i —

f
‘AR
ﬁ
|
|

|
f

DAKOTA COUNTY HERALD; DAKOTA CITY, NEBRASKA.

KIDNEY TROUBLE
WEARS YOU OUT

1 had Kidney nnd Stomach trouble for

aeveral years and lost over 40 pe wunds in
weight; tried every remedy that I aonld
and got no relief until [ took Bwamp-
Ront It gave me quitker T lief than
anyihing |i.-l' I ever used. 1 now weigh

185 poune and am wmnging the praises
of I I..h.,u s Swamp Root and recom-
mending its uwe to all who have stomach
and kidney L uhilos

wifully vours,

MENDEF NHAL L,

MeNuoil, Arknnsae,
Buheeribed and swom to before me, a
Notary Vublis, this 27th day of March,

1015, J. W. RHEA,

Notary Publie,
Prove What Swamp-Root Will Do For You
Rend ten cents o Dr, Kilmer & Co,,
H.r.hl.. don. N, Y., for n =ample size bot
tle, 1 I vonvines anvone You will
also rece n booklet of valuable infor-
mation, telling about the kidneys and blad
der. When writing, be smira and mention
this paper Regular fifty-cent and one-
dollnr size bottles for sale at ol drug

stores.—Adv,

Not Always Flourishing.
“Love cannot Hie™
“Muaybe not. Hul sometimes It gots
a trifle billoums™

FITS EPILEPSY, FALLING KRIOKENYTSS
lu,pp-d Q,iulrhlv. Miley 'r:-n re of unintorrmpied
BuCrehy br. Klima'n Mpllepay Medigins insoras

wati|tn, 1oA N8 THRIAL NOTTLE FRE L.
RO ANy, u«-f Bk, N Jo—hdv,
Unnecessary,

“Da you tall your wife everything?”
“It Isn't necessary, My wife knows
evervihing.”

Kill the Flles Now and Prevent

discnse, A DAISY FLY KILLER will do K.
Kills thousands, Laata all senson, Al doalsrg
or six sont exp runﬁmld for 81. H. BOMERS,
160 Do Kalb Ave rouhirn. N. Y. Ady.

S0 Sudden, Too.
Goraldine—Io you got me?
Gerpld—Is that a leap-year pro-

posnl 7—New York Times,

Much Faster.
“Which 18 the quickest way to send
g messkage —telephone or telegraph ¥
“Tell n woman."

U, 8, Corn Imports.

Imports of corn into the United
States, as reported by the bureau of
foreign and domestlc commerce.
amounted to 5,011,000 bushels from
July 1 to November 30, 1815, and the
exports were 6,877,000 bushels. In the
corrasponding period last year imports
were reapectively 7,762,000 and 5,427,
000 bushols.

Not Altogether a Success,

“Yes,” the young medico gighed,
“the healing profession is full of dif
flculties. The other day, for instance,
f had a patient who ought to have
gons to a warmer climate. Couldn't
afford it. 1 decided to try hypnotism.
I painted a lurge sun on the celling
and by suggestlon Induced him to
think it was the sun.”

“And how did It work?" Inquired
the listener,

The doctor passed a hand wearily
aver his brow.

“He'sn down with sunotroke,” he
sald, aadly,

Great Russian Fighter.

More than any other momber of the
royal family, the Grand Duke Nicholas
Nicholalevitelh has devoted himpelf to
the profession of soldiering,

As n youth of twenty-one in the war
of 1877-1878 with Turkey, he went with
his father, who bore the same namo,
to the Danube and the Balkans, where
the elder Nicholas was commander in
chiof of the Russian forces In Euro
pean Turkey,

He was then a Junior officer in the
hussar regiment and was on the staff
of General Radotzky. He took part in
the campalgns of Plevna, Lovcha and
the Bhipkn pass, received the Cross
of St. George for valor, and established
the foundation of his present high rep-
utation as a horseman and expert on
<avalry matters,

EXPERIMENTS
Teach Things of Value,

Where one has never made the ex-
periment of leaving off coffee and
drinking Postum, it 18 still easy to
learn something about It by reading
ithe experiences of otheérs.

