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'Music's Re-Creation is a new art,
known only to Thomas A. Edison and
his trusted 'assistants. The word Re-
Creation (acécent on the first syllable)
has been adopted by mnu sic critics to
designate the perfect musical resuit
accomplished by Thomas A. Edison's
latest and perhaps most wonderful in-

vention.

NEW [DIS ON
T FIlS new instrument Re-Creates every voice

Aand evei4 foi-m of music with such literai per-
>fectioni that the Re-Creation cannet be cistinguished

tram the origiîial Performance when heard ini direct
comparison.

in This astounding test has been successfully made
ina4 of the principal cihies of the United States, and»the- music, critics of America's Ieading newspapers

<concede freely i the columns of their own papeýs
that Edison's Re'-Creation of speech, song and music'
ar2 Îndisfinguishable from the oignàj.

Do yau want te know more about Edieon's new
art? If so, send te us for a copy af the brochure,
"Music's Re-Creation;" aûlso ask for a booklet
containing excerpts from nerwspaper comment on
this new musical art.
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WHEN A MAN STËOPS
DRINKING.

this tirne k held fort y hurnan beings,
packed and crowded and sq ueezed in. The
door was -Iocked and away we went-
drunken men, Chinarnen, negroes, a ragged
underworld moh, and surely such a fouI-
srnelling aggregatîoiù of supposedly human
beîngs were neyer before huddled ta-
gether. On arriving at the prison our
names, ages and occupations were taken;
a bath and shave followed and, with a suit
of prison clothes on, we were marched to
our home-a ceil.

From that hour I was plunged into a
profound, persistent meIanchol~ It was,
as though the whole fabric of lifehad sud-
denly toppled over and crushed down upon
mybrain. As I peered through the bars

an awful loneiness camne over me. 1 was
sober at last. 1 felt such a horror atbeing shut out from the world that 1determined I would neyer toucli another
drop of strong drink. From that
minute my coming back started. I arn asfirmn as the Rock of Gibraltar that 1 have
had "My Last Drink."

There was no dawn of hopefulness that Icauld map out. The shadows of life were
len hening and growing thinr.er. Time
andage were relentlessly creeping on'$and iii health, a legacy fi-rn drink, werefacts whirling through my. brain Wfth
lightning rapidity.

life. There was nothing in the past tawhich I could turn. ,I must begin life
over again. I flung myself on mycellcot
and wîth closed eyes saw my past go round
and round like the hands of a clock. MYgrief and trouble were borne:in sience.
The terrible stillness was worse than
death itself. I was stunned. The path
1 had travelled had corne to an end. 1could not rid myself of its mernory. Here
I was-a convict. For. what? For at-
tempting ta secure maney in an illegitimate
way ta appease my insatiable desire for
drink.

This same place is yawning for every
drinking man. No man wha flirts wîtl
alcohol is immune frian the path I fol-lowed and the end Ifound. lThecock ai
human life is set at a definite point. Thependulum will, same day, swing the ather
way, either for better or worse, and always
for worse for the drinking ma.

Com~ing baclc after you have dropped tethe bottoým is a slow, wearis;ome journey-
One hardly knows whicli way to tura £Orwhat ta do. Friends and acquaintances
have lest confidence in you, emiployers are
chary about giving emnplaymient, and 1founâ mnyself at the bottomi of the ladder
of life. With credît, reputation, and
standing absaluteîy gene; the otok

wa need discouraging.
I soon disýovered it was a pretty goodworld after ail, for I fourmd many loyalfriends, and quickly, too.
As soon as I coýnvinced tlhese friends thatI had taken "MIy Last Drink," there wasnothiný^sparerj ta encouagae me in every
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