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February 4, 1g00.

For Women who
are Discouraged

Because of lingering weakness and
nervous derangements there is new
hope and cure.

The letter quoted voices the experience |
of thousands of women who have |
found health and joy in the use of
Dr. Chase’'s Nerve Food.

|
|
|

The Christian Scientists un-
doubtedly right. To some extent.
The mind does influence the
both in health and disease and if you
leave off treatment and

and des-

are

body

give up hope,
fall into discouragement |
pondency there is little reason to ex- ]
pect that good health will force 1tsvlf\
upon you.

You must do your part if you arc\
You ‘
and then

going to get strong and well,
must make up your mind
select rational treatment.

If your ﬁy,,_;(em is weak and run |
down, your blood thin and watery and |
your nérvous system exhausted choose \
a treatment such as Dr. Chase’s |
Nerve Food, which has never becnl
equalled as a means of building up |
health, strength, and vigor.

That Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food
particularly successful in the cure of‘
ailments and derangements from
which women suffer most is attested
by such letters as the following from
Mrs. D. D. Burger, Heather Brae,
Alta., which refers to her niece. She |
writes :—

“ Mrs. Armstrong had great weak- |
ness, heart trouble and indigestion.
In fact she was run down in -every
way and had lost all hope of ever get-
ting well again. She had been in
poor health for over four years after
the birth of her first child. The per-
sistent use of Dr.Chase’s Nerve Food
has proven of marvellous benefit to
her. She feels real well now, is
looking fine and fleshing up so that
one would hardly believe her the same
person.”’

Dr. Chase’s Nerve Food, 50 cents a
box, 6 boxes for $2.50, at all dealers
or Edmanson, Bates & Co.,
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am; but I don’t think we always

vo through the valley of the shadow

just at the very end of life. 1
some of us pass through it

that.
most
and his bright faith was fading a lit-

| her hands clasped

it into her heart to sing just those
words. “Sorrow vanquished, labour
! ended, Jordan past!”” Mr. Chalmers |

think |
before
I was thinking his soul was al- |
in the shadows of the night. |

tle. I would have given anything |
to have helped him, but what could |
I say? And then suddenly a Nii\s“
Vichy, who had been sitting with

round her knecs |
on the top of the companion, bvgnni
to sing softly to herself. All the
others were on the lower deck looking
at something. There were only us|
four on deck. 1 had been fanning |
him before Mr. Browne came. She
sang, ‘“Art thou weary, art thou lan-
guid?”’ It was a very sweet soft air,
not the usual one, and I never heard
a sweeter voice. And at one verse
Mr. Chalmers opcned his eyes, and
a sort of flicker of joy and under-
standing crossed his face.

‘If I find Him if I follow, -
What His guerdon here?’

‘Many a sorrow, many a labour,
Many a tear.’

If 1 still hold closely to Him,
\What hath He at last?

‘Sorrow vanquish’d labour ended,
Jordan past!’

She' stopped, then, and, getting
up, walked slowly away. I don’t]
suppose she ever knew God had put

whispered the words, then Tooked up
at the others with a bright smile, He,
too, always seemed to like Mr.
Browne. I was down in the decps,
[ think,”” he said. ‘‘And those words
were God’s message to me.” ‘Do
you believe them?” Mr. Browne
spoke in a kind of hoarse voice, and
Mr. Chalmers answered, with his
luol\ far away: ‘“Thank God I do!”’
“Have you vanquished all your sor-

row?”’ “I did not! He did it for
me!” “Chalmers,”’” said the other,
suddenly. “I’ve always thought a

lot of *clergy in thesc days don’t real-
ly believe half they preach! I know
a fellow with a good parish and a
fine stipend—he don’t believe it. But
he says it don’t do any one any harm
if it is only a poetical dream, or one
illusion more!”” I could see Mr.
Chalmers’ thin face flush. ‘Man,”
he said, ‘“one doesn’t die for a
dream! One doesn’t live for a
dream!” “You believe it, then, on
your soul? That it can do that—
brichten life, and make death
easy?” “On my soul It has done
that for me. It will help you under-

Toronto. | out to Australia

stand.” The other moved uneasily;

a chance of working better in anoth-

1«

er world. If not, then still all is well.
You know, ‘“They also serve who
nly stand and wait!”’ ‘““And those
two? That girl—and that man?

