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GOING HOME.

Goling home—the blithe birds singing
Boft from every bank and spray,
Faint winds to the uplands winging
Incense from the new-mown hay;
©'er her brow the first year's roses,
In her heart Love's first delight;
Golng home as sunset closes—
Good-night, pretty one, good-night!

Q@oling home—the dark clouds frowning,
Naught around but ceaseless din,
Even Pity's accents drowning
In the world of tears and sin;
On her brow no longer gladness,
In her heart Care's hopeless blight;
@Golng home to shade and sadness—
Good-night, weary one, good-night!

Golng home—the stars awaking,
Calm above the city’s roar,

Tidings unto worn hearts breaking,
Of repose for evermore;

On her brow retreating sorrow,
In her heart returning light;

Golng home till Joy's good-morrow—
Good-night, happy one, good-night!
~Willlam Toynbee, in Frank Leslie's Pop-

ular Monthly.

U
ROBERT LOUIS STEVERSON.

PART VI
CHAPTER XXIX.—CONTINUED.

The sea cook looked at what had been
given him.

‘“Fhe black spot! I thought so,” he
observed. “Where might you have got
the paper? Why, hillo! look here, now;
chis ain’t lucky! You've gone and cut
this out of a Bible, What fool’s cut a

Bible?”

“Ah, there!" said Morgan—*“there.
Wot did I say? No good’ll come o' that,
I said.”

“Well, you've about fixed it mnow,

among you,” continued Silver. *“You'll
all swing now, I reckon. What soft-
beaded lubber had a Bible?"”

“It was Dick,” said one.

“Dick, was it? Then Dick can get to
prayers,” said Silver. *“He's seen his
slice of luck, has Dick, and you may lay
to that.”

But here the long man with the yel-
low eyes struck in.

“Belay that talk, John Silver,” he
snid. “This crew has tipped you the
black spot in full council, as in dooty
bound; just youturn it over, asin dooty
bound, and see what's wrote there.
Then you can talk.”

“Thanky, George,” replied the sea
cook. *“You always was brisk for busi-
ness, and has the rules by heart, George,
as I'm pleased to see. Well, what is it,
anyway? Ah! ‘Depbsed’—that's it, is
it? Very pretty wrote, to be sure; like

print, I swear. Your hand o' write,
George? Why, you was gettin’ quite a
leadin’ man in this here crew. You'll

be cap'n next, I shouldn’'t wonder. Just
oblige me with that torch again, will
you? This pipe don't draw.”

“Come, now,” said George, “you don't
fool this crew no more. You're a funny
man, by your account; but you're over
now, and you'll maybe step down oft
¢hat barrel and help vote.”

“I thought you said you knowed the
wules,” returned Silver, contemptuous-
ly. “Leastways, if you don't, I do, and
I wait here—and I'm still your cap'n,
mind—till you outs with your griev-
ances and I reply; in the meantime your
black spot ain’t worth a biscuit. After
that we'll see.”

“Oh,” replied George, “you don't be
under no kind of apprehension; we're
ull square, we are. First, you've made
a hash of this eruise—you'll be a bold
man to say no to that. Second, you let
the enemy out o’ this here trap for noth-
ing. Why did they wantout! Idunno;
but it's pretty plain they wanted it.
‘Third, you wouldn’t let us go at them
upon the march. Oh, we see through
you, John Silver; you want to play
booty, that’s what's wrong with you.
And then, fourth, there’s this here boy.”

“Is that all?” asked Silver, quietly.

“Enough, too,” retorted George.
“We'll all swing and sun dry for your
bungling.”

“Well, now, look here, I'll answer
these four p'ints; one after another I'l
answer 'ezn. I made a hash o' this
cruise, dial I? Well, now, you all know
what I wanted; and you all know, if
that had been done, that we'd ’a’ been
aboard the ‘Hispaniola’ this night as
ever was, every man of us alive, and fit,
and full of good plum-duff, and the
treasure in the hold of her, by thunder!
Well, who crossed me? Who forced my
hand, as with the lawful cap’'n? Who
tipped me the black spot the day we
{anded and began this dance? Ah,it’s
a mighty fine dance—I'm with you
there—and looks mighty like a horn-
pipe in a rope's end at Execution Dock
by London town, it does. But who done
it? Why, it was Anderson and Hands,
and you, George Merry! And you're the
last above board of that same meddling
crew; and you have the Davy Jones’
insolence to up and stand for cap’n over
me—you, that sunk the lot of us! DBy
the powers! but this tops the stiffest
yarn to nothing.”

