pay for 

doctor or medicine either !”’ I said impa- 

tiently, to myself. I took out some 

money and said aloud : “There, take that 

and hurry !” 

The weman pressed her lips on the lit. 

tle one’s hand and then, before I could 

stop her, on mine and hastened away. 

I looked around the room for a seat. 

A poor chair, a rough box, an old table, 

some cheap kitchen utensils on the low, 

cold stove, which took the place of a 

range, in one corner, hanging on the wall, 

a threadbare woolen dress, and near it a 

child’s gown and a little hat trimmed with 

a wide blue ribbon ; on a narrow shelf 

near the tiny window a curied myrtle 

plant, a scarlet geranium, and a hymn 

book with bright gilt edges ; that was all 

that the room contained, 
I brought up the chair and sat down 

near the little sick girl. She was evident- 

ly well nourished ; her little limbs were 

plump and shapely, the golden hair soft 

and curly. She breathed painfully, but 

she was not comseious ; and her blue eyes 

stared straight before her, as if she were 

looking into a distant, unknown country. 

It was cold in the recom. I went to the 

stove, but found only a few chips—toc 

few to build a fire. So I sat down and 

waited for the woman and the medicine, 

Again and again my glance wandered 

about the poverty-stricken room. A poor, 

hard-working woman who carried coal on 

the street, while her child lay sick and 

suffering ; aud yet she certainly loved her 

little one tenderly. Suddenly a thought 

shot through my mind that 1 should not 

be able to save the child ; that perhaps I 

had not been decided enough to take on 

my own responsibility the extreme and 

I 

nergetic measures which would bave! 

door and listened for the mother’s foot- 
steps. 
« "There she was at last. To my saprosche 
fal look she only answered, ‘humbly : 

“There were so many peoplé‘in the store. 
Folks like me must stand back.” = 
Au hour of torture passed. The medis 

cine did no good ; little Mary could mot 
swallow it. - Neither did it avail whep, 
with tremblin ry but a stéady hand, 
I used the ife on the slender, helpless 
throat. The littlggolden:haired girl died 
—died before my eyes on the lap of her 
stricken mother. 
“The woman looked up as if startled 
when a tear fell on her hand, for she had 

not wept. “You are crying, doctor? Ob, 
you must not do that, You will have to 

stand by so many sick beds where God 
sends mo relief.” She looked earnestly 
at the little body. “I loved her so. +1 
did everything for her that I could, being 

#0 poor. When I came home from my 
dirty work I always found her so pretty, 
80 loving. For hours she would lie on | 
the bed or «i on the floor and play’ with 

almost nott*ng, and then she would laugh 

for joy when I came home. (od has 
taken her ; he loved her better than I— 
but oh, how lonely it will be for me !”’ 

I pressed the pcor woman’s hand ; I 
could not speak ; but 1 laid some money 
on the table and went out softly, Once 

{ at home, I laid my case of instruments 

away and sat down overwhelmed. I could 
eat no supper ; I went to bed and hoped | 

‘to sleep, but pictures of a dismal attic 
room, of a dead child and a humble, de- 

yout woman, would not let me rest, any 

more than the torturing recollection of 

‘my own part in the scene, I groawed as 

[ remembered the woman’s words: 

“Don’t cry, doctor, You will have to 

stand by so many sick beds like this; 

where our Heavenly Father sends no | 
” help.” I had been called too late. I 

could not have saved her then. “By 

many sick beds like this.” I hid my face 

in my pillow. It was a fearful night. 
These torturing thoughts that made me 

restless had nothing in common with the 

bright dreams that were wont to visit me 

and gladden me both waking and sleeping. 

Early the next morning an old college 

friend came to see me as he was passing 

through the city. He dragged me through 

the crowded streets, to the museums, to 

all sorts of restaurants, and complained of 

my lack of spirits. I pleaded a headache 

and so escaped going to seea popular play 

at the theatre. Tired and exhausted, I 

went at last alone to my room. As I 

passed a florist’s brilliantly lighted win- 

dows, I stepped in and bought a costly 

white camellia and some fragrant violets, 

I climbed the five flights to the home of 

the poor woman. I found the attie door 

unlocked. Tt was dimly lighsed ; a small 

coffin stood In the middle of the bare room 

and the child lay there in a white shroud. 

