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A Seventeenth 
jentury 
dentine 

KNOW a lass la 
Norwich-town— 

Helgh-ho! but my 
heart's merry! 

Yonder trips she a-
wending down 

fvSThe little lane by 
v,j' the Rose and 

Crown 
.v.',: With lips as red as 
»• • a berry. v»-; 
> lijji!' 
vl know -a lass in 

Norwich-town— 
Helgh-ho! but my 

heart's jolly! 
Ever, a.BJnile-and naver a frown. 
And £-.Bry to Puritan Care—"Go drown!" 
^•4-amook at melancholy, ..:''. 

X know a lass In Norwich-town— 
Heigh-ho! but my heart's merry! 

Trustful eyes that are-winsome brown, 
•ndjjfeet as tight as thte thistle-down. 

And cheeWp as pink as the cherry. 

r knbw a.;laa| in Nor^lcfi-town— ' \ J 
^qfeighjfaolfebut my heart's Jolly! * •> 

TSlush I've^'a name of-ho renown,*? ' 
And she goes clad in a silken gown, 

I have won sweet Mistress Polly. 
—Clinton Scollard, In Harper's Bazar. 

HE Widow Darby, 
fairt plump and 

• l o o k i n g '  f a r  
younger than her 

- 45 yean, had rid-
, !> . den into town 

with Jared Kent because her horse had 
lamed himself that morning, and Jared 
"happened to be going in" and had 
asked the widow to ride with him. ' 

Jared was what some of the people 
c- the neighborhood celled a "regular 
born old bach." He had flouted and 
•corned womankind most of the 50 
years of his life, and bad openly set 
forth his conviction that men were "bet
ter off without 'em than with 'em, par
ticularly when it come to marrying of 
*eni." He had held to this conviction 
so long and had proclaimed it so boldly 
sal so constantly that all of the match
maker* in the rural neighborhood in 
which he lived bad given him up a 
hopeless case beyond the pale of their 
schemes for making a benedict of him. 

and to play croquet with him. He'd be 
nice and pleasant and all that, but be 
never came anyway* near falling into 
any of the traps we set for him. We 
thought once that be did take a kind of 
a shine to a nice, sweet> real good-look
ing girl of about 30 named Janet Deane, 
from over Shelby way, who wasvisiting 
us. She'd of made him an awful good 
wife, and I sung her praises all the time, 
but nothing came of it." ' 

"It's an elegant morning, isn't it?" 
said Jared, as he and the widow flew 
along over the hills and through long 
lanes in which the snow was drifted al
most to the top rails of the fences. 

"Oh. it's lovely!" replied the widow. 
"Uike sn£wJ" A •< . V .V 

tfSoi'dd I: [You ,g$t i&ufchfip do In 
town?"1 •* - * ^ 7 

"No; I'll be through with all of my 
errands in an hour. I can let some
thing go if you don't want to stay in 
town that long." 

"On, that'll be none too long for me. 
Where shall I meet you?" 

"I'll b^t Smith Hpftscqia's dry 
gobds s^ore-any tinie y^>i|'sa#." j, 
j ^Wf'U l̂ it 11 o*clĉ kai$en.r f 
i lit fW %hree mi^ut^e ffl^r ii when: 
Jailed otov4 up to ihe;appd|nted place; 
of' meethigc The \Wdow hfid ^steppedr' 
into the sileigh and he was tucking the 
rabes in around her when she said: 
H. TThere, Jared, I'm just like other 
Wf>men; I've forgotten something." 
'.rWhatis it?" 
. it forgot to go around to the post of

fice. I know that there's nothing there 
for me, because one of the Stone boys 
brought my mail out lasi night, and 
there's no mail trains in until noon; but 
poor old Jane Carr came over just be
fore I left and wanted me to be sure 
and see if there was a letter for hen 
Her daughter is very sick out west, and 
she hasn't had a letter for a week, and 
she's half wild. I couldn't bear to tell 
her I'd forgotten to go to the office." 