Silver paused, and I could see by the
faces of George and his companions
that these words had not been said in
vain

“That's for

number one,” cried the

accused, wiping the sweat from
brow, for he had been talking with a
vehemence that shook the house.
“Why, I give you my word, I'm sick to
speak to you. You've neither sense nor
memory., and I leave it to fancy where
your mother was that let you come to
sea. Sea! Gentlemen o' fortune! 1
reckon tailors is your trade.”

“Go on, John,” said Morgan. “Speak
up to the others.

“Ah, the others!"” returned John.
“They're a nice lot, ain’t they? Yousay
this cruise is bungled! Ah! by gum,
if you could undersiand how bad it's
bungled, you would see! We're that
near the gibbet that my
with thinking on it. You've seen
maybe, hanged in chains, birds t
‘em, seamen p'inting ‘emn out

as t.

his |

‘em,

neck’s stiff |

go down with the tide. ‘Who's that?'
says one. ‘That! Why, that's John Sil-
ver. 1 knowed him well,’ says another,
And you can hear the chains a-jangle as
you go about and reach for the other
buoy. Now, that's about where we are,
every mother®s son of us, thanks to
him and Hands, and Anderson, and
other ruination fools of you. Andif you
want to know about number four, and
that boy, why, shiver my timbers! isn't
he a hostage? Are we going to waste
a hostage? No, not us; he might
be our last chance, and I shouldn't
wonder. Kill that boy? Not me, mates!
And number three? Ah, well, there's
a deal to say to number three. Maybe
you don't count it nothing to have areal
college doctor come to see you every
day—you, John, with your head broke
—or you, George Merry, that had the
ague shakes upon you not six hours
agone, and has your eyes the color of
lemon peel to this same moment on the
clock? And maybe, perhaps, you didn't
know there was a consort coming,
either? DBut there and not so long
till then; and we’ll see who'll be glad to
have a hostage when it comes to that.
And as for number two, and why 1
made a bargain—well, you came crawl-
ing on your knees fo me to make it—on
your knees you ecame, you was that
down-hearted—and you'd have starved
too, if I hadn’t-—but that’s a trifle! you
look there—that's why!"

And he cast down upon the floor a
paper that Iinstantly recognized—none
other than the chart on yellow paper,
with three red crosses, that I had found
in the oiicloth at the bottom of the cap-
tain's chest. Why the doctor had given
it to him was more than I could fancy.

But if it were inexplicable to me the
appearance of the chart was inéredible
to the surviving mutineers. ‘They
leaped upon it like cats upon a mouse.
It went from hand to hand, one tear-
ing it from another; and by the oaths
and the cries and the childish laughter
with which they accompanied their ex-
amination, you would have thought, not
only they were fingering the very gold,
but were at sea with it, besides, in

safety.
“Yes,” said one, “that's Flint, sure
enough. J.F. and ascore below, witha

clove hiteh to'it, so he done ever.”

“Mighty pretty,” said George. *“But
how are we to get away with it, and us
ro ship?”

Silver suddenly sprung up, and sup-
porting himself with a hand against
the wall: “Now, I give you warning,
George,” he cried. *“One more word of
your sauce, and I'll call you down and
fight you. How? Why, how doI know?
You had ought to tell me that—you
and the rest, that lose me my schooner,
with your interference, burn you!
But not you, you can’t; you hain® got
the invention of a cockroach. But civil
you can speak, and shall, George Merry,
you may lay to that.”

‘“That’s fair enow,”
Morgan.

“Fair! I reckon =0,” said the sea-cook.
“You lost the ship; I found the treasure.
Who's the better man at that? And
now I resign, by thunder! Electwhom
you please to be your cap'n now; I'm
done with it.”

“Silver!” they cried. “Barbecue for-
ever! Barbecue for cap’'n!”

“So ti:at’s the toon, is it?” eried the
cook. “George, I reckon you'll have to
wait another turn, friend, and lucky for
you as I'm not a revengeful man. But
that was never my way. And now,
shipmates, this black spot? Tain't
much good now, is it? Dick’s erossed
his luck and spoiled bis Bible, and that's
about all.”

“It'll do to kiss the book on still, won’t
it?" growled Dick, who was evidently
uneasy at the curse he had brought
upon himself.