The ribbon from the hat on the wall had 

been worked over into two little bows ; a 

myrtle wreath rested on the fair hair, and 

the geranium blossoms were scattered over 

the body. On a table near by wasa lamp, 

“and the open hymn book was beside it. 

T laid the beautiful white blossoms in 
the stiff little hand and fastened a bunch 

of violets on the breast of the silent s'eep- 

er; then I looked at the open book. “I 

joy to depart ”’—and the old hymn I had 

learned at school and half forgotten : 

“To my dear ones who grieve, 
Do not mourn for me now ; 

This last message I leave, 
To God’s will you must bow.” 

I laid the book away with a sigh, The 

words of the old hymn, the solemn still- 

ness, the peaceful little child oppressed 

me. I went home after inquiring about 

the hour of burial. 

I retired early, I was weary, and all 

my unrest had gone. As if called forth 

by a pewer higher than my own, the 

words of an earnest prayer came to my 

lips, of the prayer that God would bless 

me in my hard profession, and would 

change my hearty self confidence into a 

humbler trust in his protection, wherever | 

my small knowledge and my faithful ef 

forts would not avail, when I must stand, 

as on the day befoie, helpless to aid. 

In the early morning, [“awaited the 

little coffin at the door of the house, A 

man bore it before him, and the mother 

followed in her poor black gown, She 

pressed my hand with a grateful look, 

when she saw that I had joined the little 

procession. The way was not long, the 

streets were nearly empty, and the air was 

unusually mild for November. When 

the iron gate of the cemetery opened, the 

weeping woman bowea her head still 

lower. A young clergymen stood beside 

the grave. *I have undertake, as far as 

I am able to pronounce a blessing over all 

the sleepers of my congregatien,” he said 

softly, as he met my surprised look. 

Dear, kind pastor, you did not suspect 

how much comfort those simple words of 

‘the young clergy man. 

competition. 

five hundred yards, 

“ Given bagk to rest in the band of God.” 

“] know it, l know it,” sabbed the mother 
aud bent her pale face over the hand of 

That evening [ went to see TL 
I did not find the parents at home. On'y 
Cousin Mary was there, to yeceive me, 
Wewat by the window where the monn- 

light fell op us, and then I.told her of my 
first patient, and what I had learned from 
it. Mary said pothing in apswer to my 
confession ; but suddenly I felt her arms 
around my neck. She looked at me with 

wet eyes. *‘ Don’t you see, Max ?”’ she 
said, “now you see yourself what was 

iacking in vour preparation for your 

work ; but, thank God, it has come to you 
with your first patient. Now I believe 
thut you will make a good physician, who 
will bring help, even where his own «kill 

dees not work a cure.”  *“ And now, what 
de you think 7’ I asked, “Have you the 

courage to become the wife of such a doc- 

tor I” She smiled, through her happy 
tears. And so at last we were betrothed. 

As'it happened, the very next day I was 

called to a child that was suffering intense- | 

ly with (roup, and was so happy as to be 

able to save it. Since then God has 

shown much favor to the sick and miser- 

able through my efforts, and my work has | 

grown ever dearer to me. 
But the mother of my first patient 

moved into my house to be my house. 

keeper until my sweetheart became the 

doctor’s wife. Even after the wedding, 

she remained as cook, until she decided 

later to make still another change, and 

came to nurse our little first born daugh- 

ter, Mary. She wept over our baby for 

jv, and in thankful remembrance of the 

little golden-haired girl who had found a 

from the grave. 
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E had sent on an. pares Duing the few wrasted the little bufferer fron death. hope that you apalty over the little coffifi more, 55, 83; Lt. R H. Arnold, 52, $2; Concerning Snakes, 

THE GREAT NORTH SHOR steps I had to take, I confess that I was | My heart grew hot as I hurried to the | brought to that poor woman and. to ne. | Sgt.:L. Campbell, 74th, i 8 | Ix British India 20,000 persons, mostly 

natives, die every year from snake bites, 

The snake hears the sound of a booted 

foot and gets out of the way. Thenative, 

being barefoot, surprises the snakeby tread 

ing on him, and the bite follows of course, 

Believing the poison to be certain death, 

the Hindu makes no effort to conuteract 

it, but resigns himself to his fate. 

