| GetThis Set of Three
Calendars Free

. These beautiful calendars are
4 jdeal decorations for your
boudoir, library or den. They
are printed in soft, artistic
colors on heavy art paper,
(Size 4% by 10)
Kindly send 5c to cover wrapping
and mailing.

Gouraud’s
Oriental Cream

The ideal liquid face powder
has been the favorite on two
Continents for mnearly three
quarters of a century. <

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, Props.
474 St. Paul Street, Montreal

No more em-
barrassment
and disagree-
ableness of be-
ing pl
. ina perplex-
»‘Q‘. ingsituation
caused by
excessive per-
spiration—

hWhen you
throw away
those unsanitary dress shields and use

NO-MO-ODO

TOILET WATER

Is restores the skin glands to their na-
tural condition, causing the secretions to
become normal. NO-MO-ODO is a per-
fectly harmless antiseptic, and does not
retard the natural action of the skin pores.
It soothes and cools the sensitive glands,
keeping the arm-pits dry, making dress
shields absolutely unnecessary.

Order a Bottle To-Day
If your D i
¢ write )I'.lg Jlrecz?gg:lgaic:: nSo()"c. !::g 1v¥ve yv?r:ii
send you, postpaid, a full-sized bottle.
Manufactured by
WM. H. LEE, Druggist
Dept. EEW. TORONTO, ONT.

As Fair as a Lily

Have you those youthful roses on your
cheek? And have those lines and wrinkles
been removed?,

Princess Skin Food

Transforms soft, flabby muscles into good
firm flesh. It feeds the understructure of the
skin and nourishes the hollow face and neck
just as good foods nourish the system and
build it up.—

o + Enclosing 5c. for postage
M and packing, and we will

send you a generous sample bo» of Princess
Skin Food,together with our New Beauty book,
describing our method of removing superflu-
ous hair by electrolysis, and containing many
hints on the care of the hair and complexion.

Address, —
HISCOTT INSTITUTE
63 College St. Toronto, Ont.

COUPON
Please send me fample of Princess Skin Food.
enclose 5¢. for postage etc

NOMO ..ccunnvurnaaasasnannsnnnnaan
Adares
Drugglet 8 NAME . ......oooronrememmmmaramaannanes
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BY JOSEPH KRAUSKOPF, D.D.

artist of 'Montreal. Pinned to his waistcoat was a little note, containing

THE press of a fortnight ago told of a suicide by a young and promising
the words: .‘‘Life is a rarebit dream. Ha, ha! Such a funny dream! But

’

enoug’t! I am ready to awake to something less ridiculous.’

Many who have read this bit of telegraphic news probably dismissed it from
their thoughts with some such words as *‘Small loss; the world is well rid of
him, and would be better off if more like him would follow his example.”

I read the item
of news a second and a third time, and every re-reading seemed to tell a
I seemed to read of a disheartened struggler,
of one who sank exhausted under the cruel blows of an adverse fate, of one

Others, like myself, probably felt deep pity for the departed.
different and a sadder story.

who had long and vainly yearned for a word of cheer
and encouragement, of one, who, comparing a one-time
loving home—a fond and caressing mother, a self-sacri-
ficing father, a tender, affectionate sister—with his °
present environment—a cold, selfish, grasping world,
whose only god is mammon and its only altar success—
and, not knowing how to commercialize his art, how to
crowd himself into circles where he was not sought,
or, too proud to force, by brazenry, a recognition that
was denied to merit, preferred *‘to shuffle off his mortal
c;_)ill’.'f and to have done forever with the tragic farce
of life.

Perhaps all this sympathy was wasted. Perhaps he
merited no better fate. Perhaps lovelessness and sel-
fishness were all on his side. Perhaps it was he who,
having no love in his heart, no cheer in his eye, no word
of kindness on his lips, repelled the world, froze its
cheer, killed its joy. Perhaps, having cloyed his
appetites with bestial sensuality and finding no longer
gratification in riotousness, he made a speedy end to a
wasted life.

To me, however, the first conjecture seemed the
more likely. Many and varied experiences have
made it a conviction with me that probably half of
mankind’s sufferings on earth is due to the lovelessness
of others, to envies and enmities, that embitter where
love would sweeten, that wound where love would heal, that sever
where love would unite. It is because of such want of love that
the hand of man is raised against his fellowman, that nations
are at war with each other, that castes and classes and races are
arrayed against each other in deadly conflict, that more money is
being expended weekly for the maintenance of armies and arma-
ments and police, for courts and prisons and almshouses, than for
the support of churches and schools.

And preachers may preach and teachers may teach and writers
may write and speakers may speak against the evils of war and
oppression and injustice, there will be no cessation of them, until
love will take the place of hatred, and good-will towards our
fellowmen will supplant selfishness.

The love of fellowman was the motive-power of all the great
leaders of reform, whether religious or moral, whether social or
political. There has never yet been a great reform but that a
great heart was back of it. There has never yet been a great move-
ment that made for liberty or right but that took its rise in the
well-springs of love. There has never yet been a great sacrifice
for human kind but that it was offered on the altar of love. At
that altar ministered all the great founders of religion. At that
altar worshipped all the martyrs and patriots. Upon that altar
sacrificed all the redeemers and emancipators and helpers of men,
the John Howards, the Ryersons, the Elizabeth Freys, the Florence
Nightingales, and the hundreds of others of equally consecrated
name.

Because of the love of men, hundreds leave, to-day, luxuriant
homes, attractive and cultured environments, to take their abode
in the districts of the poor, in the neighborhood of the lowly and
fallen, there where the atmosphere is foul, where the streets and
tenements reek with filth and swarm with vermin, where even the
blade of grass sickens and dies, where not even the bird can sing
or the sun can shine, where “children are spawned, not born,
and where they die like flies,” where youth easily falls prey to in-
famy, and the old, by reason of overwork and under-rest and under-
feeding, become ready victims of deadly diseases. Into these
quarters of squalor and misery and shame go these men and women
of the great heart, and plant there light and cheer and hope.
They feed the hungry, clothe the naked, heal the sick, comfort the
sorrowing and despairing, bring back the lost and straying. They
found kindergartens and schools, clubs and guilds. They intro-
duce cleanness in homes, and instil higher ideals into lives. They
teach the sacredness of motherhood and the responsibility of
fatherhood, the honor of womanhood and the chivalry of manhood.

They cultivate the sense of self-respect, and contempt for all that

violates decency, honor and honesty.

When contemplating the heart's priceless contributions toward
the betterment of man, we cannot but deplore that the attention
given to the cultivation of the affections falls far short of that we
give to the improvement of the intellect. We are so busy en-
larging the mind that we must of necessity dwarf the heart.
What a world ours might have been to-day had the culture of
the heart been equal to that of the mind! How many centuries
ago might not the golden age have dawned, had the first place in
the system of education, in the estimate of worth, in the bestowal of
honor, been given to the heart!

There is no dearth of mind to-day, but there is a woeful want of
heart. We need more heart in our homes. The brute-instinct
still plays a large part.in our nurseries. We frown where we should
stnile, and we scold where we should pity. We stifle in our anger
what we could develop in our forbearance. We punish with the
rod where we should correct
with kindness. We harden with O
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And we need more heart in our
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