The clergyman turned his eyes back
| from the sea.

I

suffered.

C

I

“And
seo
ily.
be very
started up and dropped the
was as if he

but waited and listened. ‘I came
with hopes. The

other’s faces,

on Sunday to the second class. With | always see it, with the blue sea, and| girl 1 was to marry was to follow me
that look in his face—plain, for his | with the gold of the sky bright be- | whenever 1 got settled; and 1 loved
brightness—the men listened to him | hind the castle rock. I've secn 10| her more than my life! Well, 1‘
as | never knew them listen to any- | from the sands like the City of God.| ncedn’t tell you the struggles of the |
onc before. One woman in the sec- | I'd like to die there. Mother is to| first years, but at last things got
ond class lost her baby, and 1t was | mect me, and we will go straight smoother a bit, and she came. 1,
buried at sea. She sat cold and | there if it is God’s will!”> Poor soul! | had done all I could for our home. 1|
stony till Mr. Chalmers went and |1 thought, as I looked at his thin, | used to sit up at nights, carpeting |
talked to her, and then I heard her | white face, and heard his hacking | and painting. 1 was the happiest |
sobbing in her cabin. ‘‘He’s like | cough, that he would never see Scar- | man in the colony! Nothing trou- |
one of God’s angels!”’ she said. ¢If | borough. He would see the real| bled me. She was coming! And |
God is kinder than him, then [ can | Golden City, but never an carthly | then- I was startuing «4e go and meel |
trust the baby to Him very well.”” | one. The heat tried him very much. | the ship, and—she hdd—married |
We got on smoothly, with preity | He was very ill in the Indian Ocean, | someone else! Met him on the |
calm weather; but, in spite of that | and I think it was about here that| voyage. 1 felt as if the light of life |
we could all see that Mr. Chalmers | he lost hope. For some days he was| went out. And then—there, in the |
wot weaker and weaker. They say | very dull and quiet, and my heart dark, God’s hand touched me: *‘I|
it’s a symptom of his disease, not to | ached for him. He was weak, and will ncver leave thee, nor forsake
see how near one is to death. He did | sick and suffering. One Sunday | thee.” He had His meaning! 1 ‘
not. He never talked as though he | night—and it was so hot that the!| went back, and began life over |
were ill at all. When he knew I was | gentlemen went out with their waist- | again. In my dark hours these |
Yorkshire, he’d speak to me a- lot | coats open, and called for iced drinks | words were in my ears; they never
about Scarborough, where his moth- | —the doctor carried him on deck, | left me, and then I got hurt in a
er lived, and where he had been born and he lay there with his white thin | drunken row, as you know, just
and partly brought up. ‘‘Mother face laid back on a cushion. He when I thought I was winning the
and I are going back: to Scarbor- | seemed too ill and languid to speak. | men a little, and I had to come
ough,” he said. “Do vyou know " Mr. Browne, coming up, sat down by | home. My mother was there! My
Scarborough, stewardess?’’ “Yes. | him suddenly, and took up the big| life has been a failure—in the
sir: I lived there once for a vear in | palmleaf fan,and he began to fan| world’s eye; and yet God’s eyes,
service. It’s ‘a fine place.” It is | him. “You are very good!”’ Mr. ’ perhaps, sec differently. 1 tried my
the most beautiful town in the | Chalmers whispered. But he seemed | best, because He helped me; and if
world,” he said. “In my dreams I | almost too weary to speak. Pva!c‘ it is a failure, I can bear that, too.
talk about the valley of the shadow, Maybe, those of us who fail here get

