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THAT CHANGE IN 
WOMAN’S LIFE

Mr*. Godden Tells How It 
May be Passed in Safety 

and Comfort.

Fremont, O.—“I wm passing through 
■"1 critical period of life, being forty- 

six years of age and 
had all the symp­
toms incidenttotbat 
change—heat flash­
es, nervousness, and 
was in a general run 
down condition, so 
it Was hard for me 
to do my work. 
Lydia E. Pmkham’a 
Vegetable Com­
pound was recom­
mended to me as the 
best remedy for my 
troubles, which it 

jeurely proved to be. I feel better and 
. stronger in every way since taking it, 
land the annoying symptoms have disap-, 
Speared." — Mrs. M. GODDBN, 926 Na-1 
poleon St., Fremont, Ohio.

Such annoying symptons as heat 
flashes, nervousness, backache, head­
ache, irritability and “the blues,” may 
he speedily overcome and the system 
Teetered to normal conditions by this 
famous root and herb remedy Lydia E. 
Finkham's Vegetable Compound.

If any complications present them­
selves write the Pinkham Medicine Ge., 
Lynn, Mass., for suggestions how to 
•vercome them. The result of forty 
jreare experience is at your service and 
sour letter held in strict confidence.
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Onr Aim-----Satisfaction

WATFORD SHAVING and 
HAIRDRESSING PARLORS

Hot Baths and Laundry agency 
in connection.

Dry Cleaning a Specialty.
Razors Honed.

W. N. FLEETHAM - Proprietor.
Successor to B. E. Fulcher.

MEDICAL.

Stumps and 
—Stumps

By ARCHBY CAMBRON NEW

JAMES NEWELL. PH B-, M.C
L. R C. P. & S., M. D M. A.. England, 

Coroner County of Lambton,

WebtfUrdL Ont
OFFICE—Main St., opposite Bell Telephone 

Central. Residence—Frout street, one block 
^east of Main street

C. W SAWERS, M D.
WATFORD, ONT

Formerly of Napier) Office —Main 
-Street, formerly occupied by Dr. Kelly. Phone 

t$A. Residence—Ontario Street, opposite Mr 
4L McDonnell's. Night calls Phone 13B.

W. G- SIDDALL, M- D- 
WATFORD - - ONTARIO
Formerly of Victoria Hospital, London. 

OFFICE—Main street, in office formerly occupied 
by Dr. Brandon. Day and. night calls pho 
26.

DENTAL.

GEORGE HICKS,
D I) S., TRINITY UNIVERSITY, L. D. S., 

■JRoyal College of Dental Surgeons, Post graduate 
of Bridge and Crown work. Orthodontia and 
Borvelain work. The best methods employed tc 
preserve the natural teeth.

OFFICE—Opposite Taylor & Son’s drug sto e 
•IAIN ST., Watford.

At Queen’s Hotel, Arkona, 1st and 3rd Tliurs- 
or each month.

G. N. HOWDEN
D. D. S. L.. P. S.

,/^J.RADUATE of the Royal College of Dental 
XJTSurgeons, of Ontario, and the University of 
Toronto. Only the Latest and Most Approved 
-Appliances and Methods used. Special attention 
4o Crown and Bridge Work. Office—Over Dr 
«elly’g Surgery, MAIN ST.—WATFORD

Veterin&rv Siargeoia.

J McCILLlCUDDY
Veterinary Surgeon,

SONOR GRADUATE ONTARIO VETBRIN- 
ary College. Dentistry a Specialty. All 

ases of domestic animals treated on scientific 
principles.

Office—Two doors south of the Guid.i-Advoca 
Office. Residence—Main Street, one door,norU 
of Dr. SiddaVs office

Auctioneer

J. F. ELLIOT.
LioonaGd Auctioneer

For the County of t,ambton.

>ROMPT attention to all orders, reasonable 
terms. Orders may be left at the Guide- 

Svocate office.

(Copyright, 1918. by McClure Newspaper 
Syndicate.)

