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AFRA.

The pale Jeonuary sum  sent its
alanting rays (hrough the low win-
dlows of the great farmhouse at Wie-
#leck that sto i luoking down from
#®he free height: ! the Volderberg in-
#o the Unterio»'"al. The men and
i tke place were ga-
thered around nig oak table in
the living-room, ~ad were just ready
#0 rise from tLic noonday meal.

At a side table the farmer sat by
#imsell and me t tively nibbled at a
erisp noodle. 1 ¢ vas a big man, of
some fifty odd icars, whose sharp-
cut features s cd darkened by sul-
Jen shadows liis people arose for
the customae wce after meals he
%00, stood T

prayer and the others responded.
Just as the response  chorused |
#ghrough the 10 “Forgive 1 r|
®respasses, as ' ¢ [orgive th who
Arespass again: the door was

=

lcan man with
back came in. He

opened, and a (.!l

pedlar’s pack on |

fook off his broad-brimmed hat and
doined in the prayers at once.
“God be with you all here!'" said
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door. When he came back in a few
moments he was accompanied by a
pale young woman, rather tall than
short. In her clear-cut features there
was a certain distinction. Her blue,
inscrutable looking eyes were in
striking yet most fascinating contrast
to her deep black hair that waved
around the high white forehead and
fine temples. Her costume was that
of the women of the Pusterthal at
that time.

As she entered the room she greet-
ed the farmer in a modest and quiet
way, while her eyves were fixed, half
questioningly, half shyly,

|so astonished at her appearance that
{he almost forgot the thanks for her |
greeting which custom demanded. ‘

“Whom dost bring me here?”’ he

licad servant led the |asked the trader.

“Whom do I bring, farmer? Do not
pretend like that. Hast not guessed
who it is-—Franz's wife?”

“Wh—wh—who? What?" stammered
the farmer, and stared at the young
woman'’s face. ‘

She, however, stood his gaze with-
out a sign of embarrassment, and |
then she took two or three steps to-|
wards him. !

“Yes,"” she answered with the same |
calm with which she had greeted the |
master on entering, “‘I am Afra, thy |
daughter-in-law. A few days ago|
Sarnerquiria here,”” she made a ges-
ture towards the pedler, ‘‘came to us

upon the it was
owner of Wiedeck. He on his part was | Ara into our

all about thy senseless temper. Sar-
nerquiria met me and told me every-
| thing.”

“Then I do not have to tell thee
again,” the farmer said, dryly, and

thal peace had fled from Wiedeck. She
herself had forgiven them long since,
but the father seemed to get harder
every day. The last six months had
been beyond all endurance.

“Art here, Leni? I was beginning to
think thou wast not coming back to
Wiedeck.”” Thus the farmer greeted
his good wife. There was a certain
sneer in his voice, but the wile, a
tall person, with a sharp-cut chin that
showed a mind of her own, was not
in the right mood for such a greet-
ing.
‘“Twould have been more sensible
to have stayed away,” she said, in a
hurt tone, laying her rosary and pray-
er book on the window shelf and tak-
ing off her head-scarf. ‘I go on a pil-
grimage to pray there may be an end
of this trouble, and while I am gone
thou dost spoil everything again with
thy ungodly temper. I believe that
Our Lady herself who sent
house to-day that there
might be peace once more."”

The far.oer looked at her in utter
astonishment, but did not speak.

“Yes, just look at me. I have heard

left the room to escape the gathering
storm. But before he could close the
door he heard his wife's plaint:

“If it goes- on like this, 1
leave, too.”

But he had heard this for weeks, |
once at least every day. So he was |
used to it. The next few days
brought no betierment in the rela-
tionship of the couple—rather the con-
trary. The good wife could not ban-

shall

the good wife hastened to put in.

‘‘And, then, what is there about his
wifé that you do not like her? Is she
a good woman? If she is, I do not

her as your daughter-in-law.” .
“Dost hear, George? Do I not al-
ways say so?” the good wife said to
her husband. ‘‘Your reverence, now
listen to me.”
And then she began and told her
side of the story. For a long time
she, too, was angry with the lad, but
now she had forgiven him and his
wife. Then she began to tell ol Alra’s
visit and the pedlar’'s praises of the
young woman. Then she suddenly
left the room, coming back in a few
moments with an article that she
showed the guest, with the words:

‘‘See, your reverence! This is some-
thing that Franz carved! What do
you think of it?”