“A Bible with a bit cut out!” returned
Silver, derisively. “Not it. Tt don't
bind no more’n a ballad-book.”

“Don’t it, though?” cried Dick, with
a sort of joy. “Well, I reckon that's
worth having, too.”

“Here, Jim-—here's a cur'osity for
you,” said Silver; and he tossed me the
paper.

It was a round about the size of a
crown-piece. One side was blank, for
it had been the last leaf; the other con-
tained a verse or two of Revelation—
these words among the rest, which
struck sharply home upon my mind:
“Without are dogs and murderers.”
The pninted side had been blackened
with wood-ash, which already began to
come off and soil my fingers; on the
blank side hid been written with the
same material theone word, “Deposed.”
I have that curiosity beside me at this
moment; but nota (race of writing now
remains beyond a single scratch, such
as a man might make with his thumb-
nail.

That was the end of the night’s busi-
ness. Soon after,withadrinkall round,
we lay down to sleep, and the outside
of Silver's vengeance was to put George
Merry up for sentinel, and threaten
bim with death if he should prove un-
faithful.

It was long ere I could close an eye,
and Heaven knows I had matter enough
for thought in the man whom I had
slain that afternoon, in my own most
perilous position, and, above all, in the
remarkable game that I saw Silver
now engaged upon—keeping the muti-
neers together with one hand, and |
grasping, with the other, after every
means, possible and impossible, to
make his peace and save his miserable
life. He himself slept peacefully, and
snored aloud; yet my heart was sore
for him, wicked as he was, to think on
the dark perils that environed, and the
shameful gibbet that awaited him,

said the old man

CHAPTER XXX.
ON PAROLE.

I was wakened—indeed, we were all |
wakened, for I could see even the senti- |
nel shake himself together from where
he had fallen against the doorpost by |
a clear, hearty voice hailing us from the
margin of the wood:

“Block-house,ahoy
the doctor.”

!"itcried. “Here's |

' as'll suit all.

And the doctor it was. Although 1
was glad to hear the sound, yet my
gladness was not without admixture,
1 remembered with confusion my in-
subordinate and stealthy conduct; and
when I saw where it had brought me—
among what companions and surround-
ed by what dangers—I felt ashamed to
took him in the face,

He must have risen in the dark, for
the day had hardly come; and when 1
ran to a loop-hole and looked out I saw
Lim standing, like Silver once before,
up to the mid-leg in creeping vapor,

“You, doctor! Top o’ the morning to
you, sir!” cried Silver, broad awake and
beaming with good nature in a moment.
“PBright. and early, to be sure, and it's
the early bird, as the saying goes, that
gets the rations. George, shake up your
timbers, son, and help Dr. Livesey over
the ship's side. All a-dooin’ well, your
patients was—all well and merry.”

So he pattercd on, standing on the
hill top, with his erutch under his el-
bow and one hand upon the side of the
log house—quite the old John in voice,
manner and expression.

“We've quite a surprise for you, too,
sir,” he continued. “We've a little
stranger here—he! he! A noo boarder
and lodger, sir, and looking fit and taut
as a fiddle; slep’ like a supercargo, he
did, right alongside of John—stem to
stem we was, all night.”

Dr. Livesey was by this time across
the stockade and pretty near the coolk,
and I could hear the alteration in his
voice as he said:
ot Jim?"

“The very same Jim as ever was,”
Silver.

The doctor stoppedoutright,although
he did not speak, and it was some sec-
onds before he seemed able to move on.

“Well, well,” he said at last, “duty
first and pleasure afterward, as you
might have said yourself, Silver. Let
us overhaul these patients of yours.”

A moment afterward he had entered
the block-house, and, with one grim
nod to me, proceeded with his work
among the sick. He seemed to me un-
der no apprehension, though he must
have known that his life among these
treacherons demons depended on a hair,
and he rattled on to his patients as if
he were paying an ordinary
sional visit in a quiet English famil)
His manner, I suppose, reacted on the
men, for they behaved to him as 1f
nothing occurred—as if he were still
ship's doctor and they still faithful
hands before the mast.

“You're doing well, my friend,” he
said to the fellow with the bandaged
head, “and if ever any person had o
close shave, it was you; your head must
be as hard as iron, Well, George, how
goes it? You're a pretty color, certain-
ly; why, your liver, man, is upside
down. Did you take that medicine?
Did he take that medicine, men?"”

“Ay, ay, sir, he took it, sure enough,”
returned Morgan.