Drinking Postum Is a pleasant way
out of coffée troubles. A Penn. man
SAY8:

“My wife was a victim of nervous
pess, wenk stomach and loss of ap-
petite for years; and although we re-
sorted to numerous methods for re-
lef, one of which was & change from
coffes Lo tea, it was all to no purpose

“Weo knew coffes wns causing the
tronble but could not find auything to
tako its place until we tried Postum.
Within two weeks after she quit coffes
and began nsing Postum almost all of
her troubles had disappeared as if by
maoglc. It was truly wonderful. Her
nervousness wns gone, stomach trowe
ble relleved, appetite improved and,
above all, a night's rest was complote
and refreshing.

“This sounds like an exaggeration,
as It all happened so quickly., KEach
day there wans lmprovement, for the
Postum was undoubtedly strengthen
ing her. Evyery particle of this good
work is due to drinking Postum in
place of coffee,” Name given by Pos
tum Co,, Battle Creek, Mich,

Postum comes in two formas:
Postum Cereal—tho original form
must be well holled, 106e and 2be phgy
Instant Postum—a soluble powder
dissolves quickly In a cup of hol wu
ter, and, with eream and BUgar, makes
& dellclous beverage Instantly, 20c

and 00o tine,

Both forms are equally delicious
and cost about the same per cup,

*“There's & Reason” for Mostum,

—g4old by CGrocers
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Proulllard, chlef engineer on the Ni-
gueln Irrigation dam, goes out from camp
o invesatignte a smtrungo light and fNnds
an automoblls party camped at the can-
yon portal. Broulllard meots J, Waesley
Cortwright.

Which is the more gullty, the
rich man who bribes one who
needs money or the man who
takes It? If trouble comes, the
man who takes the money usu-
ally goes to prison. Should the
rich bribe-giver—the tempter—
spend Just as much time behind
the bars?

CHAPTER ll—Continued,

"I was just telling Van Bruce that
his thundering fish cartridge would
raise the nelghbors,” the trall elimber
wont on with a stout man's chuckle.
And then: “"You're one of the reclama-
tion engineers? Great work the gov-
ornment {8 undertaking here. You
are connected with it, aren't you?”

Broulllard's nod was for the man,
but his words were for the young
woman whose beauty refused to be
quenched by the touring handicaps,
"Yes, I am in charge of it," he sald,

“Ha!” gald the stout man, and this
time the exclamation waa purely ap-
probative. “Chief engineer, eh? That's
fine, fine! My namo Is Cortwright
J. Wesley Cortwright of Chlcago. And
yours is—1"

Broulllard named himself in one
word. Strangers usually found him
bluntly unresponsive to anything like
offusiveness, but he was finding It cu
riously difficult to resist the good-
natured heartiness which seemed to
exude from the talkative gentieman,
overlaylng him llke the honeydew on
the leaves In a droughty forest,

It Mr. J. Wesaley Cortwright's sur-
pritse on hearing the Brouillard sur
name was not genuine it was at least
an excellent Imitation.

“Well, wall, well—you don't say!
Not of the Broulllards of Knox county,
Indiana ?7—but, of course, you must be.”

“Yes,” sald Broulllard. *Our branch
of the family settled near Vincennes,
and my father was on the bench, when
he wasn't In politics.”

‘“What? Not Judge Antoine! Why,
my dear young man! Do you know
that I onee had the pleasure of Intro-
duecing your good father to my bank-
ers in Chicago? It was years ago, at
a time when he was Interested in float-
ing a bond issue for some growing in-
dustry down on the Wabash. And to
think that away out here in this howl.
ing wilderness, a thousand miles from
nowhere, as you might say, I should
meet his son!"

Brouillard laughed and fell headlong
into the pit of tritenoss,

“The world Isn't so very big when
you come to surround it properly, Mr.
Cortwright,” he asserted.

“You are wondering what fool no-
tion chaged us away out here in the
desort when we had a comfortable ho-
tel to stop at,” he rattled on. “I'll
tell you, Mr, Brouillard—in confidence.
It was curlosity—raw, country curios-
ity. The papers and magazines have
been full of this Buckskin reclamation
pcheme, and we wanted to see the
place where all the wonderful miracles
were going to get themselves wrought
out. Have you got time to ‘put us
next?T

Brouillard, as the son of the man
who had béen Introduced to the Chi-
eago money gods in his hour of need,
could scarcely do leas than to take the
times, The project, he explained, con-
templated the bullding of a high dam
across the upper end of the Niguola
canyon and the converting of the in-
land valley above into a great storage
reservolr. From this reservolr a series
of distributing canala would lead the
water out upon the arid lands of the
Buckskin and the miracle would be a
fact accomplished,

“Bure, sural” sald the cheerful gquer-
1at, feeling In the pockets of the au-
tomoblla coat for a cigar. At the
match-striking Instant he rememberad
a thing neglected. "By George! you'll
have to pardon me, Mr. Broufllard; I'm
always forgetting the little soclal dew-
dabs. Leét me present you to my
daughter Gonevieve, Gene, shake
hands with the son of my good old
friond, Judge Antoine Broulllard of
Vincennos."