Father Cyprian arose from his
chair and walked to the window so
as to have a better light on the carv-
ed St. George group. For a few mo-
ments he was silent, and then his
features lit up with enthusiasm. Then
he suddenly called out: ““Wonderful!
Beautiful! Why, this is a work of
art! Do you know what, farmer?
Your son is an artist whom our Lord
has blessed with a great gift, and you
may well be proud of him. "T'would be
a sin and a shame to hold him in
scorn any longer.”

“That’s what I always say,”” the
good wile put in again, and then she
tegan to seb with mingled grief and
delight. \

The farmer stood as if turned to
stone and said never a word, but just
the same his eyes brightened as if
with a secret pleasure at the praise

ish from her mind the reflection of

know why you should not acknowled e

Franz chiselled awa , talk
with his wife ubout’ﬂ:l-:’oum, .:‘(
events the while. Since the 24th of
March of that year a mighty gather-
ing of fighters had filled the valleys of
the Tyrol. The militia was preparing
to defend the land against the French
troops threatening from the south.
From the hills the signal fires flamed,
and in the villages the alarin bells
were calling the able-bodied men to
the defense.

It was on the 2nd of April, on the
so-called Black, or Passion, Sunday.

lower heights rise to the points ol
Eisak, the yeomanry attacked the
French under General Joubert. From
9 o'clock in the morning until sunset
the bloody and unequal fray raged
around the houses, over the meads
and in the woods of Springes. The
| rifles, scythes and pitchforks of the
[Tyrolese peasants
|among the enemy, though the French
greatly outnumbered the natives. But
the defenders, too, suffered many and
terrible losses. Here at one side lay
a loyal hero, the Tyrolese Winkelreid,
the scythemaker Reinisch of Volders.
He was pierced with eleven bayonet
wounds, and around him lay fifteen
French soldiers whom the great blud-
geon before he felt himself. Not a hun-
dred feet away lay another brave
man, his breast pierced with French
lead. Many a one knew and loved
him in the Tyrolese land. Over at
the forest edge the white and green
flag of the company with which he had

gone forth merrily to fight the day
before was gaily fluttering in the
wind. But he lay there, cold and dead

the picture and image pedlar, Sarner-
quiria.

Near Springes, where the vine-covered !

made sad ha\'m-i

| around
{might happen that he would come up

|at once
|‘Afra, go along

and asked my husband had he a mes- 'how well everything would have been |
sage for his father. Sarnerquiria was | jf her husband had been kind to Afra,
going into the Unterinnthal and of Whom, after all, she had heard no-

which Father Cyprian gave his son’s

Franz Trauner could not bring him-
wm‘k.

: L self to stay away when the fight for
“Ull tell you what,” Father Cy-lhome and country was being waged
prian said then, taking up the group near him. Moreover, his hand was as

Hall to trade, and then it thing but what was good.

§ Then it happened one day that a re-
Then all | igious from Hall, a Franciscan fath-|
thought came to me. ' er stopped at the Wiedeck farm. He |
: with him and  take 'p3q peen up in the mountains visit- |
Franz's finest piece of art as an of- ing a sick relative. T
fering to father.” Franz himself could “And is everytliing well with all

to the Wiedeck farm, too.
the

once more. “Let us take this carving | quick with the rifle as with the chis-
along with me and show it to OUI;(*I. To be sure, Afra was morlally
father superior. We need several |frightened when he spoke of gmngi
li}r?:t‘ statues , for our church, zmd ; But all her entreaties to induce him
Frunz should make them for us. I “'l“i'” change his mind were in vain. Then
get him the commission. But, farmer, 'she said to him: “Well, then, if yvou
. 1 . Lraivt e | ’ N
you must give up these bickerings. | go, 1 go, too.” And the brave young
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¥ "ghe newcon with that pleasant
heartiness that tei's of long acquaint
¥ alnce.
3 The servant - answered each aftel
Ris own 1 i then went off t
4 their sever ipations, only  the
g5 farmer his aining. |
i “Well, an! hrw is everything up|
here?” the pedlar began, setting down |
5 Ris pack on a « “It is a gonodl
i time since ve | seen each other—
b $alf a year.” ‘
“H'm, something like that,” sai
5l the farmer, while i eyes ran (nes- |
il .#ioningiy up and down the puck. |
¢ *Dost bring somecthing new, - Her l
gottskraemcr?”’ Where are you from |
¥ Bo-day?" iy
3 “Fom the valley—from Hall.  The|
o1 goad was very bad from Telicls  up
s Where is :the good wife?" asked 111(‘
9 trader. :
. “‘She has gone to Iall on a pilgrim-|
age,” the farmer rinted.  “Woman |
dancies—!ct 1nwe sce what there is in|
s the pack,” hurried)y, as it}
5 fo turn the o rsation into '7"“"1
' whannels. '
# = The pedicr undid the wrappings of
unbleached linen which covered his

.