Cases are recorded of natives who lay 

down to die, thinking they were bitten, 

when examination showed they had not 

Such is the power of im. 

Leigh Langstroth, again made a possible 

in the extra series at 600 yards, 
The Prince of Wales was the next match | 

shot, Major J. T. Hartt and Lt. Forbes 

trying for first place with a score of 72. 
On shooting off Forbes won. Leigh Lang- 

stroth made 69 points in this match, win- 

ning $5; G. S. Kinnear, 65, $3 ; J. M. 

Kinnear, 65, $3; O. W, Wetmore, 65, $3. 

Major C. H. Fairweather was among those 
¢orunted out, 

The'Hazen cup was won by a team from 
the St. John rifles with a score of 232 ; | agination. 

2nd, score 318 aud 74th “[t seemed as if something was opening 

The team from the 71st, | and closing in my back,” says a woman 's 

| been bitten. 

Batt, score 315. 
although making 316 points, was counted | | letter. 
out as one of its members did not belong | It really couldn’t be so. The idea was 

to the battalion. | fanciful; she hnew that well Thom: Sha 

The Provincial shot Wednesday after- | was only trying to describe a sen atin, 

noon was won by Sgt. W. J, Duncan with | not a facts. Yetif sheactually hat 1th. wzht 

45 points, Lt. G. 8, Kinnear made 40 | something was opening and closing iu hor 

points, winning $4 ; Col. E. B. Beer, 39, | back she had a better excuse for it than 

the Hindus have for bitind thams:lves 

| with smaginary snakes. For nothing 

all ailed them, while something very 
McIntyre, 37, $2. 

at 

The York and Kings challenge pitcher 

match, shot off in connection with the pro- | 

vincial match and decided by the aggre. 

[le 

ous ailed her, 

She says : “[ always enjoyed the best 

| 
| 
| 

| 

| gate score five highest men in the come of health up to Febraary 1891, when [ 

pany, was won by the 71st with 198 points; | began to feel weak and languid. [ felt 

8th Hussars 2nd with 197 points, | low-spirited, and seemad to have no 

The Elder match was won by West- | strength or energy left in me. My skin 

| and the white of the eyes were of ayellow 

My appetite was very poor, 
morland county, for the first time in the 

history of the competition, They 
a score of 643. York was second score, | 

made | colour. and 

after eating ever so little I had a sense of 

632, and Kings third, score, 322, | fullness and weight at the chest. 1 was 

The Association was shot off Thursday | constantly reteching and straining, and 

morning and was won by H. Perley with | from time to time I brought up a quant. 

a score of 97. Lt.G. S. Kinnear, Lt. J.|ity of blood. [I had a dreadful pain in 

the back, as if something was opening and H. | 

Bre wing 

M. McIntyre, B. M. Frecze, Major C. 

Fairweather, Dr, Pearson,, A. E. 

J. M. Kinnear and L. A. Langstroth all | 
won money in this match, | mn ‘prespir ation. 

I was much troubled with night 

bathed 

and 

closing. 

sweats, and would be compietely 

Sometimes better 

to 

| 

| » 

| and at other times worse, [ continued 

| 

One 

happy home for her mother, and made al Major J. T. Hartt lead (the twenty in 
doctor worthy of his high profession.— | grand agzregate with a score of 298, Lt, | suffer for over three years, all the time 

Independent. | G. S. Kinnear being second. When thev | getting weaker, being barely able to wulk 

IE Lo ERE | shot off for the Governor General’s medal | about. In April of this date (1864) the 

Mrs. J. Oliver's Case | Capt. J. H. McRobbie and Leigh Langs- | vomiting of blood was so bad that I 

JAIN troth tied with a score of 44, On shoot: | thought I had burst a blood-vessel. I 

