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SOME DAY. 

3 Have ships that went to 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 
Till with fragrance all the air, 

As they sail, as they sail. 

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

Bays and nights for many years. 
Till I turned heart-sick away. 

But the pilots, when they land, 
Stop and take me by the hand, 
Saying, "You will live to see 
Tour proud vessels come from sea. 

One and all, one and all." 

So I never quite despair. 
N'or let hope nor courage fail; 

And some day when skies are fair 
Up the bay my ships will sail. 

I shall buy then 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 Lanknm. 
June laid down her knives upon the 

scrubbing-board, and stole eoftly out in 
the yard. Madame Joilet was taking a 
nap up stairs, 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 
Chiohahominv, and the Gulf of Mexico 
about a mile below the James. She 
could not tell A from Z, or the figure 1 
from 40; and whenever Madame .Toilet 
made those funny little curves and dens 
and blots witi; pea and ink, in drawing 
up her bills to send in to 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 had one 
tooth, and wore a yellow cap, and used 
to tell her ghost stories sometimes in 
the evening. 

Somebody asked June once how old 
she was. 

"'.•rpeel 1'shundred—dunno,"she said, 
gravely. Exactly how old she was no
body knew. She was not tall enough to 
be mere than seven, but her face was 
like the face of a little old woman. It 
was a queer little face, with thick lips 
and low forehead, and great mournful 
eyes. Whenever they looked at one, 
they seemed to cry right out, .as if they 
had a voice. But no one in Richmond 
cared about that. Isobody cared about 
June at all. When she 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. If she broke 
a teacup, or spilled a mug of coffee, she 
had her ears boxed, or was shut up in a 
terrible dark cellar, where the rats were 
as large as kittens. If she tried to sing 
a little ir. her sorrowful, smothered way 
over her work, Madame Joilet shook 
her for making so much noise. When 
she stopped, she scolded her for 
being sulky. Nothing that she 
could do "ever happened to be 
right: everything was sure to be wrong. 
.She had ::ot half enough to eat, nor half 
enough to wear. What was worse than 
that, she bad nobody to kiss her; nobody 
to love her and pet "her; nobody in ail 
'tie wide world to care whether she 
iived or died, except a half-star fed kit
ten that lived in the wood-shed. Frr 
June was black, and a slave; ami this 
Frenchwoman,. Madame Joliet was her 
mistress. 

Hungry was the kitten^. June had 
named it. so because it was* black. • She 
had an idea that everything black 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 to eat up all the little, 
black girls in Richmond. 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 
legends from Creline ot old-time African 
princes, who lived in great free forests, 
and sailed on sparkling rivers in boats 
of painted bark, and she thought that 
he must he or.e of them. 

Now. this morning, Creline had whis
pered wyxtv riouSiy to June, as she went 
up the 'strict to sell some eggs for 
Madame joli't. that Massa Linkum v.as 
coming that. ,-cry day. June knew noth
ing about. Mas-s.i Linkum, and nothing 
about those grand, immortal words of 
his which had made every slave in .Rich
mond free; it had never entered Madame 
Joliet's plAn that she should know. No 
or.e can tell, reasoned madame. what 
notion? the little nigger will get if si'O 
finds it out. She might even ask for 
wages, or take a notion to "learn to read, 
or run away, or something. June saw 
no one; she kept her prudently in the 
house. Tell her? No, no, impossible! 
. !>ut June had heard the beautiful 
news this morning, like all the rest; 
and June was glaa, though she had not 
the slightest idea, why. So, while 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 

, great 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 
living, and merry voices shouting, and 
huzzas and blessings distinct upon the air. 
There were long lines of dusky faces up
turned and wet with happy tears. There 
were angry faces, too, scowling from 
windows and lurking-in dark corners. 

It swept oil, and it swept up, and J tine 
stood still and held her Ijreath to look, 
and saw, in the midst of it all, a tall man 
dressed 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 Linkntn, God 
bress yer!" snouted the happy voices; 
and then there was a chorus of wild hur
rahs, and June laughed outright for glee, 
and lifted up her thin voice, and cried, 
"Bress yer, Massa Linkum!" 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 
Mind blowing her ragged dress, her little 
black shoulders just reaching to the top 
of the fence, her wide-open, mournful 
eves, and the kitten squeezed in her 
arms. And he looked right at her, oh, 
so kindly! and gave her a smiie 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
uin, 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. Yon see, in all her life no 
one had ever looked so at poor June be
fore. 