“Because, you see, since I am muti-
neers’ doctor, or prisonwloctor, as I pre-

says

*“And now I should wish to have a talk with
that boy,"” said the doctor.

fer to call it,” said Dr. Livesey, in his
pleasantest way, “I make it a point of
honor not to lose a man for King
George (God bless him!) and the gal-
lows."”

The rogues looked at each other, but
swallowed the home-thrust in silence.

“Dick don’t feel well, sir,” said one.

“Don’t he?” replied the doctor. “Well,
step up here, Dick, and let me see your
tongue. No, I should be surprised it
he did; the man's tongue is fit to
frighten the I'rench. Another fever.”

“Ah, there,” said Morgan, “thatcomed
of sp'iling Bibles.”

“That comed—as you call it—of be-
ing arrant asses,” retbrted the doctor,
“and not h:n'ing sense enough to know
honest air from poison, and the dry
land from a vile, pestiferous slough. I
think it most probable—though, of
course, it’s only an opinion—that you'll
all have the deuce to pay before you
get that malaria out of your systems.
Camp in a bog, would you? Silver, I'm
surprised at you. You're less of a foo!
than many, take you all round; but you
doun't appear to me to have the rudi-
ments of a notion of the rules of health.
Well,” he added, after he had dosed
them round, and they had taken his
prescriptions, with really laughable hu-
mility, more like charity school chil-
dren than blood-guilty mutineers and
pirates—‘well, that’s done for to-day.
And now I should wish to have a talk
with that boy, please.”

And he nodded his head in my direc-
tion carelessly.

George Merry was at the door, spit-
ting and spluttering over some bad-
tasted medicine; but at the first word of
the doctor’s proposal he swung round
with a deep flush and cried: “No!”and
swore,

Silver struck the barrel with his open
hand.

“Si-lence!™ he roared, and looked
about him positively like a lion. “Doc-
tor,” he went on, in his usual tones,
*“I was a-thinking of that, knowing as
how you had a faney for the boy. We'r:
all humbly gratefu! for your kindness,
and, as you see, puts faith in you, and

| takes the drugs down like that much

grog. And I take it I've found a way

Hawkins, will you give me

your word of honor as a young gentle.
man, for a young gentleman you are, al-
though poor born—your word of honor
not to slip your cable 2"

I readily gave the pledge required.

“Then, doctor,” said Silver, “you just
step outside o' that stockade, and once
vou're there, I'll bring the boy down
on the inside, and I reckon you can yarn
through the spars. Good-day to you,
sir, and all our dooties to the squire and
Cap’'n Smollett.”

The explosion of disapproval, which
nothing but Silver's black Jouks had
r&atrained, broke out immedi ely the
doctor had left the house. Silver was
roundly accused of playing double—of
trying to make a separate peace for
himself—of sacrificing the interests of
his accomplices and victims, and, in one
word, of the identical, exact thing that
he was doing. Itseemed to me so obvi-
ous, in this case, that I could not im-
agine how he was to turn their anger.
DBut he was twice the man the rest were,
and his last night’s victory had given
him a huge preponderance on their
minds. He called them all the fools
and dolts you can imagine, said it was
necessary I should talk to the doctor,
fluttered the chart in their faces, asked
them if they could afford to break the
treaty the very day they were bound
a-treasure hunting.

“No, by thunder!” he cried, “it's us
must break the treaty when the time
comes; and till then I'll gammon that
doctor, if I have to ile his boots with
brandy.”

And then he bade them get the fire
lighted and stalked out upon his
crutch, with his hand on my shoulder,
leaving them in a disarray, anc silenced
by his volubility, rather th
vinced.

“Slow, lad, slow,” he said. “They
might round upon us in a twinkle of
an eye, if we were seen to hurry.”

Very deliberately, then, did we ad-
vance across the sand to where the
doctor waited us on the other side of
the stockade, and as soon as we were
within easy speaking distance Silver
stopped.

“You'll make a note of this here, also,
doctor,” says he, “and the boy'll tell
you how I saved his life, and were de-
posed for it, too, and you may lay to
that. Doctor, when a man’s steering
as near the wind as me—playing chuck-
farthing with the last breath in his
body, like—you wouldn't think it too
much, mayhap, to give him one good
word! You'll please bear in mind it's
not my life only now—it's that boy’s
into the bargain; and you’'ll speak me
fair, doctor, and give me a bit o’ hope
to go on, for the sake o’ mercy.”

