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PE-RU-NA CURES CATARRH
OF KIDNEYS EVERY TIME

Major T. H. Mars, of the First Wis-
consin Cavalry regiment, writes from
1425 Dunning street, Chicago, 1ll, the
following letter: A

¢« For years | sutfered with catarrho
the kidneys contracted in the army.
Medicine did not help me any until a
comrade who had been helped by Pe-
runa advised me to try it. I bought
some at once, and soon found blessed
relief. 1 kept taking it four months,
and am now well and strong and feel
better than I have donme for the pas
twenty years, thanks to Peruna.’’=--
T. H. Mars.

Mr. ‘John Vance, of Hartford City,
Ind., says: “My kidney. tronble is much
P Letter, I have improved so much that
Hleverybody : wants to know what medi-
cing'I am using. I recommend Peruna
t% everybody and some have commenced
to use it. The folks all say that if Dr.
Hartman's medicine cures me it must be
great.”—John Vance. .

Mr. J. Brake, of Petroles,- Ontario,
Canads, writes:  *‘Four years ago |
had a severe cttack of Bright’s dis-
ease, which brought me so low tie
doctor said nothing more could be
done for me. I began to take Peruna
and Manalin, and three months I
was & well man, and have continued
so ever since.”’: +=J. Brake.

At the appearance of the first symptom

DANGEROUS KIDNEY DISEASES CURED
l

Po-ru-na Creating a National Sensation in the Cure
of Chronic Allments of the Kidueys.
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of kidney
trouble, Pe-
runa should
be taken,
This remedy .

strikes  at \
once the =24

Very root of e =
the disease.

It at once ;

catarrhal
kidneys  of
the stagnant
blood, pre-
vénting
ll‘le escape of serum from the blood.
Peruna / stimulates the kidueys to
excrete from the blood the accumu-
lating poison, and thus prevents the co‘!-
vulsions which are sure to follow it the
poisons are allowed to remain. It gives
great vigor to the heart’s action and di-
gestive system, both of which are apt to
fail rapidly in this disease.

Peruna cures catarrh of the kidneys
simply because it cures catarrh wherever
located.

If you do not derive prompt and sat-
isfactory results from the use of Peruna,
write at once to Dr, Hartman, giving a
full statement of your case and he. will
be pleased to give you his valuable ad-
vice gratis,

Address Dr., Hartman, President of
The Hartman Sanitarium, Coluwbus,
Ohio. |

An Usaknown United States Senator.

Some years ago Idaho sent a man to
thLe Senate whose name was McConneil,
He enjoyed a brief term of about five
or six weeks, and then he disappeared.
The other day Mr. McConnell visited
the Senate chamber again. Very few
of the Senators knew him. His . ces-
)ned however, recajled the fact that
When he was in the Senate he lifted up
)iis voice and made a speech. He was
then an almost utter stranger. Old
Senator Edmunds looked at him In as-
tonishment.

“Who is this man talking?”’ asked
Edmunds of a page.

“Senator McConnell, of Idaho,” re-
sponded the boy.

“Well,” said Edmunds, “when it
comes to the point that In the United
States Senate a man can make a speech
whom I never saw before, I think it is
time for me to leave.”

And Mr. Edmunds, in disgust, retired
to the cloak-room.
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If you wish beautiful, clear, white clothes use
R“efiucron Ball Blue. Large 2 oz. package, b

Belgium exported over $343,000 worth
of firearms to this country during a sin-
gle quarter last year.

AVE MONEY

Buy your goods at
Wholesale Prices,

Our 1,000-page catalogue will be sent
apon receipt of 15 cents. This amount
does not even pay the postage, but it is
sufficient to show us that you are scting
in good faith. Better send for it now.
Your neighbors trade with us —why not

CHICAGO
The house that tells the truth.

hood enough

for anybody!

fu. HA}VANA FILLEI\

FLORODORA BANDS are
of same value as tags from
'STAR, 'HORSE SHOE.
"SPEARHEAD; STANDARD NAVY,
OLD PEACH & HONEY”

. and J. T."Tobacco.

