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Mfa ̂ takir*Hir«hareof fretting, 
Orgrievlng and forgetting; 
paths' are~ofteh rough and steen and 

heedless feet may fall; 
But yet the days are Cheery, 
^And night brings rest when Dreary, 

itsho# thls oia ' planet Is a good 
• world, after all; 

•w , • T* Though sharp may be our trouble* 
fa) The Joys are more than double; 
i* ;Tfie bravesurpass thecowards.and the 

~ . leal are lllce 'a: WaU 
' - To guard thieir: dearest' ever, 
" To fail the feeblest never; ' : 

.And somehow this old earth remains a 
•' bright world, after all. 

There's always love that's caring. 
And shielding and forbearing, 
woman's love to hold us close and 

keep our hearts In thrall; 
There's home to share together 

. In calm or stormy weather, 
/Ahd while the hearth-flame burns It Is a 

if j;! good-world, after alIt^i'«A|; •, 

tThe lisp of children's voices. 
• The chance of happy choices, 

Tfee bugle-sounds of hope and faith, 
through fogs and mists that call; 

The'heaven that stretches o'er us. 
, The better days before us. 
They Nail combine to make this earth a 

good world, after all. 
—Xlargaret E. Sangster, in Woman's 

i-»Home Companion. vo«», 
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j When Sam FfiBitd His Courage. • 
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HVOD know what the judge told you 
I at the 'cademy exhibition, Sam

my," said Hiram Lane, slowly, 
his eye fixed on1 the boy stretched 
on the grass near him. "He 
said if you ever wanted to leave 
Moorby to let him know; that 
lie'd like to do something' for a boy 
with such a good brain and a head for 
figures. Those were his words, Sam
my." 

The boy's thin face flushed as he 
turned to look at his uncle, and he 
spoke with nervous quickness: 

"He's forgotten all about me long 
before this, Uncle Hiram. Why, that 
school exhibition was two years ago 
last June, and the judge didn't come 
to Moorby last summer, yoti know. I 
should be afraid to go and ask any 
favor of him." 

"I wish you hadn't such a bashful, 
streak in you, Sammy," said Uncle Hi-
ram, looking down at the boy with 

, n half-reproachful, wholly affectionate 
smile. "You're just' like your poor 
pa. A better man never lived, but he 
wasn't built to get on in this world, 
and he didn't get on. I was hoping 
you might have a little more push 
than your pa, Sammy, along with his 
goodness. Now your ma's gone, I 
could be moved anywhere;t>r I could 
be put in the county farm, Samiuy, if 

• so it seemed best for you to strike 
cut to the city alone. I'm nothing but 
u helpless old hulk, anyway." 

•v.; "Don't you say that again, Uncle Hi-
: ram! Don't you dare to!" cried the 
boy, fiercely, springing to his feet, and 
rushing like a whirlwind upon the fig
ure in the old armchair. "Arn't you 
all I've got in the world that belongs 

! to mp? Do you suppose I'd go away 
and leave you for the town to take 
care of? I'd deserve to be hung!" 

"Sho, now, Sammy!" said the occu
pant of the armchair, gently, as he 

-saw the hot tears in the boy's eyes. 
"We haven't got anything but each 
other, either of us; but here I am, 
lame so I'm no good to stir about; 
hands all knotted up with rheumatics, 
so I can't use 'em, and you just spend
ing your days distributing milk, and 

, sawing and splitting, which >any boy 
with no such head for figures as you've 
got could do full as well. How much 
did you earn last week. Sammy?" 

"Only three dollars, Uncle Hiram," 
' answered the boy, slowly. "You know 
my vyork is always slack after the sum
mer people have gone. The judge and 
his family are going next week.- Their 
hix*ed girl told me to have Mr. Sar
gent make out the milk bill. When 
I went there yesterday morning the 
judge was sitting on the ''side piazza, 
but he didnt know me." 

"Did you make your manners to 
him, and give him a good look at you, 
Sammy?" asked the uncle, anxiously. 
"I mistrust you kind of half-turned 
your head away, or maybe the sun 
,was in his eyes." 

"I took off my cap the best I knew 
"how," said Sammy; "but he barely 

nodded to me. He wasn't reading or 
anything, either." 

"Maybe he was calculating in his 
head," suggested Mr. Lane, quickly 
glancing up at the boy, and then 
averting his eyes. "You recall how 
he told you he used to love to do those 
mental sums, same as you did at the 
exhibition, Sammy?" 