"June, June, come here!", called a 
sharp voice trom tne nonse. tiut June 
was sobbing so hard that she did not 
hear. 

"Venez ici—vitc. vite! June! Voila! 
The little nigger will be the death of me. 
She tears my heart. June, vite, I savl" 

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

"i just didn't mean to, noways, mis
sus. I want to see Massa Linkum, an, 
lie look at me, an' I done forgot eberv-
ting. Oh. missus, don't beat me ois 
yere time, an' l'll neber—" 

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

Thai night June was douching and 
sobbing, biuised, and bleeding, behind 
the kitchen stove, when Crenline came 
in on an errand for her mistress. Mad
ame Joliet was obliged to leave the 
room for a few moments, and the two 
were alone together. June crawled out 
from behind the stove. 

"I see him—I see Massa Linkum, 
Creline." 

"De Lord bress him foreber 'n' eber. 
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 he done gone come 
down here fur? Am he de Messiah?" 

''Bress yer soule, chile! don' ye know 
better 'n <Iat ar!" 

"Don', fenow nufhn,' said June, sullen
ly. "Neber knows innrn; spects I 
never'sgwine to. Can: go out in de road 
to fine out—she beat me. Can' ask nuf-
fin—she just gib me a push down cellar. 
Oh, Ccehne, der's sech rats down dar 
now—dar is!" 

"Yer poor critter!" said Creline, with 
great contempt 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 puzzled 
eyes. 

"Laws, yes. chile; 'pears like yer's 
droffn! stupid Yer don' b'nlog"—Cre
line lowered her voice to a mysterious 
whisper, and looked carefully at the 
closed door—"yer don' h'long to Missus 
Jolly no more 'dan she b'longs to you. 
an' (lal's de trufe now, 'case Massa 'Lin
kum says so—God bress him!" 

Just then Madame Joilet. came back. 
' What's that you're talking about?" 

she said, sharply. 
"June was je?' savin' what a heap she 

tink ob you. missus'," said Creline, with 
a grave face. 

June lay awake a longtime that night, 
thinking about Massa Linkum, and the 
wonderlui news Creline had brought, 
and wondering when Madame Joliet 
would teli her that she was free. 

But many days 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 woik. A little black boy 
across the etreet- had been sentenced to 
receive twenty-five lashes for some tri
fling fault, anil they had just begun to 
beat him m the yard, when a "Union 
officer stepped 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 years ago, and had 
come into Riehmoud with the Yankee 
soldiers. But nothing had happened to 
June. Everything went on "as in tire 
old days before Massa Linkum came. 
She washed 'dishes, and scrubbed 
knives, and carried baskets of wood so 
heavy that she tottered under their 
weight, and was scolded if she dropped 
so much as a shaving on the lioor; she 
swept the room? with a broom three 
times as tall as she was, an" ears boxed 
because she could not get the dust up 
with sucii tiny hands. She worked and 
scrubbed, and ran on errands from 
morning until night, till her feet ached 
so that she cried out with the pain. She 
was whipped, and scolded, and threat
ened, and frightened, and shaken, just 
as she had-been i-vei since she could 
remomier. She was kept shut up like 
:i prisoner in the house, with Madam 
Joliet's cold gray eyes forever on her, 
and her sharp voi<•<.• forever in her ear. 
And still not "a word was said about Mas
sa Linkum and the beautiful freedom he 
had given to all such as tittle June, and 
not. a word did June dare to say. 

But June thought. 'Madame Joliet 
could not help that. If -Madame hod 
known just what June was thinking, 
she would have triad hard to help it. 

One night Creline was 
going by the house, when June 
called to her softly through the fence. 

"Creline!" . ! 
"What's de matter?" said Creline, 

who was in a greit hurry. 
"I'sgwine !<• tine Massa Linkum—don' 

yer teli noluidy. 
"Laws a massy, what a young un dat 

is!" said Creline, ihiukiiig that June 
had just, waked im from a dream, and 
ft rihwit i forgetting aii a'eoat her. 

.Madame Joilet always locked June 
into her room, which was not ling but a 
closet with a window in it, and a heap 
of rags for a bed. On this particular 
night she turned the key as usual, and 
wer.t to her own loom at the ether end 

of the bonse, where she was soon sound
ly asleep. 