A Superstitious Wom-«<n. i
“I don’t say that women are more

superstitious than men,” sald a well-
Lknown bachelor yesterday, “but a lady
I know did a thing the other day, on
account of a foolish superstitien that
no.man I am acquainted with would
bave done. It happened the day it rain-
ed so hard. The lady lives near Lin-
coln Park, and she had some business
at the Center Market. She had gone
only a few steps from her house when '
she discovered that she had forgotten
her pocketbook, and did not have as
much as a penny in her pocket. Did
she go back? Not much. Her super-
stition was that it was the helight of
bad luck to turn back after once leav-
ing the house until your errand was
completed. So she kept religiously on
her way, and, not having car fare,
walked over two miles In the cold raln, |
when she might have spared herself all
the self-imposed hardships by simply
walking back a few feet into the house.
She got wringing wet and lost her tem- |
per completely, but she successfully (to
her own mind at least) avolded the pos-
sibility of placing herself under the
spell of bad luek.”—Washington Star,

Golf a Capitul Offcnse.

Golf-players who practice nerth of
the Tweed may not know that they are
linble to sentence of death for their
‘Indulgence. Technically, that is literal-
Iy the fact. In ancient times, when
Scotland always had work for her sol-
diers to do, all the young men were
compelled to perfect themselves in
archery. They preferred to play golf, i
and so serious a rival did the game be-
come that it was for a time suppressed
and made a capital offence. That curl-
ous law has never yet been repealed
and may still be found in the statute .
book.

Yon Can Get Allen’s Foot-Ease FREE,

Write to-day to Allen 8. Olmsted, Le Roy,
N. Y, for a FREE sample of Allen's Foot-
Ease, a powder to shake Into your shoes.
It curep tired, sweating, damp, swollen,
aching feet. It makes new or tight shoes
ecasy. A certain cure for Corns and Bunlons, |
All druggists and shoe stores sell it. Oe

China has a canal 2,100 miles long
This is in excess of any inland water
way of similar usefulness in the world.

Queensland, Australia, is twelve times
larger than England.

I can recommend Piso’'s Cure for Con- |
sumption for Asthma, It has given me
great relief,—W. L., Wood, Farmersburg,
Ind., Sept. 8, 1901,

Always in the Superlative.
Mrs. Jones—Mrs. Johnson says she is
the most unhappy creature on earth,
Mrs. Smith—She never is satisfied un-
less she can outdo all of her 'meighbors.

She Would Not be
Without It Now.

Neither would thousands of others. We
refer to Vogeler's Curative Compound ; it |
does so much good and seems to reach
every form of stomach trouble, that peaple
have found that it is the one true specific.
And what arestomach troubles? The easiest -
answer is that three-quarters of all the dis-
eases and ailments which affect us proceed -
from one form or another of stomach °
trouble. !

Indigestion is one of the worst and most
prevalent forms, but Vogeler's Curative
Compound cures indigestion.
instance: . H

Mr. W. Bowell, of 34, Priory Street, Win-
chester, Col,, writes: *“I wish to state that
my wife has been taking Vogeler's Curative
Compound for a long time, and it is the
only thing that has done heér any real good
for indigestion, in fact nothing would induce
her to be without a bottle now.” i

When we stop to seriously consider the !
fact, that this great remedy is made from
the formula of one of the most eminent living
London ghys:ciansii it is no wonder that

ople who have happily experienced the
ﬁneﬁt to be derivedpgo{n its use, will not ‘
now be without it at any cost.

St. Jacob's Oil, Ltd., Baltimore, Md., will
send you a free sample bottle. Write
them.

Here is one '

TR

 daring and appeal.

WHEN JUDY SINGS.

Whin Judy sings,

Sure, quanes an’ kings
Attind wid looks surproisin®.