A% Bavg somethin

"&d. “Qur Lord's trader.” It is the

pack. Then Me ¢prcad a bright array |

of holy piciures on the table. Among
them were rreat number of pictures |
©! the Sacred Heart, which were par- |
Ricularly popular since the Tyrol

bad been put under the special

in the year 1796, when the French in- |
wasion threatened by way of Italy. |
Nothing, however, scemed to please|
the farmer, who
and turned up his nose,

want to see any more.” j
“-'Wnit a little,” said the trader. “1
that might ylease

not come because he is sick just now. |
And now, father-in-law, let me not |
go without peace and forgiveness for
Franz and me.”

Her voicg shook, tears quivered on
her lashes and  her hands timidly
clasped the hard right fist of the
farmer. But he grabbed his hand |

y.and turned his back on her.
“Thou hast made a vain jourmey,”
! “With me there i

him that between him and me all is |
over. Go, and now see that thou
findest the way he showed,” pointing
to the picture seller, ‘‘back again. I
have finished." ‘

pro-| *‘Oh, go along, farmer,” said thelg p, living her since Franz—" Then
fection of the Sacred Heart of Jesusiimage seller now, persuadingly. “‘Was her voice broke.

it a ctime that Franz married Afra |
against thy will? She is as good as|
gold, Not an ill word could be said |

looked but hastily [ahout her. And even if her father has;hc

| Up B . (not a stocking full of gold put away | He married, and he married against
= “That will do,” he sald. “I do not |like many a farmer, yet all the I"‘“‘lour wishes.

ple respect him in the coggtry around
because of his ‘art. Thou dost not
need be ashamed ofsher for a daugh

See!” And he held up at{er-in-law. Sece, just as I came into
arm’s length a leautiful group carved 'the room the people were praying,
out of pearwood. It represented St.!‘Forgive us our trespasses, as we for-
George, high is horse above the 'give those wlho—""
dragon, into v + wide open mouth top talking stupid stufi. When 1
his spear Wi rust. ‘‘Hast ever 'want to hear preaching I can- to
sgcen him e ¢ll? T never did,” | church and hear the priest. Do you
the pediar sai le his eyes shone junderstand? Rather take this person
with the light preciation, and go thy way. ’'Twill please mc

The farmer « his head on one | hetter.”
wide and looked the carved gem | The pediar turned to go, but Afra,
which the tra Leld up before hirn | despite the farmer's brutal  words, |
M'he lines in his deeply marked fac [ began: once more: ‘
grew deeper, and his expression be- | “Fatheréin-law—"" ;
came almost evil in its bitterness. e “Iatber-in-law? Fatner-in-law no-|
pressed his lips togcther and turned thing? Now, I am tired of this. Get
away. DBut the trader continued 1o out of my sight at once or my pa- |

praise the carving. ’

“Just look at tne horse. Is it not,
a5 though it would come to life every |
snoment? How can any one carve like
4hat? Dost know what it's worth?
Just guess.”

The farmer shrugged his shoulders.
“H’m, about three gulden.”

Then the trader laughed, as
farmer’s answer were the best
possible.

“There, one can see what a farmer
knows of art,”” And bhe placed the
garving back on the table. ‘‘Let me
tell thee, a great gentleman of Vien-
ma has offered filty golden guldens for
it, but the carver said that he would
mot sell this carving for a hundred.”

“H'm!"’ sneered the farmer. ‘‘He
must be a fool.”