The boy shook his head, and stood 
for a moment looking across >the fields 
up to the hill on which stood the 
judge's house, its windows gleaming 

, bright in the morning bun. 
"No, he's just fojrgotten me, Uncle 

Hiram, that's all," he said, after a few 
moments of silence. "I'm just one of 
the cduntry boys to him, and I guess 
that's all I ever shall be. He's the on
ly one that Could give me a chance; 
Now I must run over to Mrs. Lapbam's 
and finsh piling her wood. Will you 
stay here and read till I come back at 
lioon? The sun's good and warm to
day." 

"You'll find roe sitting in my castle, 
same as you see me now," "said Mr. 
Lane, cheerily. "Pay my respects to 
Mrs. Lapham, and tell her I wish 
fche S-could get out to enjoy 
this 'beautiful weather, but I al
ways think of what a sightly 
flew she has from that south window 

a.. , w bnijw,|Ir 
sight" bejjfcnd tl# tutt in:3the 

and then it gave place to a look of 
patient pain. ? 

"He'd counted on the judge's know
ing him," said the crippled man, turn
ing his head wearily against the soft 
old cusion. "I know it just as well aa 
if he'd said so! If the judge had 
shbwh sighs ; of remeniberirig him, 
&mmy Would have plucked up cour
age to ask him if there was any 
chance \for :him down below. Don't 
1 know ;how he'* kept: at his study 
evenings when he's -been .'most: too 
tired to «it up? Seventeen years old 
hist week, and going to be hiviid up 
here all winter, and Ohly just earn 
enough to keep us a-going!" 

Mr. Lane pounded on the ground 
with his cratch in excitement, and 
scared away a Squirrel which was on 
a journey to a neighboring eliin. 
•v "Poor littlA creator! I didn't mean 
to fright you," said Uncle Hir&rti,. re
gretfully, '*but I just recollected that 
Sammy asked me if I'd full as soon 
call him tSam,' now he's 17, and I've 
clean forgotten it ever since till this 
minute! And he such a boy, and me 
such a drag on him, and forgetting 
such an easy thing as that! I'll get 
my mouth fixed for it when he comes 
back. 'Sam,' I'll say to him, 'Sam,' 
I'm glad to see you, Sam; and, Sam, 
I've had a nice morning under the 
trees, Sam.' I reckon the oft.ener I 
say it for a spell, the easier it'll come. 
Ill practice it off and on the rest o' 
the morning to keep my hand in," said 
Uncle Hiram, wisely. 

Sammy's thoughts, as he hurried 
down the road that led to the Lap-
ham house, were not very comforting. 

"I'm nothing but what the children 
call a ' 'fraid .cat,' that's all I am!" he 
said, bitterly. "Any other boy would 
speak up to the judge and make him 
remember, and perhaps get a chance. 
Uncle Hiram minds, too. He's hardly 
talked about the old war times, when 
he was a drummer boy and got his 
wounds, once, for the last week. He'd 
rather be in an attic in Boston and 
know I was working my way up than 
to stay here in Moorby; there's no
body here he cares enough about to 
make him want to stay. And I might 
ea^n money enough to buy him a 
wheeled, chair before long. AVhile 
mother lived I couldn't go, but now I 
could." 

Mrs. Lapham's house faced the 
south, and as Sammy entered thi? yard 
he looked for Mrs. Lapham's smile, 
at the window of the room where all 
her days were spent. 

She had been bedridden for ten 
years: the old sitting room of her 
early married life had been changed 
to her bedroom, and every morning 
before Mr. Lapham started for his 
"Harness and Shoe Shop" he dragged 
the bed close to the window: All 
passers-by were used to the sight of 
Mrs. Lapham's pale face propped into 
view by the many pillows, and her 
thimble tapped many a summon to 
enter on the lowest righthand pane. 

There was no face at the window 
that morning, although, as Sammy 
drew close to the house he could see 
that the bed was in its usual place^ 
As he stood a moment1 irresolutely at 
the turn where the path branched of? 
toward the woodshed, a man hailed 
him from a passing cart, saying "Hul
lo, Sammy! How's business with you 
these days?" : S. 

"Fair," returned the boy, soiberly, 
adding under his breath, "I wish peo
ple wouldn't call me 'Sammy!' It's 
such a baby name!" 

There came a tap at the window as 
the cart rattled out of sight and Sam
my turned quickly to see 'Mrs. Lap
ham's face, white and drawn, at the 
pane. 

