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PAIN KILLER,

Jirst sold in 1840, has proved itself
of more general usefulness than any
other medicinal preparation.

/[t s just the thing needed so
many times in the home, when
travelling, and wé«:wa_ hunting or
Jishing.

Keep it handy for wuse in case of
accidents or sudden tllness.

Use it once.

It makes friemnds and retains
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Pain-Killer was a gallant Knight
By brizands fierce beset,
Quoth lusliy leader, *° By our might,
But here's a foe well met ;
L3
Iff vou'd your fame retain, you must
My goodly fellows best
In whatsoever mode of thrust
Their pleasure may suggest.”







Then up spake Senor Croup, a churl
Bedecked with children’s scalps,

“Upon my javelin's point 1'll hurl

: This bumpkin high as Alps.”

Pain-Killer set his lance, they met
With mingled crash and whoop,

And straichtway in the dust was set
The corpse of Senor Croup.






“*Now, by our halidome!” quoth one,
Don Rheumatism by name,

““By battle-axe thou’lt be undone ;
Thro' this good weapon's fame!”

“Quick to the test”, Pain-Killer said,
The steeds were urged anew,

And lo! Don Rheumatism's head
Was cloven guite in two.



[ N many districts where Fever and

Ague prevails, the efficacy of

PAIN KILLER

zs well known.
If you suffer from this complaint,
get a bottle of Pain Killer right

off.
Read the directions mref#l[y ;

follow them, and you will find it
well cure most obstinate cases.

It has domne so thousands of times

stnce 1840.



I'hen came Count Feveranague forth
All tremulous with rage,

He looked him South, he looked him North
And said, ““I give thee gage

)f battle ; draw thy vaunted sword!"
Pain-Killer grasped his blade,

And soon, as with an auger bored,
His foe before him laid.



“Are we all slaves P’ another spake
In spiral sort of purr,

“ At hip and toss I'll make thee quake,
I'm Gen’'ral Colic, Sir !

“ You'll never get the inside hold
On me ", Pain-Killer said,

And giving him a grape-vine fold
He tossed him heels o’er head.






Then Lord Lumbago, hung with packs
Of reeking alabaster—
Or cuticle—pared off of backs
By Senor Porousplaster,
Put up his hands for fistic test,
Onut struck Sir Knight Pain-Killer,
And Lord Lumbago sank to rest
Like some crushed caterpillar.
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Now came the rabble, swordsmen Gout,
Neuralgia and Catarrh, g '
“Have at thee !’ was their lusty shout, =
“Thy corpse with wounds we'll scar!
With stab and lunge they could not foil
Pain-Killer thrust them thro’,
Then standing on the blood-red soil
He turned their leader to—
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