Jean Ward, dragging two tired and 
listless legs up the narrow iron stair­
case, passed down the tier of dress­
ing rooms, hot as a jail in the sultry 
August air, and, with a sudden burst 
of energy, flung herself into the last 
room in the tier and slammed the door. 
As she kicked two damp slippers from 
her slender, tired feet, a noisy chorus 
greeted her from the adjoining room.

“Thanks f’r th’ breeze, kid,” shrilled 
one voice, whom Jean recognized as 
Flo Darrett, of the Dancing Darretts, 
a fellow act on the Olympia bill. “Be- 
in's y’ve hogged th’ only room with a 
window, guess y’ don't mind leaving 
this door open, do y’?” Flo's head 
appeared in the doorway between the 
two rooms, and with it a cloud of 
cigarette smoke. Jean shuddered 
slightly, and shook her head. No use 
being angry, she thought. After all, 
perhaps It was hot in those inside 
rooms. It was none too cool in her 
own, opening as it did on the narrow 
back alley, with a fifty-foot well be­
yond.

“Oh, no, I don’t mind,’’ she an­
swered listlessly, then drew a deep 
breath of the thick, tobacco-laden air. 
“Only—please—don’t smoke. It’s hot 
enough already.”

“Di mi !” came the mocking re­
sponse, as Jean turned to draw off 
her moist costume, and to escape the 
cloud of offensive smoke that came 
with it she drew her chair near the 
window and fell into a discontented 
reverie.

What was the matter with Bart 
Fendall, her dancing partner? she 
mused. Why did he insist on her do­
ing this three-a-day summer season? 
She remembered his promise, before 
they left Salisbury, to start on their 
road to fame—he had promised a va­
cation in July. It would be hot then, 
he had tokl her, and they Would need 
a vest—back among the shady willows 
—away from the white lights—with 
fresh country vegetables, pure cool 
milk, and—here they tarried, in a hot, 
stuffy theater, with every woodsy 
back-drop every line of “Down Home,” 
tlîë rural sketch that preceded them 
on the bill, fairly shrieking to them 
the call of the wild. And Bart had 
been growing so different of late—so 
silent, so unresponsive, so different 
from the good old friend he had been 
down home. Maybe, thought she, he 
merely reflected her own mood. She 
was feeling jaded, she was looking 
sallow7, in fact, so different from 
Mabel.Woods, the new7 comedienne on 
the bill. Burt had been fawning 
around her a lot lately, was the next 
discomforting thought. How, won­
dered Jean, could she keep that fresh 
appearance, that creamy w7hite com­
plexion? Maybe that was why Bart 
was hanging on—and keeping her 
working, too, she angrily added to 
herself.

She raised herself to her feet and 
stared in the mirror. Her face was 
red from the heat, her eyes a triflo 
bleary—something fell on the dress­
ing table before her, and she picked 
it up gingerly and stared at it wrath- 
fully, then flung it out the window.

“Please,” she called to the Darretts, 
in the next room, “don’t throw those 
lighted stumps in here. Something 
might catch fire.”

“In that case,” came the answer, 
with Flo’s cackling laugh, “here’s 
something to put it out with.” And 
close to Jean’s head, with cattish 
venom back of it, hurtled a small bot­
tle, landing on her pink hat, and 
spilling a little of Its amber fluid on, 
the pink perfumed brim. Jean took 
the bottle of liquor and hurled It re­
sentfully out of the window, then 
turned and slammed shut the connect­
ing door and pushed her trunk against 
it. She hurried into her stage cos­
tume and wrent downstairs, her face 
red with anger.

Meanwhile, in the back alley, Andy; 
Scobell, the Olympia’s property man, 
sprang up from his chair with a cry 
and flung a lighted cigarette stump 
from his trousers.

“What th’ ----- ,” he yelled upward
at the window above, and counted its 
relative position so as to place its oc­
cupant. Why, it’s J----

“What’s th’ row, Andy?” chimed in 
a bass voice and Andy turned and 
faced Bart Fendall.