“I hope they are hap-
said. “She struggled and

She tried to be true. And,
f course since she did not

wy,”’ he

PIMPLES CANNOT LIVE

ove me, perhaps it was—natural.”’
the man?”’ “I wish 1 could
him,” Mr. Chalmers said dream-
“1’d like to ask him always to
good to her.” The other
fan. It
was stung. ‘‘Chalmers,
did you never suspect?”’ “What?”’
“That I was the man? My name you
know.”” The two looked into each
and then Mr. Chalmers
smiled. I nmever saw a sweeter smile.
“I wondered why you were so good
to me!”” he said. “That was all
Sit down again. Her husband!”
“You mean to say that you do not
hate me?”’ There is no hatc in my
heart for anyone in the world! Why

should there be?” I had to go
down, then, but the two had a long
talk. It was Mr. Browne, and not
the doctor, who carried Mr. Chal-
mers down at night, and after that
they were rarely separate. It may
seem strange, but it is true. Some-
how, Mr. Browne changed a good
deal He seemed grave and thought-
ful. He’d read to the dying man,
and sit by him, often not talking, for

hours; and he was never ready when
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There are many baking powders but

There is Only One

MACIC BAKINGC POWDER
It is Pure, Whol and E ical
SOLD IN ALL SIZES.

E. W. GILLETT CO., LTD.
Tarontc, Oat.
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When the Blood Is Pucified With
Stuart’s Calcium Wafers.

Trial Packages Sent Free.

Pimples, blotches, eruptions, etc.,
simply disappear like magic when you
shut off the supply of impurities which
cause them.

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers go into the
blood through the same channel as
food. They stimulate and nourish it.
They destroy

bodies

foreign and unnatural
there and remove all
impurities very quckly.

found

n many cases pimples and erup-
tions disappear from the skin in five
days.

These little wafers are so strong
that immediately after they go into
the blood their beneficial effects make
themselves known. The blood is
rapidly and thoroughly, the
impure separated from the pure
blood and the waste matter and poi-
song are carried from the system.

The person who suffers the humilia-
tion of pimples, blotches and erup-
tions should know and feel that the
blood is in bad condition and delay
is quite dangerous, and is liable to
affect many organs quite seriously.

Purify your blood and you give na-
ture the means to successfully fight
all manner of disease. Calcium Sul-
phite is one of the ingredients from
which Stuart’s Calcium Wafers are
made, and it is the strongest and most
powerful blood invigorator known to
sciecnce.  This wonderful purifier is
endorsed-by the entire medical pro-

cleansed

is

| fession and is generally used in all
doctor’s prescriptions for the blood
and skin.

Stuart’s Calcium Wafers peculiarly
preserve the strength of Calcium Sul-
phide better than other meth-
ods—thus giving the most rapid cures
owing to the purity of the ingredients
and their freedom from decay, evapo-
ration and chemical weakness caused
by many latter day modes of prepara-
tion. Stuart’s Calcium Wafers are
sold by every druggist. Price soc.,
or send us your name and address and
we will send you a trial package by
mail free. Address F. A. Stuart, 175

Stuart Bldg., Marshall, Mich.
| the others wanted him for cards.
I'hough Mr. Chalmers would urge

him to go and play quoits and ship’s
cricket, he would not go. In the
Suez C:m:ll the end came. The heat
was awful—heat that made you think
of nothing but of air, air, air! It
was as if all the world were a fur-
nace. Well, it was bad enough for
us, who were well; but for him it
was a ‘‘burning, fiery furnace’” in-
deed! He lay upgder the awning on
deck all day, just able to sip a little
whipped egg and mlik There was a
wonderful look on his face, as if he
heard and saw nothing of our talk,
but was listening to angels’ voices.
At tea-time he roused, and he was a
little lighthearted, and talked of Scar-
borough again, and of seeing the
town, and of standxm( at the end of
It was curious how he harked

pier.
back to it. Only I and Mr. Browne
were with him when he died and we

were in the middle of the canal. The
others had gone down to dinner, and
they were long over coffee and des-
sert. 3




