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IS IT ENOUGH?

The world is trying an®experiment.
it is frying to conduct its daily life
qpstracted from  Love. . Love. stands
qside and watches. Trade has said its
grst word and its last word. Are you
atisfied? Do you feel as if you have

just return? As if all your sac-
and work and slavery has hag
just return? = You have the full

; { the profit u)stem I8 the
A unough; Does the retury of the

orofit svstem feed your spirit? You
ollected all that the world owes

But have you collected Love?
—Horace Traubel.

THE LANE.

far will you go with me, my“
ove?

» stile, or the bridge, or thel
at oak-tree?

is a lonely and fearsome

piace, |

i e’s no one journeying there |

but me. ;

|

led at the stile with a sueet
lisdain;

offed at the bridge and the
reat oak-tree; \
oked me full in the eyes and |
said.

| go to the end of the lane with |

oved her anew with a strange |
rce love,
gh as the stars and as deep as
» sea; |
Id share my heaven and share |
ny hell!
uld go to the end of the lane !
1. me.
—Richard Wightman.

SAW TWO CLOUDS.

two clouds at morning,
ged by the rising sun,
the dawn they floated on,
mingled into one;
thought that morning cloud
lessed,
ved so sweetly to the west.

two summer currents
w smoothly to their meeting,

join in their course, with silent |

pe u 2ch other greeting;

Hu ir course through banks !
green,

dimpling eddies played between.

was |
| And her heart and her life, that were

|
"When love shines on

And he made yu

.+ ~Wwouldn’t be caught

And ®et pe wanted to ‘do what he
And he thought and h

ought,
and he thought

A little maid s
thought—

And. she made u
P her
wouldn’t be caught; oo
And yet she w

ought:

And ghe thought a
n
and she th ; She

A bachelor sat a ir—,
ey in chair—and he

And a little maid sat b
she ought—

or, alas! they for
ing caught, got about not be-
But they thought—
And they thought—
And they thought,

SOME OPINIONS.

No man ever lived a right life who
had not been chastened by a woman’s
love, strengthened by her courage, and
guided by her discretion,

e thought,

at in her chair—and she

thought,

¥ him—just as

—Ruskin.

A foolish world is prone to laugh

in public at what in private it renders

as one of the highest impulses of our

nature; namely, Love.

—Longfellow.

If you are not ready to go to a des-

ert island with the man of your choice,
then there is something wrong.

—Katherine Burrill.

All the strength, and all the arts of

men, are measured by, and founded |
i upon, their reverence for the passion, '
{ and their guardianship of the purity,
{ of Love.

—Ruskin. |

THE CHANGE.

| Have you ever noticed the change it

makes
In a woman’s face

cold and dull

And slightly inclined to common-
place,

them? How
there breaks

Over her nature a wave of gold,

| Bringing out beauty unknown before, !
Mellowing, widening more and more, |

Lifting her up till her eyes behold
Ever new blooms for her hands to call, |

| So ‘she and her life grow beautiful?

be vour gentle motion,
fe's last pulse shall beat;
summer’s beam @and summer’s |
t on, in” joy, to meet
sea, where storms shall|

r sky, where all is peace.

|
—Brainard. |
! cloud.

{ star.

MUSIC.

sic! Thou (of Beauty born)
erald of an age to be,
word shall give place to peace,
ulrthSS unto harmony!

lusic! Thou (the voice of Love)
il canst sympathy impart,

hast a note for every nerve

centres in the human heart.

nd the task, oh Music! that
knowledge, Love znd thou wert
given,
this sorrcw-stricken -earth
ght and beautiful as Heaven!
Fred B. Wood.

- |

}the mother of art;

?and light of every heart;

{ immortality.

SILENT LOVE. .

I love not, 'cause 1 do not play

with your curls, and Kiss the,
* away.

me, too, because I cant

sport to please those babies in
I eyves.

's Religion, 1 must here con-
it.
st T love when I the least ex-
press 1[
griefs find tongues, full casks
ever found
ve (if any, vet) but little sound.

vaters noiseless are, and this we
Know,
it chiding streams betray
ae w'h below; _
'n love speechlese 1s, she dothi
Xpress
.'prh in love and that depth bot- |
_ tomless. b
NOW since my love is
know me such
speak but little ’cause I love so
much,

small

i
tongueless,

—Robert Herrick.

SONNET.