‘The woods an’ hills

Sind jocund thrills
Horizon to horizon,

The ichoes mate
To cerculate
Her honey-laden quavers,
An’ angels pause
To give applause
To her entrancin’ favors,

The little thrush,
Wid many a blush
For his own song-creations,
Qocks up his ear,
Burprolsed to hear
Sich heavenly modulations,

The brazes lay
Their flutes away,

As be some myst'ry h'anted,
An’ Music's silt /
Gits on the shilf

Ap’ howlds her brith enchanted,

Hut man! 8o schwate
Her v'ice tw'ud bate
Fantazy or aytudy,
An’ Suzy's band!
They'd quit the land
Et once they’d hear my Judy.
~Richmond Dispatch,
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HOW ROD WON MANHOOD, |
4
0“\“4-

HE inquisitive branches of the
cottonwood tree that peeped
through the windows of the frame
schoolhouse at Gray Creek had wit-
nessed many exciting things since that
ploneer building was opened. But the
greatest, though least noisy, sensation

! occurred upon a November morning,

when they shed their last leaf on the
head of a new puplil, who passed un-
hesitatingly through the school grounds,
and took his seat among a score of
rough but punctual scholars, awaiting
the arrival of ‘their teacher.

These tall lads and fresh-cheeked
girls, who had started in with zest
when school opened in this Kansas
valley, looked as if they had already
begun to feel proud of their miniature
republic, and jealous of its honor. The
majority scowled in dismay, as If the
very spirit of disorder had appeared
among them, when the new pupil, a
boy of 15, timidly seated himself,
throwing glances of appeal and defi-
ance at his future class mates. ‘‘Hello!
who’s that feller? Hain't seen him be-
fore since school started,” said Curley
Wiggin, stretching five feet eleven of
ignorance, and nudging Jem Tracy, his
neighbor.

“Huh! don’t you know who he is?”
gurgled Jem, in incredulous excite-
ment. He—he’s Rod Dixon, son of Big
Dixon, who was caught last fall for
train wreckin’ over in Haymare Coun-
ty! Rod’'s gran'-dad has took charge o’
him now—Old Man Barber, o' Spruce
Hill ranch.” :

“Son of a train wrecker! Huh! don’t
know as teacher ought to admit him to
this school,” blustered Curley, glancing
at the new feller on the front bench,
who shivered as if a gust had struck
him, for Curley's bossing whisper was
very audible. *“He sort o’ looks as If he
had gallons o’ wild blood In him. Guess
he'll never turn out a decent citizen,
anyhow!”

“If—If you say that again, I'll lick
you, big as you are! I guess I am go-
ing to turn out a decent citizen; I am
going to do the right sort o' thing—an’
make a man o’ myself!”

The new boy had jumped to his feet,
facing his dozen young judges with
this roar, which would have been saw
age If it hadn’'t trembled over tears.
His face was a mixture of precoclous
His chest heaved
and heaved, until his challenge was
flung out again by some awakening
power within. :

“Why—why can’t I be a decent citi-
gen as well's you?’ he gesped, his
volce seeming to burst a husk of feel-
ing. Why ain’t I fit for this school? I
never done nothing.”

But just here the courage of the out-
law’'s son seemed to fail him; and his
shame swept upon him like a deluge,
until his volce sank and was drowned
in it. Swaying like the bare branches
of the cottonwood tree beyond the win-
dow, to which his eyes turned as if
for help he wheeled round and dropped
hopelessly into his seat again, as a sun-
rimmed shadow streaked the floor, and
the tall figure of the teacher came into
an uncomfortable sience.

The room grew stiller yet—and stiller,
until the unusual lull appeared ominous
to Mr. Meyers, who gazed around for
signs of brewing mischief. He could
deteéct none. Every scholar's gaze was
focused on his face, trying to read its
puzzling page, as he called the new
pupll to his desk, to learn his age, name
and address. Curley Wiggin, recover-
ing his breath, whispered to Jem that
the teacher looked kinder struck as he
tdentified this addition to his school.
But the smile with which he dismissed
Rod to his place was full of light; it
seemed to the quivering boy to illumine

i those distant peaks of manhood which

he had set out to climb; it gilted black-

: board and lesson book till they caught

his wayward thoughts.

“Yaas, he done pretty good this morn-
ing. But shucks! he won't stick to it;
he'll be playing hookey inside of a
week, an’ the sooner the better. I guess
we don’t want any wrecker's cub
here!” said Curley, his severe judge,
again discussing Rod during recess.