The trader did not answer at once;
#hen he spoke in a raised and solemn

1, eh? So be it;
thy own son?”’

if the
joke

*He must be a
%or, dost know, he

Whe farmer stood as if struck with
mpalsy, stitrin ther hand nor foot,
Wot his eyes glittered ominously.

tience will be at an end!"” !
In the meantime the pedlar haﬁi
packed up his things, leaving only the |
St. George group untouched. Now he
nodded to Afra as a sign that he was
ready to go. She hesitated a mo-
ment to see whether she should fol-
low or wait and stay. Then she
said in a trembling voice:
“Everything has its limits. Thou
dost order me out. I go. But the
time may come when thou shalt ask
my forgiveness. God keep you!' And
she turned quickly away. ™
““That’s right, Afra. 'Twas a good
dressing for the proud old fellow. 1
am glad.”
The farmer himsel! came behind, his
face red with anger. Then his gaze
fell upon the carving of the St.
George which the trader had left.
With an oath he took it and raised
his arm as il to dash the exquisite
bit of work to ything to
satisfy the bitter feeling of revenge
that filled him. Then his hand sank
back again. If it had been another
saint perhaps even his sense of sacri-

ffhen he folded his arms and said in
& strange, hollow-sounding voice:
#So that's where the thing is from!
WAnd what does the whole farce
“mean?”’ .
“Farce? There is no farce here, my
man,’’ answered the trader.
. ¢ days ago 1 was with Franz,
#hy son. He gave me this ing
o give to his father, tis fa-
ther's name is George, too, he said,
and he asked that his father should
Kindly take it. That’s what he said—
swhat Franz said. And he bas sent
thee something more, and 1 brought
4% right along.”” And before the farm-
er could recover from his astonish-
‘ment the trader bad gone out of the

skracmer, literally trans-

lege might not have conquered his

rage; but his own patron saint! He

placed the group back on the tn..ble.
- . . . - L

A little way Afra and Sarnerquiria,
as was the pedlar’'s name, went along
together. Then they parted. The
trader went up farther into the hills
to sell his wares to the pious peas-
ants, while Afra went down into the
valley and towards Innsbruck. In that
direction, behind the frozen, snow-
covered, saw-like points of the Sal-
steip and the Salxberg, was her home.

It/ was late in the day and the sun
wag hidden behind the gray and win-
try| clouds when the good wife of the
Widdeck farm returned from her pil-

i something in that lad.

here?”’ he asked of the good wile. |

“Oh, no, father,” she answered, '
with a sigh. “It is not well at all.’
Sit down, your reverence, or else the
sleep will be carried out of the room.
And she wiped the top of a chair with
a corner of her apron, though there
was not a speck of dust arywhere. In |

and greeted the priest respectfully. '{

he said, harshly. ) 151 “Now, then, my good friend,” be-!
{no i“l;r'l.\‘_ll'»_» It is thy '«““” that our | gapn the priest, addressing the wife, |
son married .a\:‘un.\l our will. Thu'u “‘what is the trouble? According to
didst turn his head. Thou canst tell|

your pleasant
healthy.”

The good wife stroked her shoulder
cloth nervously.

‘“‘Ah, your reverence, the trouble
with us is altogether different. There

face you are most

“Did Franz. die?” as
prian, kindly.

“Die!” safd the farmer now. ‘‘No;
did not die. But as good as that.

Father Cy-

And that is trouble
enough."”’

“So, so0,” said Father Cyprian then,
slowly. “I have not heard anything
of this at all. How did it happen,
anyway?"’

“H'm,” began the farmer, ‘it is
soon fold. You.must knovs, your rev-
erence, that cven as a bhoy Ftanz had
a turn for whittling agd carving fig-
ures. It was wonderful how natural |
Le could make everything. And, as it |
often happens hercabouts, a strange |

| gentleman came up here in the sum- |

mer time and went by our house one |
uay. Of course, Franz was sitting
out on the bench and whittling. The
gentleman stopped and lobked at the
boy, and then he said to me: ‘There’s
He will be an
artist some day, if he is sent to
study.” But I did not think much
about it, for these city gentlemen can
talk a lot in a lifelime without say-
ing much. But the poy begged and
teased after that to be sent away.
I for my part did not want to help
him along in such nonsense, but my
wife began to beg and plague, too,
and at last, like a good-natured stup-
id, I gave way, as I always do, and
sent Franz to St. Lorenzen to learn
with old Nuwal. He was recommend-
ed to me as a very good sculptor and
teacher. Franz was sixteen years old
then. He did learn something worth
while—that is true. But now comes
the main part. After three years the
boy came home. It wasn't long before
I saw that something was wrong.
And then, to make the story short,
I found that he had just lost his head
about Afra, the old sculptor’s daugh-
ter. He wanted to marry her, and he
wouldn't listen to even a word about
any one else. There, what do Yyou
think, your reverence? All my talk
and all my warnings were wasted on
that boy. It was just as il he were
bewitched. After awhile the whole
thing seemed too silly for me, and
then I said to him: ‘Franz, either
thou dost obey me, or thou canst
take bag and baggage and go out of
my house.’ And what do you think
that stubborn-headed lad did? He
went away into Italy, down to Rome,
until he was of age. And then, a half
year ago, he came back and married
that girl. Now he is living in Loren-
zen as a carver and sculptor, and in-
to my house he cannot come.” g
“H’'m,” said Father Cyprian,