"I'll drive around that way," said 
Jared. "It won't be three blocks out of 
the way." 

Two or three boys stood idling in 
front of the post office, and Jared said 
to one of them he chanced to know: 

"Say, Jimmie, run into the office and 
see if there's any letter,for Mrs, Jane 
Carr. You needn't ask for me, for I've 
been around and got my mail." j 

"You might look in box 184," said 
Mrs. Darby. "Mebbe there's a drop let-, 
ter for me." 

The boy came out a moment later 
with a very large square white envelope 
in one hand and a small blue envelope 
in the other. He grinned as he handed 
them to Mrs. Darby. She glanced at 
the blue envelop^ and said, joyfully: 

"Oh, here's a letter for Jane, and it's 
from her daughter. I know by the post/-

:C, A4, 
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THEY 8TOPPED AT JANE CARR'S GATE. 

; Jared was not, like most avowed wom
en haters, a crabbed, cross-grained, 
sneeringly, cynical man, which made 
bis celibacy all the more unpardonable 
tot the eyes of the matchmakers. 

•"He'd make a real good husband if 
he'd try," they said. "Then he has the 
nicest farm in the neighborhood, with 
one of the best houses on it, and money 
out at interest, although he's not a bit 
mean and stingy. He'll do his full share 
always for a neighbor in distress. It 
isn't because he's too stingy to support 
her that Jared doesn't get him a wife." 
It was a clear, crisp morning in Feb

ruary when Jared rode to the village 
with the Widow Darby seated beside 
him in his neat little cutter. The sleigh
ing was fine and the air keen and exhil
arating. It gave the widow's plump 
cheeks a beautiful crimson glow and 
made her black eyes sparkle. She was 
in high spirits and her laugh rang out 
frequently as merry and rippling as 
the laugh of a child. 

/' But then the Widow Darby was pro
verbially cheery. She had suffered 
keenly the loss .of her husband and 
both of; but tin»j^- had 
softened: b^sPelSmra she wa#totf wise 
tO?spend befe '1|jfe|iir gloom ̂ iuvd rgrief 
over the loss of those who were beyond, 
all care and sorrow. „ , .,t 

' She bad a comfortable little home and 
a few acres of land adjoining Jared 
Kent's. She had known Jared all of her 
life, but not once bad ahe. thought of 
him as a possible successor to Joel 
Z&ft>y. "-'v- ,, 

"Jared will never marry anyone," 
aba bad said. "He isn't of a marrying 
disposition. Some men are that way. 
It's all they lack to make 'em what God 
intended they should be. My husband 
and I used to talk over Jared a-good, 
deal, and we did our full share to get 
him settled for life with a good wife. 
Ue used to invite lots of nice girls, 
young and elderly both,' to our bouse 
and then have Jared come over to tea 

&V.«* if 

gmt: 
Bis® 

mark. How glad Jane will be! And 
here—well, I declare!" 

She burst into a merry laugh as she 
looked1 at the big White, embossed en
velope. The boy had told the truth 
when he had gone back to his comrades 
and said with a titter: 

"She's got a valentine!" 
"Who in the land' ever sent me that 

thing?" said Mrs. Darby, holding the 
envelope out at arm's length. "1 didn't 
even know itwras Valentine's day. If it 
isn't the greatest idea that 1 should get 
a valentine." 

"I don't know why you shouldn't," 
said Jared. 

"Oh," because I—but i guess some 
child sent it," 

"Maybe not." V 
"No one else could have had so little 

gumption!" said the widow with an
other laugh. "Maybe there's one of 
these comic valentines inside of itr— 
some ridiculous thing about a widow 
likely." 

"Why don't you open it and see?" 
"I will." 
She burst into another laugh as she 

drew forth 41 daintyuereatipn of lass 
piper; tinsel land1'bright 
: j>«$sed pictures) ^ £ J • 

How perfectly ndiculousi'''6hetsaidV 
"The^idea^ pt .aijyope being ninny 
euDijgb to an old1 woman like me a 
thing like that!" 