And again Rod, concealed by the cot-
ton wood's broad trunk, heard and
trembled. Now, instead of flaring up,
he seemed to turn cold, as if all his
hopes were popped into a refrigerator.
With a reckless grunt he drew his cap
over his eyes and disappeared through

, the gate.

“If I'm going to play hookey before
the week's out, I may as well begin
now!” he gasped tarough his shut
teeth, swallowing something more acid
than vinegar. “I—I guess it ain’t muca
uee trying to do the right sort o' thing.
1—I guess it's the bad that’ll win out.”

He was sobbing now, big, unheaving
sobs, that made him tear along blind-
ly, trying to outrun his weakness. Rod
this morning had a queer feeling,
which lately attacked him more than
once during his lonely ranch life with
his grandfatber, as if a brute and an
angel were fighting In bim. And, though
he understood nothing about the belp-
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[ tul influence of one boy's falth in an-
other, he felt through and through Lim
that Curley’s hopeless predictions had
powerfully strengthened the brute.

He flung bimself down at last, weary
and choking, on a brown mat of leaves
in the corner of an unfamillar orchard.
A well was near, and presently hauling
up the biuoket, he took a long drink of
rather cloudy-looking water, trying to
cool his fever within.

“Papa won't let me drink that water
less'n it’s boiled,” sald a sudden and
shrill volce behind him. *“He—he says
there’s—there's scarecrobes in it.”

“Scarecrobes!’ ejaculated Rod, drop-
ping the bucket with a wild splash,
and turning on a golden-faced little
girl who had stolen unheard over_ the
moist leaves. “Scarecrobes!” he re-
peated, mystifled, wondering what un-
known monster dwelt In the well, for
he had not been long enough at school
to guess that she meant microbes.

“You—you was kying!” declared the
child, looking up at his eyes with grave
conviction. “Guess you oughter ask God
to take that miser’ble face off you,
same’'s mamma makes me do when I
feels bad.”

“Who—who's your pap-pa?’ gasped
Rod, staring at this free little preacher
in numb surprise.

“He teaches school down to Gray
Creek,” was the quick reply. “Guess
you's one of his boys an’ you runned
away fo-day—you’s bad!”

“I'm not,” roared the goaded boy,
desperately, heaving out his heart se-
cret. “I—I want to be good!”

She shyly retreated two steps, fright-
ered at his vehemence, but the minia-
ture well of a woman's pity bubbled in
the child’s breast.

“Then 1 guess you will be-—good,”
she faltered, after a doubtful minute,
the sun of confidence lighting her
golden face. “See!” kicking among the
leaves, “I—I broke my wheel; it can’t
run any more.”

“Show me! Perhaps I can fix it,”
proposed Rod, in a strange glow of in-
terest; it seemed ages since he had done
anything for a girl, for one year Is
sometimes to a boy as a thousand, but
there had been a small sister who died
when his mother died.

He set eagerly to work with his
pocket knife, pine splinters, and string
which 'the child fetched from her home.
She brought, too, a piece of ginger-
bread, warm from the touch of her lit-
tle hand, and a mug of clearer water,

“Guess you's hungry, or you would
not ba" felt so bad!” she said, reason-
ing from her own small experience, as
she pushed the spiced bread under his
nose. z

Rod quickly discovered that he was
hollow as a drum, but for a minute he
could not attend to that feeling because
of another which occupied uim; it
seemed as if a cold band which had
been tightened round his heart strangl-
ing for the last hour his desire to make
a man of himself, suddenly loosened
and set him free again.

He felt three parts a man already,
while he labored for this child, and
she trysted him, cuddling down on the
leaves beside him, healing the chafed
sore in his heart, until he rubbed hls
freckled face agalnst her shoulder, feel-
ing as if he were wiping off smears of
sensitiveness and shame.

So Mr. Meyers found the pair later,
when he returned home with the weari-
ness of many hours’ struggle with ig-
norance on his face. Rod had then dis-
covered that his friend’s name was
Margery, and that she was the Gray
Creek teacher’s only child. He rose in
great trepidation.