Trust me, 1 have not earned your dear

rebuke,
| love as you would have me, God
the most;
Would love not you, but Him, must.
one be lost,
Nor with Lot's wife cast back 2 fgith-
less look,
Unready to- forego what I forsook,
This say I, having counted up the
cost;
This, though I be the feeblest of
God’s host;
The sorriest sheep Chr!st shet'h(“‘ds
with His crook, I
Yet while I love my God the most,
deem Cah
Tlxat 1 can never love you oVt
love Him more, o let me W’
too.
Yea, as I -appr

I cannot love you if I lGW
I cannot love Him if T 1o

O, there’s never a woman, east or
west,
But must live in Love’s gunshine
To live hér best.
» —Clara Bronson.

LOVE.

Love is the only bow on life’s dark |

It is the morning and evening

its radiance on the quiet tomb. It is
inspirer of poet,
| patriot and philosopher. It is the air
every home; Kkindler of every fire on
the hearth; it was the first dress of
It fills the world with
melody, for music is the voice of love.
Love is the magician, the enchanter

that .charges worthless things to joy |

and makes right royal queens and
kings of common clay. It is the per-
fume of that wonderful flower,
heart, and without that sacred pas-
sion, that divine swoon, we are less
than beasts, but with it—earth is
Heaven and we are gods.

—Robert G. Ingersoll.

A REVERIE.

It was only a winsorthe way she had,
As there in the twilight gray
She smiled on me till my heart was
glad,
In the glad, old-fashioned way;
And fainter far than echoes-are
Was the touch of a tremulous tone
That round me fell with the magic
pell
Of a hand that clasped my own.

The rough old river, close to our fect,
Ran on with curve and fret
As our love omce ran on its way to

meet
And be lost in a vain regret;

‘ My darkened room shook out its gloom

Into folds of a fair delight,

| Till overhead was canopied

By only the ‘stars of night.

She flung me a shred of broken song,
Raveled from the’ uniest
That ﬂutters where taith -has suffer-

ed w
From dqubts in the human breast;
And here and" ‘theré and .everywhere

The world bent down to wait,

the' gign. of a form divine
wﬁgdmt%e click of 'a. éuttage gate.

Ah! Fate, you cannot hide her face

d fairy form from me! .
FoArnthe soul is careless of “time and

: . Space .o
And mfétér of things to be;

And while you would have ‘my spxrit

sad
‘Ag I sit in the twilight gray,
Shﬁ'smlles on me till my heart is glad
In the glad, old-fashioned way.

P his mind that he |

anted to do what ghe ;

It shines on the babe and sheds |

builder of |

the |

’I‘o a.dore thee is my duty,
.g Goddess o’ this soul o’ mine!

‘? Lovely wee thing, wert thou lgine,

s wad wear thee in my bosom,

Lest my jewel I should tine,
—Robert Burns,

'-MY TRUE-LOVE HATH
MY HEART.

My true-love hath my heart, and I
have his,

By ju,;t e‘{change one to,.the other

I hold Hhis dear and mme he cannot
migs,

There' tevar Wag a better bargain
driven'

My true- love hath my heart, and Ij
have ‘his.

His heart in me keeps him ahd me in
one;
My heart in him his thought and
senses guides;
He loves my heart, for once it was
his own
I cherish hlS because in me it bides:
My true-love hath my heart,
have his.

.  BELIEVE ME.

Believe me, if all those
young charms
Which I gaze on so fondly to- da\
Were to change by to-morrow,
fleet in my arms,
Like fairy:gifts fadmg away,
Thou would’st still be adored, as this |
moment ‘thou art,
Let thy loveliness fade as it will;
And around the dear
of my heart
Would entwine itself verdantly still.

nnie wee thing, cannie wee thing,

and I;

—Sir Philip Sidney. |

endearing

and |

ruin each \HSh‘

It is not while beauty and youth are
thine own,

And thy cheeks unprofaned by a

tea
That the ferVOr a.nd !aith of a soul ca.n
be known,
To which Tlme will but make tbee
more dear;

_never forgets
But as truly. loves on to the close,
As the sunflower turns on her gnd
when he sets,
The same look Wwhich she
when he rose.

turned

=T, ’Mooré.

e

LIFE'S GIFTS.

} ! When I grow gray and men shall say
to me,

| “What was the worth of living, truly

told?

Lo! thou hast lived thy life out; thou

‘ art old;

{ Thou hast gathered fruit from many
a green-leaved tree,

And kissed Love’s lips by many a
summer sea,

And twined soft hands
shining gold,

But all thy days are dead days now,
behold!