“She’s smokin’,” gurgled Andy, hot­
ly, gesticulating madly at the upper 
window. “Y’r partner, and it’s against 
th’ ru—”

A bottle fell between them, and 
Bart, stooping, picked it up and sniffed 
in horror at the contents.

“It’s whisky,” he muttered, dazedly, 
and then turned a horrified glance 
>frove him. “Jean.!” he^called.^but uq

rienn apÿeareu m me wnra*mr. •
“She’s havin’ a party,” growled 

Andy. “Fine li’l country kid y’re 
with.”

But Bart, entering the stage door In 
a sort of stupor, missed Scobell’s 
mocking leer. Was this Jean, the 
little, happy-hearted, pretty creature 
he had promised to look out for? He 
walked toward the wings and came 
upon her by surprise.

“Why, Jean, I thought—” he began, 
and then as his head bent over her 
hat he smelled whisky.

“You thought—what?” she glanced 
up at him apathetically, and caught 
his puzzled frown, for he expected to 
smell tobacco in her breath, but met 
the odor of violets. Worse and worse, 
thought he, she was trying to hide 
her infamy from him.

“Oh, nothing,” he growled in a whis­
per, and then they tripped on the 
stage.

But the strain and the heat had 
taken their toll of her slender 
strength, and several times she nearly 
tripped him as they whirled around 
the stage. He was horror-struck ! She 
must be intoxicated. And then, as 
they bowed themselves off the jeers 
of several In the audience smote on 
his ears. He hurried toward his 
dressing room.

“Bart,” she cried after him, “aren’t 
you going to take an encore!"

“With you?” he growled over his 
shoulder as he hastened on. “Never! 
I’m through!”

As he disappeared in the back of 
the stage she gave a little cry and 
ran after him. Timidly she opened 
the door of dressing room B and then 
started back, for a woman’s hat and 
clothes met her eyes and struck her 
.with horror.

“So that’s why?” she gasped to her­
self, “I—I’m going—home.”
*******

An hour later, as Bart Fendall dis­
consolately passed the parlor in the 
Garden boarding-house, he heard two 
loud voices, and then at what he 
heard he stood transfixed.

“Th’ poor simp,” one was saying, 
and he recognized the voice as Flo 
Darrett’s. “Th’ idea of a country 
Jane coinin’ up here an’ grabbin’ all 
th’ favors. An’ then cryin’ about It 
in th’ bargain. She’s talkin’ about 
quittin’—goiu’ home tonight.”

“Y* can’t please some people,” came 
the indignant answer. “Th’ lucky stiff’s 
crabbed jes’ ’cause you shot your 
cigarette stump in her room, an’ now 
she’s yelpin’ ’cause she got some 
liquor on her hat. Why, I seen th’ 
time when I’d ’a’ been tickled stiff t’ 
get a whiff o’ th’ joy-water.”

“Guess she’s a prohibition pill,” 
agreed the other, matter-of-factly. 
“How’d she grab Bart Fendall, I won­
der? It gets me how these guys ’ll 
fall fer a baby-doll milkmaid.”

Bart had heard enough. With four 
bounds lie cleared the steps to the sec­
ond floor and flung himself into a 
room at the end of the hall. A tired, 
disheveled little girl with moist eyes 
and drooping figure turned in surprise 
to meet him.

“Jean, I’m so sorry,” he gasped, 
brokenly. “I didn’t know, I—”

She drew back stiffly, but her eyes 
had a hurt look.

“Don’t apologize—Bart,” she an­
swered in a low tone. “I—I suppose 
you like her. I—I don’t blame you.
I—I’m such a—frump.”

“Like her?” echoed Bart, puzzled. 
“A frump—you? Never! „You’re the 
sweetest, darlingest girl in North 
America, Europe, Asia, Af—”

“Don’t—Bart,” she protested, as lie 
leaned toward her eagerly. “I know 
all. I—I can’t blame you. Mabel’s an 
awfully pretty girl—a—”

“What’s all this?” he queried, daz­
edly. “Mabel? Mabel who?”