"You're not an old woman." . 
-fl'm 451? 

"Well, I'm older than 'that, 'And 1 
don't call myself an old msn. Mapy a 
woman around, here would be glka to 
get,a valentineilj^B tb^tf.tlte sender 
really meant it." " - • XM& 

"Yes.and ifyou were the sender."v , 
"I'm not vain enough to think ttiat 

and not foolish enough to say it if I did 
think it." 

"No, I don't think that you are, Jared. 
But I wonder who could have sent me 
this. The writing on the envelope is 
evidently disguised, and—0, here is 

something inside! - Let's see what M 
s a j - s .  ' . - i f f ; ? , ,  
"'O wilt thou be my valentine > 
Forever and. forever aye. » IT 

And wilt thou take this heart of mine. 
And give me thine to-dayf* " 

There was another verse but before 
she had read it, the Widow Darby cried 
out: "Jared Kent, that's your hand
writing and you need not try to deny 
it!" 

"I'm. not trying to deny it. You'll 
find my name signed in full to the next 
verse on the other page." This waa the 
next verse: . 

"If 'yes,' my answer Is to be, 
|i- : My heart with Joy will fill, ^1 

: It 'no,' I yet shall be your friend « 
And I shall love you still." 

They had reached the outskirts of the 
town now.. Jared brought the horse to 
a standstill, and said: 

"Is it yes or no, Lucy?" 
She looked at him with shining eyes, 

and laughing face for a moment. Then 
she laid one of her mittened hands on 
the slefeve of the great fur coat he wore, 
anid said: -

"I think it is.yes, Jared." '' '• 
He turned his horse's head toward 

the town. 
"Where are you going?" she asked. 
"Back to the minister's. It's Valen

tine's day, you know, and if you are to 
be my valentine, I want you to-day." 

An hour later they stopped at Jane 
Carr's gate. She came skurrying out 
for her letter with her apron over her 
head. "I brought you a letter, Jane, 
and I got a valentine," said Lucy, hold
ing up the big, white envelope. 

"I got one also," said .Tared, as he put 
an arm around his wife and kissed her. 
—J. S. Harbour, in Detroit Free Press. 

'4 

HER LAST VALENTINE. 

it Helped . * DlMppOlmted Little 
Woman to Die Easier 

When It Came. 

They knew she was dyicg—the faded 
little woman in the faded little bed
room. She had clung to life as long 
as she could, hoping for an answer to 
that wistful prayer in her eyes. But 
the struggle was almost over now; the 
wistful eyes were growing dim. 

"See! I've got something for ye, 
Liddy!" The little circle of spinster 
relatives and kindly neighbors parted, 
and good Uncle Silas Peterson came 
wheezing to the bedside, the snow still 
clinging to his rough overcoat. He car
ried a letter in his hand—a coarse and 
dirty envelope addressed in the crude, 
sprawling penmanship of a man whom 
neither life nor education has ripened 
or refined. 

"It's from Orson—Orson, you know," 
Uncle Silas added, bending over the 
couch and addressing the dying woman 
with the tender directness one uses to 
children—and death. 

"Orson?" A smile flashed over the 
ashen face, and the woman lifted a 
feeble hand for the letter. She kissed 
it and tucked it under the thin shawl 
that some loving hand had wrapped 
over her shoulders. 

"Shan't I open it for ye, Liddy?" 
asked one of the women. ?; 'f 

The dying eyes said "No." 5 • 
"She thinks it's a valentine from her 

husband," whispered one of the neigh
bors. "To-day is Valentine day, you 
know. Last year I remember her till
ing me how she wished Orson would 
send her a valentine—just" some little 
thing to show her that he loved her 
the way he did when they were first 
married." 

"Most likely it's a note sayin' he'll 
stay over night and see the races on- the 
ice to-morrow," was the guarded reply. 