and

: Franz is, after all; your own
flesk and blood, and even il he was

grimage near Hall, . she had
been to lay the ' 0the
eart heloge the Mother of Go

COE

W

o

e o ulpargiown in

his parents,

| Jesus Christ said to Peter when ask-

nodded his head reflectively. ‘“This is {news?

Your son holds out his hand nk.l.inj:’
forgiveness and peace. And, then, it!
is your duty to put aside hate “and |
bitterncss. Think of what our Lord
|
ed how many times we should forgive |
our fellow men: ‘Scventy times sev-|
en.” Think also oi the parable of the|

{ the meantime the farmer entered, too, | master and the servants, and how the {hissing over

master treated the servant who was|
hard towards his fellow-servant who |
was in his debt. And now Cod keep |
you all! He will find the way to set |
everything right.” !

Then, slipping the carving under his |
cloak, the son of St. Francis went on |
his way.

v * . L »

It was towards the end of, March. A
wondrous light and life flooded the
youhg earth, for spring had assumed
her sway over the land of Tyrol, and
the warm breath of the south wind
had melted the snow and ice from
the mountain sides and set free the
streams in the valleys. Fresh, soft
greens and many-hued blooms filled
the eye with delight and the nostrils
with sweetness.

In front of a little brown-shingled
house in St. Lorenzen, in the lovely
Pusterthal, a finch sang its gay song |
hidden in the white and pink frag-,
rance of a blossom-covered apple tree. '
His song along with the golden sun-|
shine streamed into the open wintlow |
of a modest little room. Here among |
finished and hali-finished figures and
pieces of carving and new desigus
young man, chiscl in hand, was work-
ing away at a block, bringing m;t!
more and more distinctly at every|
stroke the outlines of a human figure. |
The young artist was Franz Trauner, |
the son of the owner of the Wiedeck |
farm. His young wife Afra sat near |
him, her fine face a little paler {han]
usual. Lines of sorrow and sadness |
were about her mouth. Her hands,
though resting idly in her lap, held
some knitting. She sighed deeply and
her husband paused in his ‘work and
turned to her.

“Console thysell, Afra,” he said,
and gently stroked her soft hair.
“Death must come to us all, and we
can do nothing but accept it.”
“That is true; but father might per-
haps have lived longer if—'"  She
stopped, overcome by her emotions,
and Franz understood what she had
meant to say.

Eight days before the old artist
Nuwal, her father and Franz's teach-
er, had died. He had not been well
for a long time, but after the return
of his daughter from the Wiedeck farm
he had failed rapidly. Secret griel
and worry about the possible futyre
of his old child filled his heart and
sapped the little strength left him. A
single gleam of pleasure had ' come
through the gloom of the small - re-
maining margin of his life in the hon-
orable and flattering commission giv-
en to his pupil and son-in-law by the
Franciscans of Hall for the statues of
the Twelve Apostles. ¢

And Franz's work-loving hand was
even now busy at the execution of the
commission. The first figure of the
chief of the Apostles was growing out
of the block under his touch. He was
just about to begin his interrupted
work again when the face of Sarner-
:gs, the picture pedlar, whose house
w

|

a |

right near the Nuwal house, ap-
ed at the window.
“Trauner,” he said, ‘‘hast heard the
”

“What news?"’ asked Franz, raising

his curly head.

““Po-morrow the militia of Lorenzen
] 'm )

woman kept her word. As the fight
progressed her courage and calmness
scemed to increase rather than to
leave her. For hours she had stood
beside her husband behind a 'prul(-(-t»r
ing boulder loading his two rifles with
practised hand, he firing one while she
loaded the other. Many a shot came
the two or rebounded
from the rocks as a little message
from the enemy, but so far ~ neither
had suffered any harm.