Life passes onward,—what is life to

| thee?”

Then will I answer,—as thy gracious
eyes,

| Love, gleam upon me from dim far-

‘ off skies—

| “Life had its endless, deathless charm,
—and still |

That charm weaves rapture round
me at my will,

| Life has its glory,~for I have seen

thee;

i And roses, and June sunsets,—and the
sea.

in locks of

—George Barlow.

HAPPINESS:
Man’s View and Woman’s.

(Bibby's Annual.)

{- She: I wonder
| right!

; He: You need not. I am right this
{ time. Life takes much away; but she

gives fair value in exchange.

among rational folk.
She: Abh,
[ are a man.
| be no compensations for
her youth.
He:: There can be, and there are.
{ The art of growing old beautifully is

i a great and difficult one; but it is not |
And |

| beyond the compzss of mortality.

| sex does not enter into the problem.

She:

| tifully when old age is only
| name for the loss of beauty?

He: A common fallacy which ev-

ery artist -worthy of the name would |

i certainly repudiate.
| cussing prettiness but beauty,
the two qualities are not merely
tinct but ineompatible.

She: Surely
differs only in degree from what we
| eall prettiness?

He: On the contrary,

and

the

reccncilable. Ugliness itself has

the
show of

smooth
For beauty
spiritual ncbility;
ugliness often conveys a hint of the
heroje. Tell an artist that his
ture is “very pretty’ and you have
made an enemy for life; tell him that
you think it ugly and he will forgive
your lack of understanding.. When
women renounce emulation of the
chocolate-box leer and the patent-
medicine simper they will all become
beautiful and happy.

She: Happy, too? Surely : in  re=
gard to ha])p'iness we are entirely at
the mercy of circumstance. We at-
tain to it or we do not attain to it;
that is all there is to said about it.

He:. I hold, .on the contrary, that
it comes to all who know how to
command it. £ That is to say, to all
who live, and to none who merely
vegetate.

‘She®
for happiness and
agree with you.

He: I have no objection. For, of
course, only those who are willing to
suffer deserve or n:ed expect to be
happy.

She:
that you considered happiness

suffering identical.
He: I won't go quite so far as
that. They often co-exist and blend

inseparably, especially where their
| higher, ’more spiritual, forms are
{ concerned. -On the other hand, there
'are degrees and forms of suffering
which, for the time being, monopolise
consciousness. But these are ex-
treme- and exceptional cases. Physi-

insignificance of
is the outward

Substitute the wdrd suffering
I should entircly

One ‘would almost suppose
and

tain point, becomes destructive, and
is obviously to be avoided as a waste-

has, no doubt, its compensations
‘She: (‘ompensations' Compensa-
tions! I am tired of the word. . Of
course I read Emersons Essay in my
giﬂbood ‘and admired it, as all young
‘people do. But as one gets ‘Qlder one

négiis to, mifstrust these apologies for,

the ugly facts,  of ' existence. And
then, I am a woman, and all women
rewlisw at heart To -us  happi-

which of us is

As to |
| that there can surely be no question |

vou say that because you !
To a woman there can |
the loss of |

How can one grow old beau- |
another |

We are net dis- |
dis- |
what we call beauty |
differ- |
ence between them is absolute and ir- |

more in common with beauty than the |
pretty. {

and what we call

pic- |

cal suffering, carried beyond a’ cer-

ful form of expéerience, But even thaf

| fering, And we
 hate the: other.

He: And yet you have a talent for
suffering which far excels ours; and
what we have a gift for we can't but
cnjoy doing.

She: Another paradox! No, I re-
fuse to accept your philosophy. It
| is a gosvel of indifference. Even you
{ have admitted the existence of unmix-

want the one, and

| ed suffering.
| He: Did I
| sure that I
| let that pass:
She: Well, at any rate, you admit-
ted that some suffering excludes the
| possibility of simultaneous happiness.
But T-maintain that your-whole view
is morbid . and mischievous. Happi-
ness and misery are -not one and the
lsame, but contradictory conditions.
If the world is to be in any.way.im-
| proved we must strive after the cne

admit that? 1 am not
really believe in it; but

{ end avoid the other. ’ :

He: Oh, as to that T agree with
of course. All depends, though
cn the spirit in which we conduct the
| etruggle. We must not be mere pot-
| hunters, but genuine athletes. We
must value the race for its own sake,
| not for that of the prize.