About eleven o'clock, when all the 
honse was still, the window of June's 
closet softly opened There was a roof
ed door-way just underneath it, with an 
old grape-vine trellis running up one 
side of it. A little dark figure stepped 
out timidly on the narrow, steep roof, 
clinging with its hands to keep its bal
ance. and then down upon the trellis, 
which it began to crawl slowly down. 
The old wood creaked and groaned and 
trembled, and the little figure trembled 
and stood still. If it should give way 
and fall crashing to the ground! 

She stood a minute looking down; 
then she took a slow, um-ful step; then 
another, and another, havid under hand 
upon the bars. The trellis creaked, and 
shook, and cracked, but it held on. and 
June held on, and dropped softly down, 
pipping and terrified at what she had 
done, all in a little heap on the grass 
below. 

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

Then she crept a king on tiptoe to the 
wood-shed. She ran a great risk in 
opening the wood-shed door, for the 
lunges were rusty, and it creaked with a 
terrible noise. But Hungry was in there. 
She could not go without Hungrv. She 
went, in and called m a faint whisper. 
The kitten knew her, dark as it was, and 
ran out from the wood-pile with a joyful 
mew, to rub itself against her dress. 

"We's gwine to fine Massa Linkum, 
you an' me, bof two togeder," said June. 

"Purj pur-r-r!" said Hungry, as if she 
were quite content; and June took her 
np in her arms and laughed softly. How 
happy they would be, she and Hungry! 
—and how Mitssa Linkum would smile 
and wonder when be saw them coming 
in!—and how Madame Joilet would hunt 
and scold! 

It was very still and very dark. The 
great trees stood up like giants against 
the sky, and the wind howled hoarsely 
through them. It. made June think of 
the bloodhounds that she had seen rush
ing with horrible yells to the swamps, 
where hunted slaves were hiding. 

"3 reckon 'taint on'.v little ways, Hun
gry," she said, with a shiver; "we'll git 
dar'fore long. Don'be 'fraid." 

"Pur! pur-r-r!" said Hungry, nestling 
her head in warmly under June's arm. 

"'Spect you lub me, Hungry—'spects 
von does!" 

And then June laughed out softlv once 
more. What, would Massa Lmkum say 
to the kitty? Had hg ever seen such a 
kitty as that, in all bis life? 

So she folded her arms tightly 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
ered way that made Madame Joilet 
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 hersoJf to sleep. 
Massa Linkum would never treat her so, 
she never once doubted ip that little trust
ing heart of hers, that he would be glad to 
see her. and Hungry too. Why should 
she? Was there any one in all the world 
who had looked so at poor little June? 

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

"It's jes' ofcer here little ways, Hun 
grv" trying lo laugh. "We'll fine hiir 
pnrty soon. I's terrible tired, an'— 
sleepy, Hungry." 

She sat down then on a heap of leaver 
to rest, and laid her head down upon 
her arm.J and Hungrv mewed a little, 
and cur.ed up in her neck The next she 
knew the sun was shining. >he jumped 
up frightened ami pni'.y.leil, and tiien shi 
remembered where she was, and began 
to think of breakfast. But there wen-
no berries but the poisonous dog-wood, 
and nothing else to be seen but leaves, 
and grass, and bushes. Hungry snapped 
up a few grass-hoppers, and looked 
longingly at an unattainable squirrel, 
who was flying from tree-top to tree-top 
then they went slowly on. 

About, noon tliey came to a bit of a 
brook. June, scooped the water in her 
hands, and Hungry lapped it with hei 
pink tongue. But there was no dinner 
io be found, and no sign of Massa Lin
kum ; the sun was like a great ball of fire 
above the tree, tops and the child grew 
faint, and weak. 

"I didn't 'spec' it was so fur." groaned 
poor June. "But don' yer be 'feared 
now Hungry. Tears like -ve'll fine him 
berry soon." 

The sun went down, ar.d the twilight 
came. Nothing but the great forest and 
the swamps and t he darkening shadows 
and the lone, "hungry night. June lay 
down once more on the damp ground 
where the po smous snakes hid in the 
bushes, and lr;gged Hungry with her 
weak little arms, uud tried to speak out 
bravely. "We'll r-ne him. Hungrv, 
rure, to-morrer. He":; jes' open de 
door an' let us right in. he 
will: an' he"! hah breakfast already an' 
waiiin". 'pears i'.ke he'il hah a dish tv> 
miik up in de corner for you now—tink 
</ dat ar, Hungrv,-:" and then tho poor 
little v<vc:• that tried to be so brave 
broke.down into a great s«<)b. "Kfl 
on'y Jes" 7ladf onelifTIe moulhfti? now, 
—Hungty '—on'y one!" 