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

SHE WON THE CASE.

But Had to Resort to Desperate Means
to Do It

“I'll tell you, Grace,” said the head of
the big law firm as he sat that evening
with his only daughter, “I can’t con-
scientiously sanction this proposed
union. The young man is a briefless
barrister. The chances are perhapsone
in fifty that he has the qualities which
win success, but I do not propose to
subject you to any such hazard. You
may consider his suit rejected.”

“But is there no test? Must twolives
be spoiled because you cannot fathom
the future far enough to see that he will
honor your profession? Up toa certain
point I will obey you, father, but I de-
cline to be made the victim of any
fatuous prejudice. Is there no way in
which a young man can prove his
worthiness without waiting years for
a chance to show his mettle?”

“0, yes, my dear, if you do not care
to await the somewhat tedious process
of evolution. This young man is to try
a case against me to-morrow. I admi!
that the law and the evidence are bott
on my side, but it's the best I see for
you now. If he wins the case I wili
sanction the marriage.”

Did she sleep that night? Not if her
own word be allowed to settle the mat-
ter. She wrote note after note and each
note went by messenger boy. She
urged her young knight to do his best
and not to yield as long as tliere was a
fighting chance that he might win. In
the small hours of the morning came
one of those inspirations thatonly come
with dreams. With the stealthiness of
a burglar she concealed every materal
article of outdoor wear that belonged
to her doting but self-opinionated fa-
ther. The young man won by default.
In the secrecy of his chamber the old
lawyer swore like a pirate. But he had
premised.—Detroit Free Press,

con-

”

Delicate Hint.

Dean Hole, in his “Little Tour in
Ireland,” says that when one of his
party went a-fishing, it was to come
home in triumph. bearing a glorious

salmon, its silver scales glittering in
the sun. Naturally he was in good

humor, and well ®disposed to pay the
fisherman who had accompanied him.
This was 'the dialogue as the two men
stepped on shore:

“Boatman,” said the happy tourist,
“how much is the boat?"

“Sure,your honor,the boat’ll be in the
bill.  Your honor'll give the voatman
what you please.”

“But what is generally given?”

“Well, your honor, some'll give tw
shillings, and some 18 pince. A tailor'd
be for giving 18 pince.”

How much the passenger gave is not
known, but surely he was not inclined
to be classed with stay-at-home tailors.
not accustomea to “sport.”

A Baa l)n) % Answer.
“Johnnie.”” said the N'hl)()”)(v\"*
mother, *do you like your ar‘thmeti
“No'm. I think the influence of that
book is unwholesome and depressing.”

ples.”
And his mother was so stunned that
she forgot to pum~h him.—Tit-Bits.

—We often \\mulvr if s!\' sh young
men do not wear such hioch ecollars to
hide dirty necks.—Washing,on Demo-
crat.

HAPPY MOTHERS AND HEALTEY CHILDREN.

Lydia E. Pinkham’'s Vegetable Compound Goses Straight to the Cause
of All Female Troubles and Assures a Healthy Maternity.

Mrs. M. SiNGER, 104 Hudson Ave., Rochester, N. Y., writes to Mrs. Pinkham
as follows:

““ When [ applied to you for advice I had been buﬂermg some years from de=
bility, nervousness, etec. [ had had scveral
miscarriages and was pregnant when 1 wrote
to you.

¢ Iam grateful tosay that after taking three
bottles of Lydia I. Pinkham's Vegetable Com-
pound I was considerably better, and after
using three more it brought me where I am
to-day. Iam well, and the mother of a three-
months’ old baby.

* Doctors had failed to help me. I have no
one to thank but Mrs. Pinkham and her won-
derful remedy.”

Mrs. ELLA DuxagaN, Reeder's Mills, Towa,
writes:

“DeEARMas. PINgnAy :—I thank you for what
your medicine and advice have done for me.

‘I have a baby two months old. When he
was born I was sick only fifteen minutes,
whereas with my other children I was sick for
two or three days, and also suffered with my
left lez, and could get nothing to relieve the
pain but morphine. My leg did not trouble
I had no after pains and

me at all this time.
was not as weak as I had been before.

“I cannot praise Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compound too highly. May God bless
yon in your noble work.”

Mrs. J. W. PrueTT, Medford, Oregon, says:

My health, also the baby’s, we owe to
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.”