She: Personally I want the
very much, and consider it
worth having.

He: Yes,
race, though
| prize.

She: Do the losers enjoy a race?
I very much doubt it. You forget
that the prize of our race was.to be
happiness. So if there can only be
cne winner

He: No, in my race there is-a con-
solation prize for all genuine athletes.

She: Oh, you men! you idealists!
Black shall be white, and white shall
be black; and nothing really matters!
What dreamers you are; and what
_children!

He: Yes; are we
! you mind so much—if
happy?

She: I do mind, because, by your
own showing, it also keeps you (and
us, who strongly object) unhappy.

He: Suppose now that we make
some attempt to define our. terms.
What do vou understand by the word
happiness?

She: What ean be easier? I un-
derstand having what I want, doing
what I like, being with the person 1
love.

He: And if all these conditions
were fulfilled how long do you sup-

pose that they would keep you hap-
py?
She: As long as they continued.

How otherwise?

He: Because by secmity of. pos-
session they would inevitably become
a mere matter of course. The moment
you . have what you want you cease
to want it. The moment you begin
to do what you like you hegin to hate
doing it. ~The person you love best
to-day may have to take a back seat
in your affections to-morrow|. Your
definition- of hagpiness is not a wise
one. Tt places’ lt?and yaﬁ entirq?ly -at
the mercy of c1rcumsmnce

She+ ‘How then do you propose to
amend it? The fa.ult4 if anx is mot
in my definition, but in “the nature of
'the thing' defined, and ‘of “thifigs: in
.general,

o . He: Ah. that is

we differ.
your definition.
not a mere possessiun;

tyeu,

prize
quite

the
win the

but all may enjoy
only one . may

not? But need
it keeps us

Happiness ia an art,
It is the art

No, the ‘Heart that has iruly loved :

of valuing what you have, of liking| -
: 4 % % T % St 7
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MONTREAL,

what you must do, of loving
with whom you must live.

She: An art of slavery and stagna-
tion! Or, at all events, a narrow and
limiting conception. of human activity.
To value what one has may be right
as far as it goes, but it seems to me
ignoble tc rest content in a state of
privation and penury. To make the
best of uncongenial work is one
thing; to decline to keep a sharp
look-out for every opportunity of ex-
changing it for work that one prefers
is quite another. As to your last re-
quirement, I refuse to take it serious-
ly. Those with whom one has to live
have claims upon one, certainly; but
love is not among them. Love never
has been and never can be subject to | the case of men of action, it is barely
the will. It comes or goes unbidden. visible to contemporaries; and even
I confess that we women are adeapts | the men of action are never so happy
in the art of counterfeit where love | as they appear.
is concerned. We can command the She: There is only too much truth
semblance but never the-reality. And | in what you say; but I deduce from it
the same can be said about happi- | a very different moral. If the great
ness. { men of the past have largely failed—

He: You must not interpret it too | and the great women: don’t forget
literally. 1 cannot go all the way|Joan of Arc's fate—that does not
with Epictetus or Marcus Aurelius. 1| prove to my satisfaction that it need
admire and sympathize with their | always be so. For civilization has
ideal, but I do not fully share it. hitherto been merely tentative: it is

She: Pray have compassion on my | only now with ‘the advent of machine
feminine ignorance and tell me what | power that the final conquest of Na-
heir ideal was. {ture and the possibility of wealth

He: It was much the same as what | for all become practicable
Nietzsche calls Amor: Fati. Epictetus aims. We are entering upon a new
says, for example, “Seek not to have | era—upon that surely all thinkers
things happen as you choose them |are agreed—and who shall set
but rather choose them to happen as i bounds to the change it bring
they do.” The counsel of the Emper- { about in the average destinies of
or is almost identical with that of the l mankind? Under these new condi-
slave: “Put yourself frankly. into|tions the happiness that accompanies
the hands of TFate” 'said Aurelius, | and arises out of success, hitherto
“*and let her s»nin you out what for- ‘ barely possible to exceptional indi-
tune she pleases.” He goes on to say viduals, may well become attainable
that the moment we refuse to imagine by many, if not indeed by all.
ourselves hurt or :t;:grie\‘ed we be- | He:
come impregnable. ~Suppcse that our
lesh be hacked, burnt, putrefied, or

