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through acute diesase or by reason of continued ill
health (from whatever cause) the best “‘builder”
available ro the suflerer—young or old—is **Maltine
with Cod Liver Oil.” In this unique preparation is
comprised every principle necessary to restore the
wasted frame to the fulness of health. It is a brain
and nerve food of inestimable value, a powerful di-
gestant and assimilator of food, a *‘tissue-builder”
and “‘bone-former.” It is delicious as honey, and
acceptable to the patient.  One ot England's great-
est physicians (Dr. Fothergill) says:—*There is no
remedy that can take the place of Maltine in cases
of Debility and Nervous Prostration,”

send to the nearest Express Office - CHARGES PAID—on receipt
of price, viz., $1.00 per bottle,
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glst is established we will

When the System is Run Down The Dowd

Milling Co.

(LIMITED)

Quyon Que.

Manufacturers of the following

brands of Flour:

Patent Hungarian, Strong

Bakers, Lilly and High
Loaf, IMatchless Buck-
wheat Flour.

| Royal Seal Rolled ©®atsand

|

ot

©atmeal Bran, Shorts,
Provender. Always the
best try them,

tawa Warehouse, 319 Sparks St

PHONE 1863,

THE DOUBTING HEART.

BY ADELAIDE ANNE PROCTOR.

Where are the swallows fled ?
Frozen and dead
Perchance upon some bleak siorm y shore.
O doubting heart !
Far over purple seas
They wait in sunny ease,
The balmy southern breeze,
To bring them to their home once more.

Why must the flowers die?
Prisoned they lie
In the cold tomb, heedless of tears or rain.
O doubting heart !
They only sleep below
The soft white ermine snow
While winter winds shall blow,
To breathe and smilg upon you soon again.

The sun has hid its rays
These many days ;
Will dreary hours never leave the earth ?
O doubting heart !
The stormy clouds on high,
Veil the same sunny sky
That soon, for spring i: nigh,
Shall wake the summer into golden mirth.

Fair hope is dead, and light
1s quenched in night :
What sound can break the silence of despair ?
O doubting heart !
The sky is overcast,
Yet stars shall rise at last,
Brighter for darkness past,
And angels’ silver voices stir-the air.