So another night passed, and another 
morning came. A bitter wind blew 
from the east that day. and long before 
noon tne rain was railing, dreary and 
chilly and sharp. It soaked June's feet 
and rs>gged dre-s and pelt CM! in her face. 
The wind blew against her, and whirled 
about her. and tn-sed her to and fro— 
she was such a little* tiling and so weak 
now And faint. 

Just /.s the early twilight fell from the 
ieuden sky. and the shadows began to 
skulk under the bush"?, and the birds 
gathered t<> their nost with sieepy twit
ter, she tripped over a little stone, fe.ll 
weakly to the ground, and lay still. Siu; 
had not the strength to gel to her feec 

that it was use an oiu camp-meeting 
hymn that she had heard Creline sing 
sometimes. She never ^understood the 
words, but the music came !baek like a 
dream. She wondered if Messa 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 
morning they would go on and find him 
—in the morning; it would come verv 
soon. 

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

"It's—bery cold." said June, sleepily 
and turned her face over to hide it on 
the kitten's warm, soft fur. "Goo'night, 
Hungry. We'll git dar to-rnorrer. We's 
mos't dar. Hungry,'1 

Hungry curled up close to her cold, 
wet check—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 aloucl The kitten woke from a 
nap, and purred for her to stir and 
speak; but June said nothing more. 

Still the ra.in fell, and the wind cried; 
and the iong night and the storm and 
the darkness passed, 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 word. 

Somewhere, in a land where she was 
never slave anil never mistress, where 
there was no moio hungry days and 
frightened nights, little June was laugh
ing softly, anil had found some one to 
love her at last. 

An so she. did net find Massa Link
um after all? 

Ah!—who would have 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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Spring Cleaning, 

It is nearly the time for lifting carpets, 
and although once more the north wind 
sighs and the mud puddles freeze over, 
every housekeeper knows that, winter 
can't last very long. A carpet ought to 
be lifted every spring, be carried away 
and thoroughly cleaned ;as no amateur 
carpet beater can do) and the floor where
on it has lain io, these many months 
scrubbed, sunned and disiv.feeted. Yel
low fever, scarlet fever, typhoid fever 
and small-pox, with all the attendant 
army of lesser fevers, are principally 
caused by our criminally careless neg
lect. We know a floor is damp, and have 
long ago noticed the mold and saw bups. 
but the carpet is Brussels, ana d:>n't 
need to be lifted every season. 
Besides the dampness dirt will col* 
Iftct. If you do not believe this, inspect 
closely the edges of your carpet and the 
cornets; there you will find a collection 
which no care can quite prevent. Dust 
is a retainer of the germs of sickness, 
and joins with the defective drainage in 
setting up a serious opposition to ail the 
prescriptions which you have so con
scientiously bought of "your doctor. There 
is a great deal of importance to be at
tached to your spring cleaning. 

The beds, for ins ance, after the long 
confinement of the winter, will stand any 
amount of sunning. If you have a gooii 
grass plot don't fail to let your bed and 
table linen have the benefit of those 
light March showers, which properly 
belongs to April, but which, like the 
Mh.v flowers, occasionally steal tJie 
march upon us. and come ahead of time. 
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 is apt to get wormy feathers on 
her hands. As much of the 
health of the family depends 
on the condition of the beds, house
keepers should give this department 
special attention. The seeds of catarrh 
are often found in the damp, improperly 
aired sheets.. Pillow ticks must be re
newed, not washed, as the loss of the 
manufacturers' starch causes the cloth 
to sift. 

it is a very indiscreet housewife that 
lifts all her carpets at once thus spoiling 
the family comfort and so disorganizing 
matters that many things are lost.. It is 
said that three moves are equal to a tire 
and so are three house cleanings for mat
ter of that if conducted without system. 
Let ore room be taken, the carpet re
moved, walls scraped, caioomined, pa
pered, painted and then after the fur
niture has been thoroughly repaired 
and sunned let it Ve put in perfect order 
before another is undertaken. Thus 

everything is kept in its proper depart
ment and the lather of the family .need 
scarcely know that the dreaded reign of 
the scrub-brush has commenced. Be 
lavishly prodigal with your carbolic acid 
r.c.d c.hioride of lime. Tho outer houses, 
d rains cellars, all should have special 
care. 