"Why, she looked as if she was cry-
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ing!" said the boy to himself, star
tled out of thoughts about his own 
troubles, as he entered the house. 

"Sammy!" she cried, in a high, 
strained voice. "The men are at work 
in the judge's meadow, and he's there 
with 'em! They're going to cut down 
all my willows and my old apple 
tree, my dear old apple tree, Sammy! 
John Roberts is there with 'em, su
perintending under the judge. I tapped 
him in this morning just after Mr. 
Lapham had gone, and he told me. 
Why, Sammy, it. seems as if those 
trees belonged to me! My view'll 
be all spoiled, and it's everything I 
liUve to look at, that meadow is, 
Sammy!" 

"Yes'm, I know," said the boy,' with 
quick sympathy. "I suppose he 
thinks the meadow'll be better with
out the willows, and that the apple 
tree doesn't bear much of any fruit. 
He doesn't realize about you, Mrs. 
Lapham, the judge doesn't; I don't 
believe he even knows about you. You 
see he's only here in the summer, and 
he doesn't see much of us village peo
ple," added Sammy, gently. "It's an 
awful pity, Mrs. Lapham." 

"If he knew," said the invalid? 
crushing her handkerchief between 
her clasped hands, "if he know, do 
you suppose he'd leave the apple tree, 
Sammy? Look! Here's where I see the 
buds on that long branch first; arid then 
thie blossoms come, all white: and 
piiik, and then the apples. And the 
branches are lovely even when they're 
bare; and you know how they shine 
in the snow and ice. I've shown you 
so often. The road is so narrow; 
how can the judge help knowing about 
me, Sammy? How can he, with that 
apple tree right opposite my window, 
close against the wall? O, Sammy! 
And the windows shine so in the sun 
after a rain! I shall be gone before 
they could grow high enough for 
me to see them ajyain!" 

Sammy's face flushed a curious red 
in streaks. 

"I will go and tell the judge about 
it, Mrs. Lapham," he said. 

tnrncd .oa his 
the house. 

people hesitated 
lightly of JudgeSaun-
coAnted just^lmt by no 

meana typhevolent. FMC|,and; excite
ment choked together in Sammy's 
throat. Many ideas shot through the 
boy's brain as he ran along the roid 
to the break in the wall where the, 
meadow bars: were down, and across 
the meadow toward the tall figure 
of the judge, But more vividly than 
all else, there rose before his mind the 
invalid's face. and it was the only spur 
he needed. 
"You may begin on that oldest ap-

pto-tree, Bobejts,^ the judge was say
ing. "I have ian appointment now 
with; Mr. Willis, KmtLl shall bejback in 
the bourse of-th^inorningr to; see how 
the; work goes Oil. .1—" 'v 

"Judge Saunders, fttease ;:stop!* 
came a boy'is voice behind him, and 
the judge. turned to confront Sam
my's flushed and 'excited face. 
• "What's the trouble, my i young 
friend V he asked, in a .©port tone. 
"Where and; why do you wish me to 
stop?" ;ii' 

"It's the trees, sir!" cried Sammy, 
his troubled eyes fixed on the judge's 
keen gray ones. Mrs. Lapham is an 
invalid; it's years since she could 
leave hqc bed, sir. Her husband pulls, 
it up to the window every morning 
before he goes off to work, so she 
can look out. She can see just a 
strip of sky and this piece of your 
meadow, and it's'her picture, Judge 
Saunders; your willows and the old 
apple tree are her picture, all she has 
to look at." 

The judge stopped to pick up a long 
blade of grass as the boy stopped for 
breath, but did not inttirrupt him. 
John Roberts and the other men stood 
open-mouthed behind their employer. 

"In the spring she watches for the 
very first sign of green on the old 
apple tree," Sammy rushed on, nev
er taking his eyes from the judge's 
face, "and she sees it, too. And then 
when the blossoms come and are in 
full bloom, why, that's her happiest 
time, sir. That long,straggly branch," 
the boy pointed to one arm of the 
old tree as he spoke, "lies right 
across her window, sir, with the wil
lows behind it. You see, 'way across 
the road the meadow space between 
the apple tree and the willows doesn't 
show; they look close together, all 
in her picture." 

Sammy paused, and the flush faded 
from his face, leaving it unusually 
pale. The judge stood looking off 
across the meadow, drawing the blade 
of grass through his fingers. 