The dying woman folded- her shawl 
tightly round the precious letter. A 
look of perfect peace lighted her face. 
"He does love me," she whispered, "just 
as he used to!" 

Uncle Silas turned away to wipe tho 
mist from his spectacles. There was a 
.little fluttering sigh from the. bed. 
"Liddy'.' had gone home. 

When they drew the old shawl from 
her shoulders, there, tight pressed 
against her heart by both thin, blue-
veined hands, was Orson's crumpled, 
dirty letter. They were scarcely able 
to take it away from her slender, cling
ing fingers. 

"Shall we open it?" asked Miss Pen-
niman. The women looked furtively 
at one another, their curiosity strug
gling with- their reverence, 

"No," said Miss Daggett, at last. 
"It's hers—sacred. No matter what it 
says. She died thinkin' it was a val
entine. Let's burn it up, so nobody will 
ever know." 

The ashes of the unread letter flut
tered white about the stove for a few 
minutes, and then whirled iip thechim-
ney, as a gust of February wind roared 
over the house. And the little, worn-
out, heart-hungry woman lay smiling, 
as death had found her.—James Buck-
ham, in Detroit Free Press. 

GETS ALL THE TALEXTINE'S. 

\ 

An object of special attention on. thig 
day^—Chicago Daily. News. 

Valentine*. 
"Alas!" the cynic cried; "again- ' 

These contrasts strange pursue me. 
The sentimental make me laugh. 

The comic make me gloomy." c 
—Washington Star. 
.sms&trssjy-- • 

IMPROVED BROODER. 
. fs: 

On* That Has Olvra Most Satis factory 
Rsaalts In Aetnal Every-Day 

- Farm Practice. 

About a' year ago this paper published 
a diagram of a homemade brooder that 
in actual practice has given splendid 
results. The one who devised that 
brooder has this year changed the in
terior arrangement a little, which will 
make its working Mill more reliable and 
effective. 

The cut shows the lamp below a sheet 
of iron that securely shuts off the lamp 
chamber from the space above. Bed the 
•beet iron in white lead to make it air 
tight. Above the sheet iron is a floor 
of matched stuff, and in the center is s 

1 1 ,j !fi. 

DIAGRAM OF BROODER, 
flve-inch drum opening into the space 
between the floor and the 6heet iron. 
Around the top of the drum are open
ings that let the hot air out into the 
brooder. Now comes the improvement. 

The top of the drum formerly extend
ed out from it some two or three inches. 
It now extends out for ten inches all 
around the drum and from the outer 
edge a flannel curtain is hung, inclosing 
a circular space with the drum in the 
center. The curtain is "slashed" up 
every three inches. Within this curtain 
will be the warmest place in the brood
er. It will always be warm in there. If 
it becomes too warm the chicks will go 
outside the curtain. The addition of 
this inclosed hover renders it practical
ly impossible for the chickens to be 
chilled or overheated and makes a very 
excellent brooder into one that cannot 
well be improved. 

The dotted line shows where the 
cover can be placed for an inside brood
er. If it is to be used out of doors it 
must have a sloping cover. Put two 
lights of glass either in the cover or in 
opposite sides.—Orange Judd Farmer. 

CROPS FOR THE BEES. ? 

Their Cultivation Is Rapidly Becom
ing; m Necessity In Many Sections -

of the Country. 

Even in California where flowers are 
as abundant as the sands on the sea
shore flower crops are raised ostensibly 
for the bees. But the flowers there have 
a commercial value, or at least their 
seeds do, and the apiarist adds another 
source to his income. 

But in 'reality this is possible any
where. The bee-keeper should also be 
a specialist in some other kind of farm
ing. Fruit-growing seems to go natur
ally with bee-keeping, for the flowers 
of the fruit trees furnish abundant 
nectar for the bees. Then when the 
fruit blossoms have disappeared buck
wheat can be sown in the orchard to 
yield.more food late in the season. 
Clover raised in the orchard also fur
nishes good honey forthe insects. 