“So you cut school this afternoon,
Dixon,” said the man, In a rallying
tone. “I didn't imagine you were such
a mushy sort of a fellow as to quit so
soon hecause of anything the other boys
might say.”

Rod had not thought it himself until
to-day. He gazed down at Margery’s
head, and then up, with a flush under
his freckles, and his half-healed heart
shining In his eyes.

“I'm not going to be a quitter!” he
sald resolutely. “I—I'm golng to do
the right sort o’ thing.”

“That’s good!” answered the teach-
er, heartily, and passed on, muttering
something about letting that boy work
out his own salvation, with Margery's
help. But in a few minutes he appeared
at his door again.

“Say, Dixon,” he called out, “there
is to be a spelling match this evening
over at Englewood between our school
and the Englewood boys. Don’t you
want to come along and hear the fun?
I’'m going to tramp over with some of
our fellews. We can come back on the
11:15 train from Burlington; that’ll
drop us three miles from home.”

Rod looked grateful, but his assen:,
qr dissent, was unintelligible. And at
6 o’clock that evening when Mr, Myers
and his champion spellers, with one or
two spectators going along for sport,
mustered under the school cottonwood
he was not among them.

John Rodwell Dixon, whose two first
names had been abbreviated by his
wild father to Rod, was at that hour
perched on a bowlder near his grand-
father’s ranch house, tracing with his
eyes the route through the valley be-
neath which the Gray Creek detach-
ment would take on its way to the spell-
ing match.

“I guess I'd have liked the fun real
well,” he muttered, with a cold choke
in his throat; “an’ Mr. Meyers—he’s all
right. But the boys—"

He sprang up suddenly, and began to
hustle his evening chores; well he
knew Curley Wiggins and the other
boys would have looked sourly on a
wrecker’s cub among the picked band
which was to uphold the honor of their
school. But Rod, determined not to be
a mushy sort of fellow, gave himself
no time for self-pity. And when, two
hours later, he flung off jacket and

shoes, and huddled down by the moon- |

whitened window of the little room
where he slept, he was too tired to
think of any one but Margery—her
queer talk about scarecrobes, and the
like—and to watch the silver twilight
stealing through the valey.

As this grew brighter he could dis-
tinguish the curving railroad by which
the boys would return from Englewood,
and the long bridge of iron und wood
where their train must dash over a
deep, dark gully. He heard a heavy
freight thunder across now; the sparks
gay scarlet motes, which struck from
the rails, seemed fluttering toward
bhim. His remembrance of Margery
blurred into a recollection of his gen-
tle, honest mother. With a prayer
which she had taught him hovering on

his lips, Rod slept, and dreamed be wad
making a man of himself, while he as
serted that manhood in blustering
BHOres.

When he woke there was a strange,
red change in the valley beneath him,
which he could not for a breathless min.
ute understand.

Before his misted eyes darted flery,
bewlldering meteors, all seeming to
shoot out from the distant rallway
bridge. Then suddenly and sharply his
sight cleared, as if a knife had cut the
film from those terrified eyes. The
blood jumped In the chilled velns un-
der his thin shirt,

*'My senses!” gasped Rod, feeling as
If these senses were oozing out through
his suddenly damp skin. “It's—it's a
fire on the track! It's the bridge over
the gully—the trestle Is burning!”

It required ten seconds for him to
swallow this awful fact, to realize the
tongues of flame curling out frem the
wooden trestles which spanned the
gorge, the billowing smoke that resem-
bled curdled moonlight, the red riot of
sparks, Then swift thoughts stung bim
as the strokes of a whip.

“The train! the 11:15 passenger from
Burlington—Mr. Meyers an’ the hoys
coming on it. That bend in the road!
Engineer can't see the bridge till he's
most on to it—train’ll go into the gully!”
" Rod's face flamed red, as if tha glow
of the distant burning touched it.
Through the window he went at a
jump—hatless, shoeless, coatless—shud-
dering from head to foot with the con-
viction that no one saw the fire bpt him-
self, that the traln must soon come
along, full speed, that only his warn-
ing could save it, for the bridge with
its tlame-eaten trestles would surely
go.