Mfiwnwanl Peptaohttf Beef Tonic, only 
preparation of beet containing tta entire nutrition* 

Etrite*, it contalna Mood-making, foroe-cenera-
and flfo-raittiniBff properties; iuvahjabl» for -

proatratton, overwork, or Kate dlaeue, particularly 
If mnltinc froni pulmonary complaints Caswcxx. 
HUMS * Oo« Civpfteton, Stv York. Sold br 
Ptaggtrtm. -i 

Hut somehow Jun? felt 'neither trou
bled nor afiaid. She lay there with her 
face upturned to the pelting rain, watch
ing it patter from leaf to leaf, listening 
to the chirp of the birds in i.ho nests, 
listening io the crying of the wind. She 
liked the sound. She had a dim notion 

A f? 15 Cup of Co flee. 
TvTrs. Mary A. Watson, wife of James 

Watson, a retired merchant of Tarry-
town," was arrested on ,.St. Valentine's 
Day on the charge of "catching the said 
James Watson by the hair of liis^ head 
and scratching his face." Mrs. Watson 
was taken to the *«lti« e of Justice W. 
Bird. She is a vigorous looking lady, 
about 4u vears old. The said James 
Watscin , a little gray-haired man of oo, 
was in the oiliee when she arrived. She 
demanded a trial by jury, which was 
recorded to her. It appeared on the 
trial that Mr. Wati-on and his wile had 
quarreled as to who should make the 
coffee on the morning of the preceding 
dav. and had had a scullle over the 
possession of the coffee pot. The jury 
found the wife guilty of "assaulting the 
said James Watson m the manner afore
said.'1 Justice Bird gave her the choice 
of paying $15 line or going to jail for 
fifteen days. She expressed an eoiphat-
tic preference for the fifteen days. 
The Justice gave her several days' lib
erty to reconsider her choice. On 
Saturday last he received a letter from 
Mr. James Watson inclosing £i5,and|say-
ir.g that he did not desire to press tho 
casej'urther.—[N. Y. Sun. 

— O i l  

Eighty thousand buffaloes were killed 
last winter; tli is winter, owing to the rapid 
extinction of the annual, the numbei 
killed is comparatively small? 

SIGNIFICANT SfRIfifc. 

a Dissertation Upon Its Advent. &nd 
Its Effect Upon Mankind. 

• The creea leaf of Ibe ccw-ccmc Spring."— 

Everybody recognizes sprinff. when it is once ; 
upon us, but many persons are cot Iamillter wv-ii 
tbe exact date of its appearance. Webster, tbe 
world-renowned lexicographer, gives us a definition • 
which may not, be inappropriate here. "Spncc," 
says he, "is ibe season o£ the year whc-c plants bc-
rin to vecetate and rise: the vernal season, com-
prehendinB tbe months of March, April aca 
in the middle latitudes north of the eccaror." 

Thomson, in his "Season5," and S'-haksr-esxc :n 
many of his works, nave, perhaps, i:-c peers in 6e-
scribfng it, anc yet "ethereal so rice" is freighted , 
with malaria, "lha: insidious'oe, luiticg EEseeuic 
the Tciy air we breathe." It-f.,reads ever ike fairest 
portions of our land; brings death and disease :o. 
thousands: c&s ofl scores upon scores c-1 cur ct::-.. 
dteu and yonih, as weil as those ic advanced iife. 
A ^'estrienre is fpgarded with !iu!e Ies*s r:rjtrebec-
sion, ami people everywhere a:e sskmc, ;s 
it?" "Whore coi'S n crice Jr. air ' ' What v..l 
cure it':"' 

KIPSEV-WOKT. AS A MT.lMi MHMC-NE. 

When you bcg.n io 'o-o npp?t,:!e:—tave a r.tad-
ache, a pain m venr tide, na-ik. m>(1 •-•iioaruiTsto 
tcss about at tight :n rvstiess dtcaaswa'se fn. 
the morning with a !ou. rr.o-.ila ar.d rarrea tocci.e; 
—fee! disiud.'ned to go a pout your wore, aeavy m , 
body and oppressed io mind:—have a h: ot lae 
bines;—when vcur nr:nc cots scauiv o. L,?h-jo'-
ored;—to scger with eon.-'.ii at.on. t.;a:!;,®i. cr I ts-

dicestioe;—oave a pasty, su:-o<x dui; eyes, 
and a blotched sk;n:—one or a,! of 'hese •orcrtoii 
c lrplniat; u 1 • er\, n'j H nn.'r- -la: yt'.r 
liver is disordered. !c <. r r-erhars (;:se&st-d. A 
bottle of Kidney-Wort fs, under t'-;h ir-
stanees. a priceiess boon to such a person. 