Where cut flowers can be sold to ad
vantage, it pays to raise them on a large 
scale, with the double purpose of feed
ing the bees, and of selling the flowers 
and plants. One may undertake this 
business on a small scale by confining 
the work to the production of annuals 
and hardy perennials. Then no hot 
houses or greenhouses will be needed 
to increase the initial expense. Con
siderable success has been attained in 
this way by women as well as by men. 

One might think of many other crops 
that would be suitable forthe bees. One 
man added dairying to his bee-keeping. 
A neighboring grass pasture was sown 
with the seeds of wild flowers, and an 
upland field with clover. From the two 
be raised enough milk and butter to 
supply the house and make several hun
dred dollars a year besides. He calcu
lated that the pasture fields yielded 
him as much return in. the shape of 
honey as in milk and butter.—Annie C. 
Webster, in Journal of Agriculture. 

DELICATE CHICKENS. • i : : :  

Their Prodaetlan for City Markets 
Has Developed Into <fcnlte a. 

^ Utile Industry. 

For some ten years past a certain lit
tle industry has been progressing—an: 
industry of luxury, viz.: the production 
of delicate chickens. You have certain
ly eaten some, for on select tables these 
little chickens, of the size of a pigeon, 
have been seen for some time. Each 
person has his chicken, and such a 
chicken! Succulent, tender, juicy flesh! 

The director of the school of. bird 
culture of Gambier tells how these deli
cate chickens are obtained. Theybung 
chicks are given food in which; milk 
forms the basis of the. nourishment. 
Hence the name "milk chickens." . This 
food is made Of-bSrley flour mixed in 
boiled milk. • This' is fed exclusively 
and it produces a delicate and fine fla
vored flesh. The milk chicken should 
be eaten when it is at the age of'from 
six weeks to two mpnihs. At that age 
it is heavy, plump, and should wisigh, 
at six weeks, four-fifths of a pound. 
The little chicken of the farmyantand 
fields, which picks up its food b'ehind 
its mother, is without taste compared 
with the! "milk chicken." This flish of 
the latter may be served to conva 
lescents and invalids when no other 
flesh is permissible.—Emily S. Windsor, 
In Ohio Farmer. 

CROP-BOUND VOWL&r 

An Kxclaslvs Diet •) 
! VissUr PtadsaM Indl«*stlsa with 

T i f t '  •  *  r  -All Its Evils, f 4  

Although the hen has no teeth and 
cannot chew its food, there is the suns 
necessity, and possibly greater, for it 
to eat slowly that there is for animals 
that depend on mastication to fit food 
for digestion. The hen is obliged to 
swallo<« grain whole, as it hss no way 
to break it up before it enters the giz
zard. There it is ground smong the 
pebbles which will always be found in 
a healthy bird's gizzard, which is s col
lection of extremely powerful muscles. 
The gizzard also furnishes a most ef
fective digestive agent called ingluvin, 
and which has several times ss much 
digestive power ais pepsin prepared 
from the stomach of the calf or the pig. 
Many people whose digestion is weak 
prefer ingluvin to pepsin to aid the 
change of their food into blood and 
fledh. So long as food comes lo the 
fowl's stomach only moderately fast 
there is not much danger that the stom
ach will be crop bound. Instinct 
teaches the hen to scratch while she is 
eating. She will do so if placed before a 
heap of whole grain, and also, if she has 
chicks, stop eating long enough to 
oluck and call them to it. It is not often 
that fowl become crop bound on grain 
unless cut clover is also largely eaten 
at the same time. The weight and 
solidity of the grain makes something 
for the gizzard to work on, and the food 
has solidity enough to be forced 
through. Hence cut clover should form 
only a very small partof a fowl's ration. 
Neither should soft food be fed long as 
an exclusive diet. It also does not give 
the stomach enough to do, and thus 
weakens that organ from inaction. 
This is as often as any other the cause 
of fowls becoming crop bound. It is 
most common in fowls that have be
come very fat from high feeding, and 
which take but little exercise.—Ameri
can Cultivator. 