“I've got to stop it!” he feebly gasped.
“Father was In a gang that wrecked
one, an’ I—I guess I'm hittiag the
ground in high places now!” as he
leaped with stag-like bound3 from
mound to mound down the hill, though
rocks bled his feet, and bushes tore the
thin shirt from his shoulders.

Breatlless, fainting, reellng, he
reached the railway where the bridge's
now fiery span ended. Catching up a
plece of burning timber that dropped
from the burning trestle, he stumbled
onto the rails, waving the flagpe-signal
above his head, shouting until his yell
dled to a bleat of pain, as an'yncoming
rumble sounded in his ear, and the
torch, which he would not drop, burned
his fingers.

“Hello! I don't know what to make
o' that,” grumbled Engineer Morse,
who was pulling the night tyain from
Burlington, seeing the waving light
upon the rails.

But he understood presently when
his slackened engine crawled past a
scorched, half-clad boy, who feebly
called to him that the bridge nhead was
burning.

Rod knew no more after he saw
those gleaming headlights go by and
halt short of danger until a conductor's
lantern flashed across his face, and he
found himself the center of a group of
male passengers, among whom were
Mr. Meyers and his companians return-
ing victorious from the spelling match.

But the greater vicrory was Rod’s,
for he-heard a voice which he knew to
be Curley Wiggins’ mutter:

“He said this morning he’d make a
man o' hisself. But I guess he’s a lite
tle man a’ready!”—American Tribune,

FOUR SENATORS

Whose Political Histories Have Been
Unique,

Four men sit shoulder to shoulder on
the Democratic side of the Senate
whose political histories have . been
unique. They are Turner of Washing-
ton, McLaurin of South Carolina, Har-
ris of Kansas, and Teller of Colorado.
Turner was a Republican until 1896,
when he went over to the Bryan ticket,
gradually passing through the stages
of Silver Republicanism, Fusion and
Populist into the Democratic party. He
is an able man, and possessed of large
wealth., Mclaurin was born and bred
a Democrat in South Carolina, but has
now affiliated himself with the Repub-
licans, although he keeps his seat on
the Democratic side. He and Turner
are as far apart as the poles. The next:
man, Harris of Kansas, being a Vir-
ginian, grew up amid Democratic sur-
roundings, but when he began to mix
in politics in Kansas joined the Popu-
lists and came to Congress as one of
their representatives. He Is now back
in the Democratic party. And last of
all is Teller, who was a cabinet officer
in a Republican administration. and
who withdrew from thc party of his
own allegiance when it declared for
gold in St. Louls in 1896. He has been
in public life for a great many years,
and, like Turner, has passed from
straight Republicanism to Democracy
through the Intermediate stage of Sil-
ver Republicanism. All of these four
Senators with checkered politleal ca-
reers are now colleagues on the same
side of the Senate chamber, although
the probability is that eventually Mr.
McLaurin will go over to the Republi-
can side, and thus break up the inter-
esting quartette.

Making Use of His Learning.

A small boy known to the New York
Sun was introduced by the teacher to
the ditto mark. Its labor-saving pos-
gibilities appealed to him, and he soon
found occasion to turn his knowledge
to account.

While away on a short visit he wrote
to his father. The letter ran:

Dear Father.
I hope you are well.
« % mother is “

“w . "o

sister

Dick
“  grandmother is well,

* wish you were here.

* “  mother was *

sister L

*  Dick

* grandmother was here,

you would send me some

Your aff. son, Tom.

o " "o

“ “
“wo.

money.
Financial Plans.

Osmond—You always pay as you go,
don’t you?

Desmond—No, indeed; I pay as other
people come after me.—Detroit Free
Press.

A man may have suflicient courage
to beard the lion in his den, yet be shy
when it comes to facing the cook in
her kitchen.

Some of the recent magaziue articles
seem to prove that a little learning s
a dangerous thing.

GASTORIA

For Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have
Always Bought

v g R CARTITERNT

‘ %n.)(upm‘ne nor Mineral.