"That's all, sir," faltered Sammy, 
"but—but I thought you wouldn't— 
perhaps you wouldn't have the trees 
cut if you knew, fbr Mrs. Lapham 
has such a very little pleasure, sir, 
and she's feeling so sad about the 
trees." 

"Um! I'm sorry for that," said the 
judge, turning his keen eyes toward 
the boy at last. "I suppose you're 
overrun with pleasure yourself, arn't 
you—like most of the rest of us?" 

"Sir!" stammered the boy. 
"Do those old willows over there 

come into your friend's picture?" 
asked the man, abruptly, pointing to 
a clump far along the little meadow 
brook. 

"Oh, no, sir," said Sammy, quickly. 
"She can't see those at all." 

"Take the men over there, Roberts, 
and begin work at once. These trees 
may stand as long as they're needed 
to make a picture for Mrs. Laphair 
said the judge. Then, as the men 
moved away, he turned again to the 
boy. 

"It's a pity you'd rather help run a 
milk route than learn to be an ac
countant," he said, in his former curt 
tone. "I'm rather disappointed in 
what I hear of you now. I thought 
you had ambition." 

Sammy's face grew scarlet again 
and his lips trembled, but he kept his 
^yes fixed bravely on the judge's. • 

"I think—I am anxious to do some
thing better, sir," he said, slowly. 
"But I'd thought you had forgotten 
all about me, aiul I didn't* like to say 
anything, and—I have my uncle to 
support, Judge Saunders." 

"I never forget a face," said the 
judge, briskly, "and you can earn 
more money in an office I know of 
than you ever can here. I'll call to 
see your uncle this afternoon, and 
have a talk with him. Now you'd bet
ter go back to Mrs. Lapham and ease 
her mind. I'm not sure that you 
wouldn't make a good advocate," he 
added, with a grim smile. 

As the boy turned to go he looked 
up at, the Lapham window, and his 
grave young face broke into a smil' 

"How glad she'll be, sir!" he said. 
"I don't see how I can thank you—for 
her and for myself." : ® 

"Look here!" said the judge, laying 
his hand on the boy's shoulder. 
"Listen to me. . Take seven,.multiply 
by four, divide by two, subtract five, 
add three, mutltiply by eleven, divide 
by four,, add two, divide by seven, 
multiply by six, divide by tej—and 
what do you have?" 

The judge had spoken as rapidly as 
his tongue could move, but none too 
fast for Sammy. 

"Three, sir," came the instant re
ply, delivered quietly, with shining 
eyes. n-

"We'll fcall that thanks," said the 
judge, calmly. "I have three boys, 
and not one of them can "add 12 and 
13 without a pencil and paper. Good-
by!" ... . , 

When Mrs. Lapham, crying softly 
for joy, had been left behind, and a 
whirlwind had fallen upon Uncle Hi
ram Lane, and made clear to his mind 
the; morning's news, the lame man 
set his lips for a self-appointed task. 

"Sam," he said, carefully, "you de
serve it all, and Sam, your old uncle: 
is glad, Sam, and from this day oiij;' 
Providence permitting, I will never 
call yon Sammy again."—Youth's 
Companion. 

Hoax—'There's i 
eem." $oa*F'Whii?" «ba*r-"|5fck-
!nfr<'the'winncr."-^hlls#elphia ftec-

<xeorg£*-^T h£f« just invited lit 
one of those new /pepper and salt' 
suits." Robert—^"Ah! That'ought to 
be; good for two seasons."—-Baltimore 
World. , „• ••••' 

"Bigbrain. expects to get a fortune 
out of his new incubator." "Any 
great improvement?" : "Yes, it has a 
phonograph that says: 'Cluck-
cluck!' "—Philadelphia Jtecord. 

Harry—"I expected you to get up 
and! give that stunning-looking young 
woman a seat." Dick—*'I. did want-
to^ but it wouldn't. do* My wife was 
in the tar, and she, was standing, 
too."—Boston Transcript. 

"No, sir," said the' prisoner, "I as-
rare you that it was not for money 
that I robbed the bank. My object 
was purely literary." "How can that 
be?" :"I was anxious to write « mag
azine article on how I did it."—Town 
Topics . • 

; "Did you see the item that said that 
they had found ivory up' at Cape 
Nome?" "Yes." VBut I thought that 
all the ivory came Worn elephants' 
tusks." "Well?" "And they are only 
found in Tuscany, aren't they?"— 
Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

A Georgia negro, asleep on the 
track, came in contact with a freight 
train, derailing several cars. As he 
got up and brushed the dust from 
his coat he remarked to the engineer: 
"Ef you folks ain't mo* keerful how 
you gwine,, you'll hurt somebody, 
some er dese days, en git sued for 
damages!"—Atlanta Constitution. •" 

THE WIDOW'S BENEFIT. 