NOTES FOR BEEKEEPERS. 

Give a strong colony plenty of en
trance room. 

Sulphur will destroy the mo{h larvae 
In old combs. njn •• „ >'] 

Use foundations to control the num
ber of drones. 

With plenty of stores brood rearing 
goes on rapidly. 

An apiary is best located on the south 
or east side of a slope. 

Worthless queens may be detected by 
the broods they produce.' 

Bees should not be allowed to be
come entirely destitute of honey. 

We cannot expect straight combs to 
be built in hives that are not plumb. 

Honey should never be heated to the 
boiling point; it destroys the flavor. 

Early in the spring is one of the very 
best times for moving the bees. The 
combs then are light and the colony the 
smallest of any time of the year. 

If the hives are resting directly on 
. the ground it will produce dampness, 
which is against the best welfare of 
the bees at this time.—St. Louis Re
public. 

SERVES TWO PURPOSES 

A Hotbed In the Spring and a Sonny 
Scratching; Place for Fowls 

In Winter. 

The cut shows a hotbed that is built 
against the south sdde of the poultry 
bouse, serving all through the winter 
as a sunny scratching place .for the 

HOTBED AS A POULTRY RUN. 
fowls. These are shut out at the ap
proach of springand the hotbed started. 
About the time the plants are srtarted 
the fowls will be getting out upon the 
gWund, while all through the deep 
snows of winter they will have an ex
ceedingly suhny space to run in. Make 
the hotbed large enough tp give suffi
cient scratching space. The room can 
well be utilized with early plants in 
the spring.—American Agriculturist. 

iAverage 'Coat of Bscs. 
Experiments is feeding and in com

puting the value of eggs, show that if 
no estimate is made for lubor, one dozen 
efrgs can be produced at a cost of about 
six cents for food, or about half a cent 
per egg. If all of the food allowed to 
hens were converted into eggs the profit 
of a dozen eggs would be large, even 
when prices are very low, but much de
pends on whether the hens convert the 
food into eggs, flesh, or support of their 
bodies. It is a fact demonstrated, how
ever, that when a dozen eggs are mar
keted they carry from the farm but 
little of the nutritious elements of the 
soil in proportion to their value in 
market, and on that account they are 
as profitable as anything that can be 
produced on the farm.—Poultry Keeper. 

Hens Too Fat to Lay. 
At this time of year farmers who al

low liens to run with the fattening- hogs 
will find that they steal so much corn 
that they will eat their heads off. The 
worst of it is that such breeding makes 
the bens too fat to produce any eggs 
all the winter. If the hens are cooped 
and their wings clipped so that they 
can be copfined in a yard, the matter 
of feeding can be entirely regulated by 
the poultry owner. Feed more whole 
wheat than any other grain, giving 
for variety a loose cabbage: that has 
not come to head and is good for noth
ing else. Some finely-chopped clover 
is also excellent after the grain is fed. 
Too much clover is injurious.—Amer
ican Cultivator. 

TrueGreatness 
InMcdicme-
Isprovedbyths health of lbs people 
rhobsve taken it. 

made well, 
Morspsoplshsv* 

of dis-mors i 
l and sickness hsva bsenanredJhy., 

Hood's Ssrsaparilla by sny 
other medietas in the . world. .'.-Hm-
pecullar combination, prOportioaand 
process In its preparation maks 

eraaaeriUapeoaUar<tfr itself-
and unequaled by spy other. 

ROGER WAS GEttfttoUS. 

Bat It Waa with Somethls 
Conldnt Keep All to 

Hlasself. 

