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WHY ARE Y OU UNHAPPY?DID you ever stop to consider the true answer
to the above question? If you attemipt to
tell me that you are flot unhappy, I will
m-erely rule your response out as boastful

and unfrank. 0f course, you are unhappy.ý You
mnay have lucid intervals. -Most of us do. They are
moments of forgetfulness. Some of us achieve
these rare and dreamlike periods of mental absten-
tion by drinking great draughts of music-or of
somiething more constantly on tap; and'others of
us attain to the sanie cloudland of calm by playing
golf or going hunting or Iosing money at "bridge,'"
or in somte fashion accumulating artificial troubles
which make us forget our real ones. But, barring
these lucid intervals, we are ail unhappy. And the
question before the House is-"Why are you un-
happy?

IKNOW perfectly well. It is of no use to shut
your closet door on your skeleton. I saw it,

while you had the door open a while ago, gloatingl
over it iu greedy and satisfying mnisery. So I wilI
teli you what it is. It is not the tooth-acbe; it is
the fear that that sensitive feeling in your tooth
means it is going to ache if you do flot ]et a
dentist hurt it first. There is your secret. It mnay
flot, of course, be a sensitive tooth that bothers you;
it may be only a sensitive batik account or a
"grumbling" investment or a job that seemns to be
getting loose."' But my point is that your bank

account is ail right to-day-your investment is not
yet lost-your job is stili there. In a word, you are
flot htirt yet, but are only going to be. Your tooth
does not actually ache.
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form of unhappiness that 1 know of. But, generally
speaking, the modemn man -and womian ought to'be
always happy, judged by standards -which once
governed happiness. But they are not happy. I
doubt if they are as happy as their careless, reckless,'hand-to-mouth ancestors who had so much trouble
that they did not permit it to trouble themn. But the
point I want to miake is that our'trouble is practi-
cally ail borrowed. It is not that we sufer-it is
only that we fear we may suifer.

W~f HO is it who said that a coward dies many
YVtimies, but a brave man only once. It is as

true as the verdict of a foot-rule. If we would
cease sifferinig the ills which we anticipate, 'and
which practically neyer comne, our sky would be
ever sunny. I do flot know whether I gave you

some time ago the testimony tf an old friend wlh9
told me that the things he dreaded neyer camet-
pass; but. that ail bis troubles f el on him out of a
clear sky. But, in any case, it is worth repeating.
His is the common experience. How often-oh,
how often-I bave permitted apprehensions of the
future to poison the joys of to-day; and, long before
the date of their possible fulfilment, I have seen
how impossible they always were. What this
generation wants is flot so much to, Jet the "dead
past bury its dead," as to let the "fool" future do
its own fool-killing. "Neyer trouble trouble tili
trouble troubles you." That is sound advice.

1D ON'T worry! I know that that is a littie like
advising a friend flot to take his money out

of a bank, on which there is a "run," when you have
no money in it to, take out. It is easy flot to worry
over other people's troubles. But-believe me l-
it is also quite easy to cuitivate a habit of not worry-
ing o ver your own which will save you from ail
minor misgivings so long as you are in good health.
Let your nervous system run down a bit; and, I
grant: you, it is impossible to prevent the most
ridiculous worries from putting pins in your pillow.
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B3reaking a B3lockade
Spring Freshet in hIe House of Commons, Lafely Our National Sanatorium

By JOHN MELVILLE

W E ow have upwards of 200l patients at the
Sanatorium on Parliamnent Hill. Many
of them are quite distinguished-; nlamcs
known from ocean to ocean.' Butthey've

ail got nerve trouble, wbich for conivenience' sake
we diagnose as par.iamnentary neuritis. Some have
insomnia. Some drop off to sleep right in their
chairs-poor dears! . They are ail subject to one
grand illusion, which is technicaîly known as Cana-
diana-Imperitis.

There have been synxptoms of the outbreak since
last November. But nobody ever dreamed it would
becomne an epidemic. Now for two weeks they've
aillhad it.

0f course, they don't ail stay at the sanatorium
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