Bare assertiors of rropr.ctors have come ic- w-
sess less fcr.-e 'ban they freaomtly men!. The 
cause of this condition of popular skepticism <•-. n 
the rerun, to be. fottr.d :n :he "a:t th.'.t char.atamsm 
covers otir broad :and. Merito:ic-ns art.-Cies are too 
frequently found tn bad ..ompacy. ' 

The prcrrietnrs of K:d!!cy- Wort r,,wnvs- rrovo 
all their assertions, jcocCing the merits ot :ne:r 
preparations. 'When tc nfhrin, therefore, tiiat 
Kidney-Wort re a specific jor .uist such disorders as 
have been mentioned in this art:c;e. the proof, too, 
belongs to and shall follow tens statement. 

A rEYSICIAN S EXriSHIENCE. 

Pr. R. K. C;arfc,a regular ptysuian of exirnske 
practice in Grand ls;e roiu»t.\, and a worthy deacon 
of the Congregational Or,::ch, at fcouii. Hero, V:„ 
has used Kidney-AVott ror *evei&i }ear» zn n.s 
practico, and before tne preset:! prt fitters pur
chased an interest in it, he had given his unbiased 
opinion in its favor. This opinion has 1:0: changed, 
"It has dene better than any other remedy I tave 
ever used," says the Doctor, and, iurther on, he> 
writes: "I do not recollect an insttr.ee where the 
patient to whom 1 havo given it has faiied to re
ceive tterwti! from its use, and ;n »crr:c- severe cases 
most decidedly so." These are ?:rcri2 words. They 
are from a representative, conscientious, ever-
approachable v1.:^ - c >.':t:^er., r.O'^ever, anc—better 
still—they are true. 

Kidney-Won will boar ail the ccfoastuoc# lav
ished upon it by its friends—ar:u their ntme is le
gion. "I wii! swear l:y Kidney-Wort a,!! u.e time." 
writes Mr. J. It Kauffman, ot Lancaster; T.:. AVe 
will supplement this hy asscrtias. r- "iia:"t',r of 
fact, and one capable c.f demonstration, that ail 
honest patrons ol this remedy are, its friends .'.cc1 

advocates. 

LYDIA E. PSNKHAM'3 

VEGETABLE COMPOUND. 
Is a Positive Cure 

For aU thone PnlnAil Complaint* and WnbifltM 
go common to oar beet fcawle popnlation. 

A Medicine for Woman. Invented by a Woman. 
Prepared by • Woman. 

Thft Greatest 5?&ral VUeorerj State Ike of KlatM?. 

Cr It revives the drooping spirits. Invigorates ar.d 
harmonizes the ergranie functions, Gives elasticity and 
Crmnes-sto tho step, restorer tbe natural lusrro to tk» 
eye, and plants on the pale check ot vrcmsn the fresh 
roses of life's spring and early summer time. 
t?@~Physicians Use It and Prescribo It Freety.fEt 

It removes falntness, flatulency, destroys all craving 
tor stimulant, and relieves weakness of the stomach. 

That teelins of bearing do-mi, causing rain, weight 
and b&chache, Is always permanently cured by its u se. 
For the care of Kidney Complaints of cltber tei 

this Compound la unsurpassed, 

ITDUC. PrYKHAM-9 BLOOD PCTiXFIER 
will eradicate every vestico of Humors from t),e 
Blood, and cive tono and strength to the system, ut 
man woman or child. Insist on having it. 

"Both the Compound and Blood Purifier are prepared 
at233 and 235 Western Avenue, Lynn, Mass. Price oZ 
either, $1. Six bottles for (5. Sent by mail in the forra 
of pills, or of lozenges, on reeelpt of price, $1 per he* 
for either. Mrs. Tinkhain freely answers all letters of 
inquiry. Enclose 3ct- stamp. Send for pamphlet. 

lS*o family should be 1 
IJVEU !'1U,S. Thecu.-, 
"«d torpidity of t he liver. Si cents per I 

C3~So:<lby a]lDriissi$ts.~St 

I 

SliKsouri, Kansas, ArUtansM 
and Texas, write to 

K. H. SMITH. 
46 Clark Street, Chicago. 
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