A little boy in a North side kindergarten 
has discovered st an early see the art of 
making others do unto him =tne things .he 
would like to hsve done by inducing them 
to believe they aregettingthe chief enjoy
ment themselves. When the hour for lunch
eon arrives Roger eats his own very quickly, 
in fact in quite the bolting fashion of the 
bear he pretends to impersonate. Then as 
is ready for his play. ' 

"I'm a hungry little grizzly bear," he roars 
threateningly, and I want yOn to fill meap. 
Come, hurry up, little boym and kids, fill me 
up, fill me up. or I'll grind your bones to. 
make my bread." 

And the children, enjoying the subtle 
frolic of the youngster, proceed to drop 
into the small hungry month bits of ease , 
and sections of oranges and pieces of bread 
and butter and an occasional morsel' of 
candy, until the "little gristly: bear|' has 
emptied every lunch basket in the kinder
garten and is the only "filled up" youngster 
m the school. . .. . . 

But the time came when. Roger found 
something to give in return for the filling 
process. He arrived at the kindergarten one - • 

morning with a nice, aggravates case of • 
whooping cough, and in 24 hours every com- ;: * 
panion in his class had cangbt it from hint. 

"Naturally, he would give it away, you g;;ipcl 
know," explained the ironic teacher, de- j 
privea of her school. "Roger is such a gen* , , 
eroua child."—Chicago Chronicle. 

Where He Woald Speceed. 
"We are all qualified for some occupa-

tion," said the thoughtful man; ""The trouble 
is we don't always know what it is, an and so ' ! * we make the wrong selection. Now ther| ^ 
is Brown, the dumb man.- He always h ^0 
complaining that he is handicapped by his : \ Yr J;y ' 
affliction, whereas it would insure him sne-• ' 
cess if he only knew enough to take up the 
right line of business." 

What would you call the right line , for' 
him?" . 

"The tonsorial line, of course."—Chicago 
Post. • 

ISEASES 
THAT KILL ' 

Consumptionitea-
tarrh cf the lungs. 

Certain complica
tions make consump
tion incurable. 

Most esses of 
death from con
sumption are 
the direct result ; 
of neglected ca
tarrh. 

Pe-ru-na works harmoniously with 
nature to eject the tubercles from the 
lungs, and works so successfully that 
if there is a cure for consumption 
Pe-ru-na is the remedy. 

Read this letter from Mrs. H. A. 
Tyner, of Four Oaks, N. C., about her 
d a u g h t e r ,  M r s .  L .  K e e n e .  S h e  s a y s :  1 . ,  
Pe-ru-na Medicine Co„ Columbvs,0. 

• Dm Sibs:—"My daughter had every 
Symptom of consumption—suppression 
of menses, night sweats and great ema
ciation. She was so low that none of 
our neighbors thought she could live. 
In May Mr. C. R. Adams, of this plsce, 
who had taken Pe-ru-na, told me if 
anything would help her Pe-ru-na 
would. I got a bottle of it and some 
rock candy and began giving it to her. 
During the first few days die was so 
weak she could only take a half tea-
spoonful at a time, but I gave it to 
her as often as she could bear it. In 
less than a week die could walk two 
hundred yards and back without rest* 
ing; she kept getting stronger, and in 
twelve months she seemed to be as well 
as she ever was in her life. I feel, and so 
does every one that knew about her 
sickness, that Pe-ru-na saved her life. 
Mydanghter's name is Mrs. L. Keene." 
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Send your address on a postal atid 1 
I we will send you our 158 page illus* L 
\ trated catalogue free. * 
\ WINCHESTER REPEAT!!! ARMS CO., , 
\ ISO Winchester Ave., row BAVS*, COT. j 
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t000» of UNSOLICITED TESTIMONiAlS SAY 

g-i T . n i L u  M A N S f l E L C S  

1 /  A P I L L A R I  S  
S*r"»nentlr cure* all Iicbln*. Bnrnitis. SntSly. Bcalp and 8kln Diseases, such as Salt Rheum. Be* urea. Scald Head. Chilblains. Piles, .Burns, Baby 3^/591®%_DandrulT .Itching. Scalp. Falling Hair 
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