Franz had just taken the loaded rifle
out of Afra’s hand. His sharp cyes
were trying to pierce the thick pow-
der smoke that hung over the enemy’s
ditches. In the , meantime Afya - was
preparing the-second rifle, She poured
powder out of the horh into the bar-
rel, put the ball and wad on top. and
rammed the whole down with the rod.*
While thus eecupied her' chance gaze
ran along the edge of the forest. Her
features stilfened ‘in sudden fright, her

eyes opened wide and her whole bhody
shook. ol

“Franz, Franz!” she called, shrilly.
“Look there! Look, -look! Come
quick! Yes, yes, it is he!”

And even while she was saying these

words she, scorning the danger, ran
out into the open field. 'There stood
a Tyrolese peasant in the costume of
the Unterinnthal. The poor man was
hard put against three French grena-
diers, who were making for him with
their bayouets. To be sure, he ' dis-
abled and knocked down one with a
thundering blow of his rifle butt. For
that, however, the other two knocked
him down. With the strength of de-
spair he grabbed the bhavonet that one
of them set against his breast and
tried to keep the murderous steel out
of his body. DBut the other’s bayonet
was ready to do the work alone
and even then the Tyrolese felt its
point piercing his heavy coat. Life
scemed but a matter of moments,
when a shot rang out right at hand,
and one of the soldiers fell.
The death of his two companions
maddened the remaining grepadier.
His flaming eye sought the new op-
pounent, and bebeld a woman threaten-
ing him with the buit of her raised
rifle. Like lightning his sabre flashed
out of its sheath, and, with an oath
at the ‘‘canaille,”’ he sprang towards
her and made 3 lunge at her side with
his weapon. Just as he struck her
another shot rang out, and he, too,
fell. For Franz had paid home swift-
ly the injury to his brave wile.

All these things had happened so
quickly that Franz hardly knew what
it all meant. Only now did his glance
fall upon the Unterinnthaler, who was
slowly gathering himself from the
ground and getting up. His face was
black with powder and perspiration.
Nevertheless Franz recognized him
with a sort of glad fear:

‘‘Heavens, father, art hurt?”’

“Yes, that 1 am; but ’tis a trifle.
First let us look after Afra. Me lat-
c'" g

Franz examined his wife’s wound.
Fortunately it was not severe. Father
and son raised the unconscious young
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Wiite for partioulars

woman and carried her to a nearbhy
farmhouse, whose white outlines were
seen through the trees.
“Father,” Franz related on the
way, ‘‘"twas Afra saw thee fitst. As
soon as she did, she ran with the
rifle, and before I really knew what
she wanted. I didn't think that thou
too, wast in the fight.”
“‘As if a Trauner could
home at such a time!’’ said the
man, in answer. ‘‘Art not here,
Franz?'’ he asked.
That was all that passed between
the two, but it was enough to bring
peace with it.
When Afra recovered after her long
unconsciousness she was astonished to
find herself in a bed and in care of
tender hands. Franz and his father
stood at her bedside. Every trace of
hardne$s had passed from the farm-
er’s face. His lips were silent, but
their trembling showed the deep emo-
tion with which he was struggling.
Suddenly, as if following 2 swift im-
pulse, he took, hold of his daughter-
in-law’s hand.
“Afra,” he said, unsteadily. *I
thank thee. Thou'll forgive me now?”
She replied with a happy smile and
a

stay at
old
too

a pressure of her hand. And strange
to say, at this

came over the old man and the tears
began rolling down his cheeks. After-

The above brands’
first-class dealers.

INDIA SPECIAL,

JUBILEE,

CROWN SPECIAL,
XXX PORTER and
HALF-AND-HALF.

can be had at all

THE DOMINION BREWERY G0, Limited

FMANUFACTURERS OF THE
CELEBRATED

White Label Ale E

Their other brands, which are very

r,
emlc‘n

ent ¢
Domestic
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EPPS'S CCCOA

An admirable foed, with all

i's natural

ualities intact,

fitted to build up and main-
tain robust health, and to
resist winter's extreme cold.

Sold in
‘ab:lled JAM
CO., Ltd,

b, tings,
8 EPFS &
omoeopathic

Chemists, London, England.

EPPS’S COCOA

GIVING STRENGTH & VIG OUR

-