It wan rather awkwardly done, and
somehow Broulllard could not help
fancying that Mr, Cortwright could
have done it better., But when the
unquenchable beauty stripped her
gauntlet and gave him her hand, with

2 dazzling smile and a word of ae-
knowledgment which was not bor
rowed from bher father's effusive vo-
cabulary, he stralghtway fell intp an-
other pit of triteness and his saving
fdrsat fmpressions of Mr, J. Wasley Cort-
wright's character began to fade

“I'm immensoly interested,” was
Misa Cortwright's comment on the out-
Mning of the reclamation project, “Do
you moan to say that real farmes with
groun things growing on them c¢an bo
mada out of that frightful desert we
drove over yesterduy afternoon?"

Broutlard smiled sud plunged fatu.

- —

By Francis Lynde

Gl!ll &rlh‘l Sena

ously, “Oh, yes; the farms are al
ready there, Nature made them, you
know; she merely forgot to arrango
for thelr watering."” He was golng on
to tell about the exhaustive experl
ments the department of agriculture
exports had been making upon the
Huckekin solls when the gentioman
whose name bad once figured upon
countless thousands of lard packages
cut in,

“Mr. Brouillard, how far is it up to
where you are going to bulld your
dam?"

“1'll ba glad to show you the way If
you care to try,” Broulllard offered;
and the tentative Invitatlon was
promptly accepted,

The transfer of vlewpoints from the
lower end of the canyon to the upper
was effected without incident, save at
its beginning, when the father would
have called down to the young man
who had waded ashore and was drying
himself before the campfire. “Van
Bruce won't care to go,” the daughter
hastened to say; aud Broufllard, whose
gift it waa to be able to plck out and
{dentify the human derelict at long
range, understood perfectly well the
reason for the young woman's hasty
intarruption. One result of the suc-
cessfully marketed lard packages was
very plainly evident in the dissipated
face and hangdog attitude of the mar-
ketar's son.

Conversation flagged on the climb
from the Buckskin leval to that of the
roservoir  wvalley; but when they
reached the pine tree of the anchored
blueprints at the upper portal, Mr.
Cortwright recovered his breath sufil-
clently to gasp his appreciation of the
prospect and its possibil{ties,

“Why, good goodness, Mr. Broull
lard, it's practically all done for you!"”
he wheezed, taking in the level, moun-
tain-inclosed valley with an appraisive

“Chief Engincer, eh?
Finel”

That's Fine,

eye-swoep, “What will you do?—bhulld
your dam right here and take out your
canal through the canyon? 1s that the
plan?”

Broulllard nodded and went a little
further Into detalls, showing how the
Inward-arching barrier would be an-
chored into the two opposing mountain
buttrosses,

“And the structure itself—how high
Is It to be?"

“Two hundred feet above the splll-
way apron foot; concrete and steel.”

““Then you are going to need Port-
land cement—a whole lot of it. Where
will you get it? And how will you get
it here?”

Broulllard smiled inwardly at the
pork packets suddenly awakened in-
tereét in the technical ways and
means. His four years in the desert
had taken bhim out of touch with a
money-making world, and this momen-
tary contact with one of its succossful
devolteos was (lluminating.

W8 CHAPTER 111 (f§

No Easy Mark

“We are i luck on the cement prog-
osition,"” Broulllurd told the eager
money-maker., *“We shall probubly
manufacture our own supply right
here on the ground."

“H'm," sald the millionaire; “a ce-
ment plant, eh? The materinls have
ull been tested, I suppose!”

“Oh, yes; we've had experta in here
for more than a year. The material is
all right.”

“And your labor?"

"On the dam, you mean? TWa ghall
work all the Indians we can get from

south of here; for the remainder we

shall lmport men from the SBtates "
AMr., Cortwright's calculating oye

roved once more over the attractive

prosapoect

"Fuel for your power plant 7—wood
I take 1?" he surmised; and then
1 ‘Oh, [ forgot; you say you bhuve coal.”

the Navajo reservation, forty-odd miles '

“Yes; chere 18 coal, of a sort; good
enough for the cement kilns. For
power we ghall utilize the river. There
ia pnother small canyon at the head of
the valley where a temporary dam can
ba built which will deliver power
enough to run anything—an entire
manufacturing city, if wa had one."