T NARCOTIC.

pesfect Remedy for Constipa- [}
qun.Sowsmm_ad%m

Worms Convulsions, Feverish-
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.
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THE CENTAUR COMPANY, NEW YORK OITY.
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by Shampoos of CUTICURA SOAP

and light dressings of CUTICURA, purest of
emollient skin cures. This treatment at once
stops falling hair, removes crusts, scales, and
dandruff, soothes irritated, itching surfaces,
stimulates the hair follicles, supplies the roots
with energy and nourishment, and makes the
hair grow upon a sweet, wholesome, healthy

scalp when all else falils,

MILLIONS USE CUTICURA SOAP

Assisted by CUTICURA OINTMENT, for preserving, purifying, and beautify-
ing the skin, for cleansing the scalp of crusts, scales, aud dandruff, and the
stopping of falling hair, for softening, whitening, and soothing red, rough,
amf sore hands, for baby rashes, itchings, and chafings, and for all the pur-

ses of the toilet, bath, and nursery.

Millions of Women use CUTICURA

AP in the form of baths for annoying irritations, inflaimmations, and
excoriations, for too free or offensive perspiration, in the form of washes for
ulcerative weaknesses, and for many aatiseptic purposes which readily sug-
gest themselves to women and mothers. CUTICURA SOAP combines delicate
emollient properties derived from CUTICURA, the great skin cure, with the

urest of cleansing ingredients, and the most refreshing of flower odours.
&o other medicated soap is to be compured with it for preserving, purifying,

and beautifying the skin, scalp, hair, and hands.

No other foreign or

domestic toilet soap, however expensive, is to be compared with it for all the
urposes of the toilet, bath, and nursery. Thus it combines, in ONES0OAP at
NE PRICE, the BEST skin and complexion soap, and the BEST toilet and

baby soap in the world.

Complete External and Internal Treatment for Every Humour,
Consisting of CUTICURA SOAP (‘.'..':c.()i. to cleanse the skin of crusts

cuticie; CUTICURA OINTMENT

and scales, and soften the thickene:
c (wc&. to instantly nllay itching, inflammation, and irritation, and
soothe and heal; and CUTICURA RESOLVENT PILLS (25c.), to cool

The Set 81

and cleanse the blood.
the most torturing, disfiguring, itching, burning, and scaly skin,

A SINGLE SET |8 often suflicient to cure

sealp, and blood humours, rashes, itchings, a d irritations, with loss of huir, when all else
fails. Sold throughout the world, British Depot: 27-28, Charterhonse 8q., London. French
Depot: 5 Rue dela Paix, Paris. POTTER DRUG AND CHEM. CORP., Sole Props., Boston.

QOuricuna REsoLvENT PiLLs (Chocolate Coated) are a new, tasteless, odourless, economical
substitute for the celebrated liquld CuTicuma Ry SOLVENT, as well as for all other blood purifiers

and humour cures. Put up in screw.cap

ket vials, containing 60 doses, price, 25¢. COTI-

poe
OURA P1LLoare alterative, nmuo tonic, and digestive, and beyond quest on the purest, aweet-
and 0 » y q P!

@st, most su
yot com;

and skin pm‘-n, humour cures, and toulc-digesiives

Altitude in Architecture,

The Brooklyn bridge towers are 277
feet high. The famous spire of oid
Trinity, New York City, Is 284 feet
high. The present height of the pyra-
mid of Cheops is 451 feet, although it
was originally 481 feet. The \Wash-
Ington monument is 555 feet. The
leaning tower of Pisa was begun in
1174 and inclines 13 feet and 8 Inches.
About half of the sinking took place
during the construction and the efforts
made to correct it resulted in the con-
vexity of ten inches on its southern
side.

The German Society for the Saving of
Shipwrecked Persons has 115 stations
w the north and east coasts.

The streams of Nebraska abound with
wild ducks and geese, and the Btate is

‘lvemm with hunter

London is to have its first “skyscraper™
of a building, which might better be call-
ed a fog-cutter, as it will be only seven
stories high.

Mra. Winslow's Soorrnivg Syrop tor Children

et ing) Bortens the gums, reasees 1ntiammation,
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