Bright's Dklilisd Nad developed ds ing off Capt McRobbie won. Laoug oy " quantity o aie ag 

the result of her ten years’ Suf- | Che maiden aggregate was won by W. i which ran from me like water. I was 

fering from Kidney Disease | Crandlemar with 205 points. A purse of | DOW 80 weak that I never thought I 

—Lodd’s Kidney Pills a- | $25 goes with this, | should recover. During my long illness 

gain Saves a Vict!m | The prizes were presented by Major | | 1 was attended by two doctors, who gave 

BROCKVILLE, Aug, 

asserted a few years ago that Bright's 

ease was capable of a cure would have 

been written down as fit only for a lunatic | 

asylum But it has been conclusively | “ 

dis- 

|  precentation, arrived after it 

| being late.—Sussex Record. 

23,—Anvone who | | Nene. up. 

proved that Dodd’s Kidney Pills .re a cure 

for this disease, so long looked upon as | 

fatal. Mrs. J. Oliver, of Phillipsvil'e, 

near here, is one “lpthe living witnesses 

who can testify to this fact. She suffer- 

ed from diseased kidneys for ten years, 

and Bright’s disease had developed when 

she heard of and used Dodd’s Kidney 

Pills, which have restored her to perfect 

health, 

PP. R.A MATCHES 

For some reason unknown the attena- 

auce at the Provircial rifle matches shot 

on the Fairweather range this week 1s not 

up to the average. Those of the crack 

shots who put in an appeargnce on Tues- 

day were greeted by splendid weather, 

which, although somewhat dark early in 

the forenoon, soon became clear, and good 

scores were made. Major O. R. Arnold 

was range officer. 

The first match was the nursery and 

maiden for a cup presented by Lt.-Col. 

Maunsell, and $103, the cup open to effi- 

cient members of the active militia of 

New Brunswick, retired officers and men 

who have never won first prize at any 

provincial competition ; the money prizes 

open to membérs and associate members 

who have not won money larger than four 

dollars at any provincial or Dominion 
The ranges were four and 

The match was won 

by Lt. Stevenson, of St. Stephen, who 

made a score of 49, the highest that ever 

won the nursery mateh, Dr. J. McNichol 

came second with a score of 46, thereby 

winning $10; Pte. W. Fairw eather, also 

of Sussex, made a score of 33. There was 

but one entry, that of the 67th for the 

maiden team prize. They made a score 

of 119. 
In the all-comers match some fine shoot- 

ing was done, Leigh Langstroth making a 

possible 35 points. Other local winners 

were Lt. Guy S. Kinnear, 34 points, $8; 

Dr. J. McNichol, 33 points, $5 ; Capt. J. 

M. Kinnear, 32, $4; Lt. R, H Arnold, 

29, $3 ; Sgt. L. Campbell, 28, $2. 

The Domville match was shot in the 

afternoon at 500 and 600 yards. A strong, 

gusty wi: d made high scoring exceedingly 

difficult. Major J. T. Hartt made eight 

consecutive bulls-eyes at 600 yards .nd 

won the cup with a score of 64 points out 

of a possible 70. Lt. J. M. Mcintyre 

came fourth on the list with a score of 58, 

winning $8 ; Dr. G. N. Pearson, 56, $5; 

Leigh Langstroth, 56, §4; O. W. Wet- 

mo medicines, but 1 got no better, 

of the doctors said 1 that 

Lt. Col. Tucker, M. P., who came all Disease, and that he could do no more for 

| me. At the latter part of April (1894) 
| the way from Ottawa to by presen) at the | 

| my husband persuaded me to try a med- 
was over, 

| owing to the C. P. R. on which he came called Mother 
Syrup. He got me a bottle from Messrs, 

| Headland & Co. London Road, and aft. 

| I had taken it a few 

improved and the dreadful retching and 

Parks at 1.30, after which the gathering 
had Bright's 

| icine Seigel’s Curative 

-~ or « 
davs my appetite 

Two Perfect Colors Founa | 

Only in Diamond Dyes. | I continued with the 

day 

was 

vomiting ceased, 

medicine and gained strength every 

1 when I had taken two bottles 1 
well as 

Perfection in color or shade is sure to | an 
| able to go abont as strong 

captivate the hearts of the ladies, who are | 3 
always unerring judges. | ever. I consider that Seigel’s Syrup has 