It Ruded with the Major Taking Her 

for His Wife—The Rents Were 
Forgotten. 

Maj. O'Dowd was collecting his rent. 
He is the landlord who collects his rent 
with his w.ooden leg. That is, he steps 
up to the second floor of his big tene
ment-house, and standing in the hall 
he raps out the amount due him, and 
as no tenant pays the same price, and 
all are in arrears, each one knows by 
the number of wooden raps the leg 
gives his .or her indebtedness, relates 
the Chicago Record-Herald. 

Ten raps was the greatest sum, and 
everyone in the building knew that 
was the Widow Lynch, and that it 
meaiit three months in arrears. No 
one else had been permitted such an 
extension of time, and the major had 
not rapped for her on several occa
sions, and they said it was because 
she was so pretty and had bad luck in 
getting work, with two kids to'look 
after. Be^that as it may, the major 
was mad at the widow now and was 
willing everybody in the house should 
know it. For" why? The widow was 
giving a party. 

"And she owing me three months' 
rint, an* makin' such a poor mouth 
about it! I'll make noise enough to 
drown out the band," and with his 
wooden leg he run the gamut of her 
indebtedness again; 

"Whisht!" said a rich v.oice at his el
bow, and the major stopped rapping 
to glare at the pretty, widow, who 
stood there with her bare dimpled 
arms akimbo. 

"It's yourself would betther be 
whisliting, Mrs. Lynch, givin' a party 
an''me waitin* three months for me 
lawful rint." 

"It isn't no party, Maj. O'Dowd. It's 
a benefit!" 

"Pwhat's that?" ' -
"It do be a benefit to raise a bit 

money for the little mother of the 
foive childer on the fourth floor, to 
sind her to the hospital to get an 
operation that will save her loife. And 
here's foive dollars on me rint, major." 

"What do you be takin' me for?" 
asked the major, crowding the money 
back in her hand. ' 

"Faith I wouldn't mind takin' you 
for betther or f.or w#orse," was the 
saucy reply, and the major went to 
the benefit. 

They were all his debtors there. 
The little lame seamstress who said 
ne rapped for her so softly she never 
heard him, and the*-blind shoemaker 
who got the dark room for nothing 
and was the "band" .on this occasion, 
contributing the sei-vices of his fiddle 
for the dancing. The major took the 
widow out, and no one could have told 
which had the wooden leg, they danced 
so neatly, and compliments flew 
thick and fast, as they balanced all or 
swung partners. 

The next day the ambulance was at 
the door, and the major was there 
again to be master of ceremonies. He 
didn't wait to rap for any dues this 
time, but walked away looking so con
tented and happy that his old face 
shone with inward content. He had 
made another safe investment and he 
knew it. 

Voice us 'a Revealer of Character. 
There is no greater revealer of 

character than the human voice. It 
is the first thing that strikes us in 
a stranger, or in a new acquaintance. 
If it has that spontaneous ring of 
truth that no training can impart we 
recognize its appeal for confidence. 
Some voices have the jar of falsehood, 
and are as full of warning as the hiss 
of a serpent. The unconscious nat-

: ural voice is to be regarded as the 
index of character. To speak 
promptly and positively is generally 
to act promptly and positively; to 
speak politely is to act politely, and 
to speak gruffly and rudely is a good 
way to make rude action easy.—Ame
lia E. Barr, in Ladies* Home Journal. 

Thoughtful of Him. 