“No chance for a man to get the
thin edge of a wadge In anvwhere,"
lamented the money-muaker despair
Ingly. Then his eye lighted upon the
graybeard dump of a solitary mine
high up on the face of Mount Chi-

gringo. “What's that up there?” he
demanded.
“It 18 & mine."” sald Brouillard, show-

ing Miss Cortwright how to adjust the
fieldglass for the shorter distance.
“Two men named Massingale, father
and son, are working it, I'm told."” And
then again to Miss Genevieve: *'That
ia their cabin-——on the trail a little to
the right of the tunnel opening.'

“I see it quite plainly,” she returned.
“Two people are just leaving it to ride
down the path—a man and a woman,
1 think, though the woman—if it is a
woman-—i8 riding on & man’'s saddle.”

Brouillard's eyebrows went up in a
little arch of surprise. Harding, the
topographical engineer who had made
all the preliminary surveys and had
spent the better part of the former
summer In the Niguola, had reported
on the Massingales, father and son, and
his report had conveyed a hint of pos-
asible antagonism on the part of the
mine owners to the government proj-
ect, But there had been no mention
of a woman,

“The Muassingale mine, eh?" broke
in the appraiser of values ecrisply.
“They showed us some ore specimens
from that property while we were stop-
ping over In Red Butte. It's rich—
good and plenty rich—if they have the
quantity, And somebody told me they
had the quantity, too; only It was too
far from the railrond—couldn't jack-
frelght it profitably over the Timan-
yonls."

“In which case it I1s one of many,”
Brouillard sald, taking refuge in the
generalities,

But Mr. Cortwright was not to be so
easily diverted from the pointed par-
ticulars—the particulars having to do
with the pursuit of the market trail.

“I'm beginning to get my feet on
bettom, Brouillard,"” he sald, dropping
the courtesy preflx and shoving his fat
hands deep Into the pockets of the
dust.coat. “Thera’'s a business propo-
sition here, and it looks mighty good
to me. 1 tell you, I can smell money
in this valley of yours—scads of it.”

Brouillard laughed. “It is only the
fragrance of future reclamation-serv-
fece appropriations,” he suggested,
“There will ba a good bit of money
spent here before the Buckskin desert
gets its malden wetting.”

“l don't mean that at all,"” was the
impatient rejoinder. “Let me show
you: you are going to have a popula-
tior of some sort. That's thoe basis.
Then you're going to need cement,
lumber and steel. It can be manufac-
tured right here on the spot.”

“The cement and the lumber can be
produced here, but not the steel”
Brouillard corrected.

“That's where you're off, snapped
the millionaire. “There aro fine ore
beds in the Hophras and a pretty good
quality of coking coal. Ten or twelve
miles of & narrow-gauge rallroad would
dump the pig metal into the upper end
@f your wvalley, and there you are.
With a small reduction plant you could
tell the big siteel people to go hang."

“Unquestionably. But this s a case
of can't-help-it,” Broulllard argued.
“You couldn’'t begin to interest private
capital in any of those industries you
speak of."

“Why not?" was the curt demand.

“Becauso when the dam is complet-
od and the splllway gates are closed,
the Nigoyastcadje and everything in it
will go down under two hundred feet
of water."

“The—whnt?" queried Miss Cort-
wright.

“The Nlgoyasteadje — ‘Place-where-
they-came-up'* sald Brouillard, eluci-
dating for her. “That {8 the Navajo
name for this valley. Our map mak-
ers shortened it to ‘Niquoia’ and the
cowmen of the Buckskin foothills have
cut that to ‘Nick-wire.""

This bit of explanatory place lore
was entirely lost upon Mr, J. Wesley
Cortwright.

"Say, Brouillard,” he cut in, “vou get
me the right to build that power dam,
and give me the contracts for what
material you'd rather buy than make,
and I'll be switched If I don't take &
shot ot this drowning proposition my-
self. I tell you, It looks pretty good
to me. What do you say?"

“l say,” laughed the young chief of
construction, “that I'm only a hired
man. You'll have to go a good few
rounds higher up on the authority lad-
der to close a deal Hke that. I'm not
sura it wouldn't require an act of
congrass.”