“I saw—for myself,” she asserted 
quietly. “I—I was looking for you In 
B, and, I saw her things. Then I de­
cided to go home—back to Salisbury.”

Bart stared at her dumbly, then liis 
vision cleared and, leaping toward her, 
he drew her into his arms, despite her 
weak resistance, and laughed aloud.

“You saw her In B?” he guffawed, 
shaking with laughter. “Oh—oh.” 
Then he grew serious. “Why, you lit­
tle dear, they changed dressing rooms 
on me tonight. I gave mine up will­
ingly, as I’m going to take a vaca­
tion. I—I thought I’d work a couple 
of weeks later—to get a little honey­
moon fund—for you and me. Er—I 
got fooled on a stump and you got 
stumped on a fool. Why, Mabel can't 
hold a candle to you—you little 
darling. So let’s both quit being fools 
and take to th’ stumps—th’ old moss- 
grown stumps down by th’ cool Chop- 
tank—-just you and I—*come on—will 
yuh?”

And the answer she’dreamily whis­
pered partially accounts for the Danc­
ing Darretts’ present occupancy of the 
room over the alley, with a window 
through which to shoot their stumps.
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War Savings Stamps make saving easy 

and profitable.

Every Wage Earner 
An Investor

In May 
W-S£. 
Cost $4.04

In June
W-S£. 
Cost $4 JOS

W-Si

War Savings Stamps 
can be bought wher­

ever this sign is 
displayed.

Every wage earner can be an investor ini 
gilt-edged securities bearing a high rate of 
interest without sacrifice or worry.

The plan is so simple and secure that ft 
commends itself to everybody.

All of us spend a portion of onr earning» 
thoughtlessly. It is human nature. YeS 
most of us would be glad if someone would 
take the money we fritter away and save it 
for us, because we find it difficult to save S* 
ourselves.

Make your employer do It by moans of War 
Savings Stamps. Say to him: “I want you 
to take five per cent, of the money in my 
pay envelope cadi week and buy me Thrift 
Stamps. Then with each $4.00 worth of 
Thrift Stamps buy me a War Savings Stamp. 
When you have bought each War Savings 
Stamp, put it in my envelope. Go on doing 
tliat for a year.”

Tliat is all. Your mind is free. You win 
not miss tliat 75 cents or that dollar which 
you have hitherto squandered on trifles.

But at tlie end of the year you will have m 
little package of War Savings Stamps, each 
bearing the $5.00 mark, but which havo 
cost you but a few cents over $4.00 each. 
These Canada will redeem in 1024.

Make Your Savings Serve You and 
Serve Your Country—Invest Them i» 
War Savings Stamps.
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Sherwin- Williams

Paints & Varnishes

3g§»

Good Paint Saves a Great 
Deal More Than It Costs.
p OOD paint is never an expense;

it is a way of saving. If you 
are in any doubt as to whether you 
can “afford” to paint your property, 
think this over. You paint to save 
something worth many times the 
cost of painting.

Everything depends on the QUALITY 
of the paint used. To make absolutely 
certain you mu£t insist on S W P— 
SHERWIN- WILLIAMS PAINT.PREPARED— 
the proud result of over fifty years’ 
experience.

SIVP is prepared so that it meets 
every condition and climate in city and 
country in Canada. What goes into 
the can is plainly stated on the label— 
highest quality materials, prepared with 
conscientious skill.

For interior wall and ceding painting, you will 
find S-W FLAT-TONE, exactly meets your needs.

You Will enjoy reading "The A. B. C.
of Home Painting" ; We Will have it
sent to you free, on request.

Come in and let us show you 
the color cards and give you 
prices and any other informa­
tion you may require. 30
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The N. B. Howden Estate,
WATFORD, Ont.
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The Guide-Advocate “Want Column’ *
is consulted by everyone. The cheapest form of advertising
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