Mrs. Housekeep—That wa9 a very 
small quart of peaches you Bent me, 
and besides they were very green. 
' Dealer—Yes'm, I noticed they were 
green, so I thought I'd better not 
send you enough to do you any harm-
—Philadelphia Press. 
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Prevented by Shampoos of CUTICURA 50AP 
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 fails, s, v 

;ir 

MILLIONS USE CUTICURA SOAP 
Assisted by CUTICURA Onmraarr, for preserving, purifying, and beautify
ing the skin, for cleansing the scalp of crusts, scales, and dandruff, and tha 
stopping of falling hair, for softening, whitening, and soothing red, rough, 
and sore hands, for baby rashes, itchings, and chaflngs, and for all the pur
poses of the toilet, bath, and nursery. Millions of Women use CCTICCRA. 
SOAP in the form of baths for annoying irritations, inflammations, and 
excoriations, for too free or offensive perspiration, in the form of washes for 
ulcerative weaknesses, and for many antiseptic purposes which readily sug
gest themselves to women and mothers. No amount of persuasion can 
induce those who have onoe used these great skin purifiers and beautiflers 
to use any others. . CunccBA SOAP combines delicate emollient properties 
derived from CUTICCBA, the great skin cure, with the purest of cleansing 
ingredients, and the most refreshing of flower odours. No other medicated 
soap is to be compared 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 purposes of tha 
toilet, bath, and nursery. Thus it combines, in ONE SOAP at ONE PKICK, 
the BEST skin and complexion soap, and the. BEST toilet and baby soap In 
theworld. 
Complete External and Internal Treatment for Every Humour. 

ConsiBtingjof CUTICUEA SOAP, to cleanse the skin of crusts ana 
scales ana soften the thickened cuticle; CUTICDBA OINTMENT, to 
Instantly allay Itching, inflammation, and Irritation, and soothe-
and heal; andCuncuKA RESOLVENT to cool and cleanse the blood. 
A SINGLE SET is often sufficient to cure the most torturing, disfig
uring, Itching, burning, and scaly sldn, scalp, and blood humours, 

, withli — 

©ticura 
THE 8ET wring, Itching, burning, ana scaly s 

cashes, ttohlngs. and Irritations, with loss of hair, when all else fails. Sold throughout the 
world/ British Depot: F. NEWBEBY ft SONS, 27 Charterhouse Sq., London, E. C. POTTEB 
DBOQ AND CHEMICAL CORPORATION, Sole Props., Boston. U. s. A. 

It must be heavenly to be a baby and be 
privileged to screw up your face and howl 
whenever people you don't like speak to 
you.—Atchison Globe. 

"Your boy is a speaking likeness of you." 
"I don't agree with you. He's more of a 
howling likeness of Jiis mother."—Town and 
Country. 
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CANDY 
CATHARTIC 

SWEETEN 
THE STOMACH 

PURELY 
VEGETABLE 
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LIVER TONIC 

MILD BUT 

SURE 

BOON FOR 
MOTHERS 
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ALL DRUGGISTS* 

taste good. Eat them like candy. They 
remove any bad taste in the mouth, leav
ing the breath sweet and perfumed. It is 
a pleasure to take them, and they are 
liked especially by children. 
sweeten the stomach by cleansing the 
mouth, throat and food channel. That 
means, they stop undigested food from 
souring in the stomach, prevent gas form
ing in the bowels, and kill disease germs 
of any kind that breed and feed In the en
tire system. 
are purely vegetable and contain no mer
curial or other mineral poison. They con
sist of the latest discoveries in medicine, 
and form a combination of remedies un-
equaled to make the blood pure and rich 
and make clean skin and beautiful com
plexion. 
tone the ^stomach and bowels and stir up 
the lazy liver. They do not merely soften 
the stools and cause their discharge, but 
strengthen the bowels and put them into 
lively, healthy condition, making their ac
tion natural. 
pe.Ye£ STriRnor srlpe. They act quietly, pos-

a5d never causaany kind of uncom-
» feelln£- TakenTegularly they make 

the Hyer act regularly and naturally as it 
should. They keep the sewerage of the body 
properly moving and keep the system « 
increase the flow of milk In nursing moth-
ers- If the mother eats a tablet, it makes 
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amild but certain effect on the baby. In this way 
they are the only safe laxative for tho 
nursing infant 
taken patiently, persistently, will cure any 
form of constipation, no matter how old or 
how often other remedies have failed. They 
are absolutely guaranteed to cure any 
or purchase money will be cheerrtdly re-
i una ecu 
cost 10c, 25c, 60c a box. Samples sent free> 

/ for the asking. We publish no testimonial 
but sell CascaretB on their merit under ab
solute guarantee to cure. Buy and try a 
I n i  booklet. °r ^ US f0r £ree 8araple» 
mwM-aitauwiamwcfc, ancMawiwr wag. 

$100 REWARD •SWSrTHSMKSliBCS35 
"something joataagood" when Cascarets are 

for, and fumish evidence upon ifbkbwo can ooorirt. AU corrMpoodance confidential. 
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