"“Well, by George, wo might get aven
that if we had to,” was the optimistic
asgertion. “You think about It.,”

“I gueas it {an't my think,” sald
Broulllard, Inclined to take the retired
pork packer's suggestion ans the more
ravings of a money-mad promoter,
“As the government engineer in
charge of this work, 1 couldn't afford
to be identified oven as a friendly in-

termediary In any such scheine as the
ona you are proposing.'
“Of course, | suppose not," agreed

the wouldbe promoter, sucking his
under Hp in & way ominously familiar
to hip antagonists in the wheat pit
Then he glanced at his watch and
changed the subject sbruptly. “We'll
have to be straggling back to the
chug-wagon, Much obliged to you,
Mr. Brouitlard. Wil you come down
nnd see uys off

At the finnl descent in the tealfl, with
the Duckskin bLlanknesses showing

\
hotly beyond the enrtaining pines,
| they passed at a step from romance to

' | the crude realitien,

Tho roalitica were basing themsolves
upon the advent of two newecomers,
riding down the Chigringo trall to the
ford which had been the scene of the
fish slanghiering; & sunburnt young
man in goatskin “chaps,” flannel ahirt
and a flapping Stetson, and a girl
whosa face reminded Broulllard of ona
of the Madonnas, whose nan'e and
painter he strove vainly to recail. Ten
geconds farther along the hordes of
the pailr wera sniffing suspiclously at
the automobile, and the young man
under the flapping hat was telling Van
Bruce Cortwright what he thought of
cartridge fishermen In general, and
of this present cartridge fisherman in
particular,

“Which the same, being translated
into Buckskin English, hollers like
this,” he concluded. “Don’'t you tota

“] Bee It Quite Plainly,”
turned.

She Re

any more fish ca'tridges into this here
rese’vation; not no more, whatsoever
Who sayvs so? Well, if anybody should
ask, you might say it was Tig Smith
foreman o' the Tri-Cire' outfit. No, )
ain’t no game warden, but what 1 say
goes as she lays. Savez?”

Brouillard walked his companion
down to the car and helped her to &
geat in the tonneau. She repald him
with 2 nod and a smile, and when he
saw that the crudities were mnot
troubling her he stepped aside and un
consciously fell to comparing the two
—the girl on horseback and his walk:
ing mate of the canyon passage.

They had little enough in common,
apart from their descent from Eve, he
decided—and the decision itself was
subconscious. The millionaire's daugh-
ter was a warm blonde, beautiful,
queenly, a finishad product of civiliza.
tion and high-priced culture; a wom:

back? A rather slight figure, a facae

eyes , . He caught himself won
dering if her cowboy lover—he had
already Jjumped to the sentimental
conclusion—had ever been able to look
into those steadfnst eves and trifle
with the truth,

When the fish-slaughtering matter
was finally settled—not by the tendar
of money that Mr. Cortwright had
made—the man Smith and his pretty
riding mate galloped through the ford
and disappeared among the barren
hills,

“Au revolr, Mr, Brouillard,” said the
princess, as the big car righted itsell
for the soutaward #light into the des
ert, “If I were you I shouldn’t fall in
love with the calm-eyed goddess who
rides like & man, Mr. Tri'-Circ' Smith
might object, you know."

There was something almogt heart
warming in the bit of parting badi
nage; but the warmth might have
given place to a disconcerting chill if
he could have heard Mr. J. Wesley
Cortwright's remark to his seat com-
panion.

“He {sn't going to be the dead easy
mark I hoped to find in the son of the
old bankrupt halr-splitter, Gunle, girl.
But he'll come down and hook himself
all right if the bait is well covered
with his particular brand of sugar.
Don't you forget it.”

CHAPTER IV i@
Sands of Pactolus ‘=

ﬁ_

If Victor Broulllard had been dls
posed to speculate curiously upon the
possibilities suggested by Mr, J. Wes.
ley Cortwright on the oceasion of the
capitallst’s brief visit to the Niguola,
there was little leisure for it. Fairly
confronting his problem, Broulllard
did not find himsalf hamperad by do-
partmental inertia. While he was rap-
idly organizing his forece for tha con-
structive attack, the equipment and
preliminary material for the upbuild-
ing of the great dam wero piling up
by the trainload on the sidetracks at
Quesado, and at once the man and
beast killing task of rushing the exca-
vating outiit of machinery, teams,
scrapers, rockdrilling [nstallations,
steam shovels, and the like, over tha |
War Arrow trail was begun,