those | lives of those whom we are in the

{ habit of regarding as the most sue-
cessful individuals. Consider espec-
ially the circumstances under which
those lives have come to an end. Mo-
zart bankrupt, Beethoven broken-
hearted, Shelley drowned almost be-
fore the prime of life had begun, Cae-
sar stabbed by his bosom friend, Wil-
liam the Silent assassinated, Napol-
eon exiled; and abandoned even by
his wife. Dazzled by the fame of such
men, we are prcne to forget the ruin-
ous price at which it was bought. To
identify happiness with Success can
only result in pessimism, seeing that
the highest success is almost invari-
ably a posthumous result. Except in

have

may

You havé ‘made out a strong
| case, ‘.n(l I congratulate you upon
| your optnmen‘~01 should I say
mortified, such things may happen. to | meliorism? But you have omitted
anybody—to the best or the worst of | to take human nature fully into ac-
mankind—and cannot, therefore, b<’;oount. As fast as we supply the
ged or evil in themselves. The uni- | cravings of humanity upon a lower
verse as a whole is incapable of in- | level, they are intensified in relation
‘]'ur,\': and we must make its |lOillt;to higher ones. Those cravings are
of view .our own. [in essence insatiable, being the

She: What sublime folly! And |pledge of our potential infinitude. The
do you agree that, because it may | great souls are precisely those which
happen to anybody. good or bad, to| are agonized by those higher crav-
be tortured or mutiliated, such things | ings to which mediocre souls are
are neitker gocd nor bad in them- | still unawakened. No exceptional in-
selves? dividual has ever escaped, or

He: No, but I do think that the| even have chosen to escape, crucifix-

{ distinction.

would |

He: I did not say sublimated
nwn)-—merelv sublimated.
She I am glad you recognize t!m
It is vital to my point of
view, which 'is that heaven is to Be
brought down "to..earth, not earned
by ' its renunciation.~ No doubt you
are quite right in anticipating that
the growth. of human. desires will
constantly outstrip our power of re-
moving the obstacles to their fulfil-
ment, since it ensures the continuous
renewal of ~that state of emotional
tension upon which vou make the de-
velopment of the will depend. :

He: Quite so! 1t seems, then, thqt
we have reached something very like

agreement.  We are agreed that pain,
Which is only another fiame for the

emotional tension you speak of, is‘a
necessary condition for the attain-
ment of any happiness worthy of the

name. We are agreed that happiness
is not something complete and ulti-
mate, but merely a resting place from
which to set out in pursuit of some
higher and more difficult form af
achievement. That being so, I do
not see that our points of view are
in any way incompatible.

She: But why am 1 irrational in
believing that happiness may just as
well come to us easily and spontane-
ously as by sweat and anguish? As
a free gift, not a mere good-conduct
prize. All the best things in life ap-
pear to me apt to come as free gifts.
They are like the sun that shines as
well on the just as on the unjust.
Or they should be so; and, no doubt,
some day will be so.

He: And in the meantime?

She: In the mean time we must
make the best of life in a world that
does not believe in happiness, and
consequently makes its attainment by
those who do well-nigh impossible.

He: And how are we to do that?

She: By resolutely refusing to ad-
mit the word impossible to our voeca-
bulary, or to entertain the- possibility
of defeat or failure. We must will
success whole-heartedly and unreser-
vedly. To do less is to court defeat
in advance, and so to deserve it.

He: Have it your own way! The
last word is your inalienable prero-
gative. And, besides, I suspect—and
also hope—that you are about right
in your view of happiness, and that
I am quite wrong about it.
B3ut look! the cruiser we saw
this morning is on her
moorings; the sun is not
horizon; and the breeze
a distinet foretaste of
Shall we follow the eruis-

start-
ing out way
back to her
far from the
up here has
night in it.
er's example?
She: Well.
we must. Men
creatures'!—Though
generous impulses.
hands then. Thanks! I am
quite at your service.
—Charles J.

if we must,
such restless
not devoid. . of
l.end me your

are

Whitby, M.D.

Magic “Nerviline Cures.
Toothache Earache,

IT RELIEVES EVERY EXTERNAL
PAIN.

| Cures Colds, Coughs, Sore Throat
Tight Chest and Hoarseness,

It's when sickness come at night,

spirit in which 'we undergo ‘them can | jon.
mitigate the worst evils in a mzn'\'cl-’
lous way.