The lovely pink produced by the Dia. | saved my life, and I consent to the pub. 

mond Dyes is a discovery that has g'ad- [ will gladly 

dened the hearts of thousands, This Dia. | 4nSWer ~ inquiries. (Signed) Jane Am- 

pure, brilliant and fast as a rock. One ri ghton, June 7th, 1894. 
. a a . | WL [4 or 

package gives a magnificent shade of pink | At school we taught 
Latin, but mighty little, if anything, 

a medium shale on three pounds; or a |aboutour own bodies. Well, better times 
turned 

light and delicate shade on four pounds. | will come, 

Attention is also called to the Diamond | of 

Dye Fast Light Blue for Wool. This is | daisies. 

a dye that gives a color far surpassing the | And when they are come anybody who 

at 
| light blues produced by European dyers. | suffers as this kindly woman did, 
once rechgnise the signs of indigestion or 

He will 
Ladies having soiled white or cream | 

' that his stomach is inactive and in- 

and 

lication of this statement, 

are Greek and 

on two pounds of goods—silk or wool; 

after you and I have 

up our toes towards the roots the 

will 

dyspepsta—it is the same thine. 

know 

flamed; that his focd is decomposing there 

and breeding mischief for every organ and 

function of his body. He will know that 

nature is endeavouring to get rid of a mass 

of poisonous, dangeronsstuff. Hence the 

' retching and the vomiting —sometimes so 

violent as to break the tiny blood-vessels 

of the stomach or throat. By the 

| piration he will preceive that nature 1s 

rotten 

forth, 

the 

dresses made from cashmere, nun’s cloth | 

or serge can have them dyed in rich shades 

of Pink or Light Blue and fitted for even- 

ing wear This making of new dresses 

out of soiled, faded and cast-off garments 

means a great saving in dollars to thous- 

ands of families in Canade, 
. ewe 

The Other Side of Barney, 
pers- 

“In popular estimate,” says The New 
York Freeman’s Journal, ‘Barney Barnato 
was a low, vulgar, heartless spectator, 

without a redeeming quality; one whose 
greed for money had spoiled every ge:n- 

erous impulse of his heart, It remained 

for a Sister of Charity in far-off Cape 

Town, So uth Africa, to say the first kind 

word in his behalf and tell of his unob- 

trustive charities. She writes : ‘Mr. Bar- 

nato who has always been so kind and 

generous to the poor in our different 

houses in Africa, vave £85 for the benefit 

of the poor the day before he startcd on 

his homeward j urney. It is only ashort 

time since hic presented us with new col- 

lecting van, giving us special instructions 

that it should be fitted up so as tc secure 

the greatest possible comfort to the col- 

lecting sisters, 

colonies will deplore his untimely end 

and we trust he has found mercy before 

God.” 

labouring to expel same of the 

| matter through the skin And so 

These things, I say, and many more, 

' wiser man of To-morrow will know. 

He will not fancy he has a dozen diseases 

when he has only—only indigestion and 

dyspepsia. And then he won't wait and 

Not he. He will not thus waste 

pis time and money. He will take Mother 

Seigel’s Syrup for several successive days 

suffer. 

and put a stop to the entire proceeding. 

That’s what he will do. Over forty 

under, he will be his own doctor. 

And now as to yonrself : Why not be 

or 

wise now! 

- 40 = 

A Double Cure, 

Mrs. Jas. E Elwood, St. Thomas, Ont, 

says :—* My husband and have 

taken Doan’s Kidney Pills. We used 

them for kidney and back trouble for 

Rn GR which we had spent a great deal of money 

1f a baby is good at all other times, it | without getting relief. Doan’s Pills 

is bound to howl when its mother and | cured us both in a remarkably short time, 

father invite their unwaried friends to ' I believe they will cure even after all 

envy them, | other medicines fail.” 

Many a poor person in the myself