Mrs. JouNn W. LoNG, Wyoming, Iowa, writes:

*“ I had shooting pains all over my body, was very
weak and nervous. I could not straighten up. I wished
to become a mother but was afraid I never could. Seventeen months ago I got
some of your Vegetable Compound, and after taking half a bottle was much re-
lieved. I took four bottles and was cured. Now I have a big baby boy which
I feel I owe to your Compound. Many thanks for your kind advice.”

A Mllllon Women Have Been Benefited by Mrs. Pinkham’s Advice and Medicine

“Often what a man calls prmuplu is a mere We have but little re \p;(’f for 2 man who
bit of seeking to force his views upon others.

can’t discover the easiest way to do things.
—Washington (la.) Democrat. —Washington (Ia.) Democrat. ¢

The Cincinnati, Hamilton and Dayton
Railway is the direct line from Toledo to
Cincinnati, Lousville, Memphis, New Or-
leans, Juc Ksonville, Asheville, Atlanta, Flor- |
ida and Cuba. In fact, it is the great trunk | |
line between the North and South. Solid
trains, with magnificent sleeping and parlor
cars, and cafe dining cars are run from To-
ledo with quick schedules on connecting lines
from all points in the North. Close con-
nections at Cincinnati for all points in the
Southern States and Havana. The finest
sleeping cars in the world are in the service

Free Homes In Western Florida,

There are about 1,000,000 acres of Gove
ernment land in Northwest Florida, subject
to homestead entry, and about half as much
again of railroad lands for sale at very low
rates. These lands are on or near the lina
m the L-)un\u.n- & Nashville Railroad, and
Mr. R. J. Wemyss, General Land Commis-
sioner, Pensacola, will be glad to write you
all about them. If you wish to ),u down
and look at them, the Louisville & Nash-
ville Railroad prmuh». the way and the

of the C. 1. & D. between Cincinnati and up]mrtunnr on the first and third Tues-
Chicago on the night trains, and handsome | 42y of each month, with excursions at ouly
arlor (arq and cafe cars on the day trains. 1", over one fare, for round-trip tickets.
). (3. Edwards, Passenger Traffic Manager, | Write Mr. C. P. Atmore, General Passen-

ger Agent, Louisville, Ky., for particulars.

Cincinnati, Ohio. |
L SRR

b=t R e B e
No one has ever been able to explain why

bald-headed men have their hair cut oftener

Lh.m other men.—Chicago Daily News.

The Lord prevents some men from suc-
ceeding because it would be too mean,—
ahmxluu (la.) Democrat.

Woman's Mysterlous Ills.

Explanation of their nature by Dr. Hartman, who tells how to cure them.

women are constantly puz-
zled about their health. In-
deed female troubles puzzle all
women. Older women have
expericnce, but few possess
knowledge of the subject. The
periodical suffering is painful.
It is accompanied by many
varyingsensations thatdistress.
How much of this is necessary
is a matter of guesswork. The
whole question is shrouded in
professional mystery.
Dr. Iartman’s book for women,
called ‘‘Ilealth and Beauty,” treats
these matters with delicacy, and at
the same time with clearness. Write
to the Pe-ru-na Medicine Company, Columbus, O., for it: it is mailed free. It
is a practical printed talk towomen. Dr. Hartman defines women's diseases as
catarrh and tells how Pe-ru-na cures them
Mrs. C. C. Naeve, 336 Morrison St., Portland, Ore., writes as follows:
Pe-ru-na Medicine Co., Columbus, O.

DEAR Sirs: —*“ I b\.gun to take Pe-ru-na when I lived in Columbus, 0., in 1887,
and have used it and the Man-a-lin ever since whenever I needed medicine. I
have never found an equal to Pe-ru-na for regulating the menses, ar | before I
began to take it I was never regular and always had more or less pa' . I had
tried many different medicines before I saw Pe-ru-na but without suc ess.”

There is nothing mysterious about the action of Pe-ru-na. It is not a
‘* cure-all,” but it cures catarrh wherever located, and there may be catarrh in
any organ of the body, as all are lined with mucous membrane.

Mrs. M. C. Mehl, 504 Walnut St., Columbia, Pa.,says: ‘I have been troubled
with catarrh and a soreness in my bowels for several years. I tried everything
that was recommendzd. I tried Pe-ru-na and am happy to say that I am now
entirely well.”

Dr. Hartman’s advice may be had without charge by any woman who will
write for it. His book on Chronic Catarrh is also mailed free. It explains the
danger of local treatment. All druggists sell Pe-ru-na.
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