She: That is either a truism or a

sophistry, I am not certain 3 ¢ . :
Ay He: Unmixed happiness—yves; for
Probably it is both.

[ do not believe in its existence. Ec-
He: 1 gather that yvou do not be- | T
leive that unjust suffering can Dbe| 5 &
2 has always an undertone of pain.
zood for the soul? { % : i i
¥ She: 1 will test the sincerity of
She: As to that T don’'t know—on 2 G
., | your asceticism. I know that you
greatly care; but I do know that it|° . | 2
/ : 3 | wish me well, and T will accept your
would not be good feor mine. P i :
* . ., | wishes on my behalf as a true crit-
He: Surely the ccnsensus of the ; i 2
% ; | erion of your summum honum. Would
world's best minds all through the : S S
_ g g o _{ you deny me the joy of having?
ages is dead against you there. Study |
X . | fore you answer, please reflect that
the ‘lives of great men and :
I am a woman, and that is as much

women, |

ind, if you can, a single one who

s e, € & as to say-that what I want I want
t very badly.

has escaped martyrdom.

She: That proves the cruelty of
the werld to its benefactors, but it
does not cenvince me of the utility of
martyrdom:.

He: How can strength be develop-
ed  ‘or manifested otherwise than by
the strife against obstacles?

She: By their conquest and re-
moval. Your idea of a hero is that
of one who is slain while in the act
of leading a forlorn hope; mine is
that of a conqueror who lives to wear
the crown of laurels, and to fight

wnother day.
He: But it has often been said—

and i§ there not only too much truth

in the saying?that failure s the

finiversal destiny of mankind. - Con-
sider again what you know . of the

It ‘Pays To Use—

She:
| ed that

; | main
which. |

I see that you are determin-
happineess shall be and re-
unattainable.

the way— is generally suspect. Still,
I think your question is a fair one. 1
| would certainly not deny you the joy
of having—in the end; but I should
be inclined to keep you
long enough to test the ' finality of
vour desire and to spiritualize it by
the sublimation - of its grosses ele-
ments. The chief use of desire is to
teach us how to will; and in the tri-
umph of will the joy of being, having,
and doing are blended into one,

She: You are not altogether so

ruthless as I feared, then; since vou

do not altogether ‘deny me satisfac-
tion, but only wish, rather unkindly
to defer it. But it is as well that
you should know that I strongly dis-
like being kent in suspense, and
should certainly resent it. And pray,
what right have you to assume that
my deésire will.in the first place have
any ‘“grosser elements” that need
sublimation?

He: If it had none it would not: be
a desire as T understand the term,
any more than a soul without a body
would be a human being in the usual
acceptation of the term. To attribute
those grosser elements to a desire is
no more a reproach to it than to at-
tribute & body to a man or woman.

She: But to wish them sublima-
ted away seems -rather like wishing
that a friend may die of consumption
in order to get quickly to heaven.

FOx RE
HiGHesT QUA\.\"
PRICES ON APPLICATION

‘n. T. HOLMAN, LIMITED
' ) -cANADA

the highest form of happinsss, |

Beé- |

He: The argumentum ad homin- |
em—in this case it is ad feminam, by |
| the minor

in suspense |

| wken you are far from the druggist
[ or the doctor, that’s when you mneed
| Nerviline most. Experienced mothers
| are never without it. One of the
Tchildr{n may have toothache. With-
| out Nerviline—a sleepless night for
the entire household. With Nerviliae
the pain is' relieved quickly. It may
be earache, perhaps a stiff neck, or
one of the kiddies coughing with a
bad chest coid. Nothing ¢an give
quicker results than vigorous rubbing
with this old-time faniily remedy.

Nerviline is too useful, too valuable
to be without. For lumbago, lame
back, sciatica or neuralgia there is no
liniment with half of Nerviline’s pow-
er to penetrate and ease the pain.

As a family safeguard, as some-
thing to ward off sickness and to cure
ills that will cccur
every family, to cure pain anywhere,
you can find nothing to compare wich
old-time Nerviline, which for forty
vears has been the most widely used
family remedy in the Dominion. The
most economical size is the large Sie.
family size bottle, small trial size 25c.

A]l dealers sell Nerviline.

AN APOLOGY.—I do hereby certify
that 1 wish to make an apology for a

false report which I circulated con=

cerning the character of Miss Gert-

rude Saint, of 68 New Gower Street,
St. John'’s, Nfld. CHARLES ROGERS,
88 George Street. g
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