What will be the first astep
Brouillard takes to thwart the
great efforts of Cortwright and
congressional politicians In their
concession-grabbing scheme 7
Watch for developments in the
next irstaliment,

—s
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'O BE CONTINUED.)

an of the world. And the girl on horse. '

winsome, masses of copper-brown hair, |

]EIS@HB’ HOT UA"H“ER—‘
DRINKING IF YOU
DONT FEEL RIGET |

Says glass of hot water with
phosphate before breakfast
washes out poisons.

e e e

If you wake up with a bad taste, bad
breath and tongue {s coated; If your
head & dull or aching; if what you eat
sours and forma gas and acid in stom:
ach, or you are blllous, constipated,
nervous, sallow and can't get feeling
just right, begin drinking phosphated
hot water. Drink before breakfast, a
glass of real hot water with a tea-
spoonful of Jimestone phosphate in it
This will flush the polsons and toxins
from etomach, liver, kidneya and bow-
alg and cleanse, sweoten and purify
the entire alimentary tract Do your
{nside bathing immediately upon arls-
ing in the morning to wash out of the
system all the previous day's poison-
ous waste, gases and sour bile before
putting more food into the stomach.

To feel like young folks feel; liko
you felt before your blooed, narves and
musecles became loaded with body lm-
purities, get from your drugglst or
storekeeper a quarter pound of lime-
stone phosphate which is inexpensive
and almost tasteless, except for a
gourish tinge which is not unplessant.

Just as soap and hot water act on
the skin, cleansing, sweetening and
froshening, so hot water and lime-
stone phosphate act on the stomach,
liver, kidneys and bowels. Men and
women who are usually constipated,
bilious, headachy or have any stomach
disorder should begin this inside bath-
ing before.breakfast. They are as-
sured they will become real cranks on
the subject shortly.—Adv.

In Doubt.

“Could vou lend me a dollar till
Tueaday?"

“1 could, only thare are so many
Tuesdays, and I'm afradd you may be
thinking of one about ten years from
now."

Taking No Risk.
“Aren't you wearing your Easter
hat a trifle early, Doris?”
“Yag, 1 suppose 1 am, but I'm afraid

Easter Sunday."

At the age of 21 a man atiributes all
his troubles to “cruel fate.” At 60 he
Hlames his “cursed luck.”

AFTER SIX YEARS
OF SUFFERING

| Woman Made Well by Lydia
E. Pinkham's Vegetable
[ Compound.

Columbus, Ohio.—*I had slmost given
up. I had been sick for six years with
female troubles and
nervousness. I had
a pain in my right
side and could not
eat anything withe-
out hurting my
stomach, 1 could
{| not drink cold water
at aoll nor eat any
kind of raw fruit,
¢ Allinor fresh meat nor

Al chicken. From 178
pounds I went to
118 and would get so weak at times that
I fell over. I begen to take Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetabla Compound, and
ten days later I could eat and it did not
hurt my stomach. I have taken the
medicine ever since and I feel like a
new woman. I now weigh 127 pounds
80 you can see what it has done for me
nlready. My husband says he known

r medicine has saved my life.”'—
m J. 8. BarrLow, 1624 South 4th St.,
Columbus, Ohio,

Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Coms
pound contains just the virtues of roota
and herbs needed to restore health and
strength to the weakened organa of the
body. That is why Mrs. Barlow, a
chroniec invalid, recovered aocompletely.

It pays for women suffering from any
female ailments to ingist upon having
Lydia E. Pinkham'’s Vegetabls Com-
pound.

Make the Liver
Do its Duty

Nine times in ten when the liver s
right the stomach and bowels are right

CARTER'S LITTLE
'LIVER PILLS

gently butfirmly coms
pel a lazy liver to
| do its duty.
Cures Con-
stipation, In-
diguhon.

and Distress After Eating.
SMALL PILL, SMALL DOSE, SMALL PRICE.

Genuine must bear Signature

BLACK LOSSES SURELY PREVENTED
by Gutter's Blagkieg Pllls, low.
l‘lin:_l': wlh .nnu. preformedd Ty

bacaling  they
ru‘n‘l -Mn i l-w ur ingg hu
far & LY

LE |:‘I lou ulu unl .| P s §1
ad dnse pn]! Roula g i HI L} rm
e any 1 i i} 'y Lest
""wl periority 't1nrg.-‘-<.--'-'--l- r 18
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