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LIFE WAS A 
MISERY TO HER

Says this Woman Until Re­
lieved by Lydia E. Pinkham’s 

Vegetable Compound.
Owen Sound, Ont.—“I suffered for 

ten years with female organic trouble, 
neuralgia and indi­
gestion, and was 
weak and had such 
bad pains I could 
hardly walk or stand 
up at times. When 
I would sweep I 
would have to go and 
lie down. I could 
not sleep at night, 
and would wander 
around the house 
half the time. I tried 
everything butnoth- 

good, and the last doc-ng did me any _ 
tor I had told me he never expected 
me to be on my feet again or able to do 
■ day’s work. One day one of your 
little books was left at my door and my 
husband said I should try a bottle of 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com­
pound. I thank God I did, for it relieved 
me, and I am now well and strong. I 
think there is no remedy like the Vege­
table Compound for anyone who has my 
troubles, and have recommended it to 
my neighbors. You can publish my letter 
for the benefit of those I can't reach.” 
—Mrs. Henry A. Mitchell, 1767 7th 
Ave., East, Owen Sound, Ont.

for helpful advice given free of charge!

Is It Worth
* 50 Cents?

** Money can't büy anything else like this 
wonderful herbal Zam-Buk. It’s simply 
priceless ! " says one enthusiastic mother.

Foninjuries, Zam-Buk is the indispen­
sable ever-ready healer. Where there 
is toy skin or scalp disease, Zam-Buk is 
magical in extracting germs and poison­
ous impurities and growing new healthy 
akin. Being prepared exclusively from 
pure refined herbal essences, all highly 
concentrated, Zam-Buk retains its medi­
cinal virtues indefinitely. It never goes 
rtoc.'d and useless like fatty salves and 
ointments do. Yet, whilst so much 
more safer, purer and reliable, herbal 
Zam-Buk costs no more to buy.

\ ' From Stadacona St., Montreal, Mrs. 
Villiers, writes :—“ For healing, give me 
Zam-Buk ! It is the finest thing I know. 
It saved me from a poisoned hand, rid my 
three children of scalp sores, and healed 
my husband's badly crushed finger. We 
vpoulan't be without it at any price."

Get a 50c, box to-day, or for FREE 
SAMPLE mention paper and enclose 
lc. stamp to Zam-Buk Co., Toronto.

tam-Biik

It’s part of every meal ! 
Good from the outside 
crust to the inside 
crumb. No meal 
or lunch is com­

plete without 
it !

1-| lb. Loaf 10c
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PAINTER AND DECORATOR 
PAPER HANGING

WATFORD ONTARIO •

* GOOD WORK
* PROMPT ATTENTION
* REASONABLE PRICES *
* ESTIMATE!.. FURNISHED
* SATISFACTION GUARANTEED •
* ___ «
* RESIDENCE—ST. CLAIR ST- *
• <* * * » • • * <►. « * *

Children Cry
FOR FLETCHER’S

CASTORIA

Wanted—
A Husband

By KATE EDMONDS

110. 1810, by McClure Newspaper Syndicate.)

Had some good fairy suddenly Inter­
rogated Janice concerning what she 
wanted more than anything else In the 
whole world, the Instantaneous answer 
would have been “a husband," which 
perhaps, Is not so very surprising after 
all ; for whlly the response would come 
on the heels of the question, It would 
lack the saving grace of being abso­
lutely true. It was not so much a 
husband for which Janice yearned, as 
that which a husband usually repre­
sents.

Janice wanted a husband because 
she could not find a man to serve In 
the role of friend, whose reassuring 
arm would chase away all fear when 
the dark bridge had to be crossed at 
night after work ; one who would sym­
pathetically listen to the little tale of 
woe about the domineering forelady In 
tlie "department.” Somehow It seemed 
to Janice If she could find a husband, 
lie would be the pal for which she 
longed.

But In monotonous friendliness Ja­
nice continued to hemstitch her days 
away, until one day above the din of 
the machines electrically growling ont 
the work, ' she had heard herself re­
ferred to as “the old maid.”

In that moment an Idea dawned and 
found expression ; any plan seemed 
feasible to avoid the ridicule of her 
fellow-workers.

“I’ll pretend there Is some one. He 
lives far away, so I can’t see him, but 
I must write him letters' to Inspire 
him In Ills work.” She reassured her­
self. “Why shouldn’t I?”

Then as the pretty pieces of or­
gandie came out from beneath her 
needle In long rows of even hem­
stitching, the Imagined husband of 
Janice was quite complete as to de­
tails. even to a name. “I think I 
would like the sound of Mrs. John 
Carpenter,” and In her mind’s eye 
she saw visiting cards bearing the 
words.

The day’s work completed, she re­
traced her steps to the tiny room 
called home and sauntered Into the 
"parlor" as nonchalantly as she was 
able, that no attention might be di­
rected to her perusal of the almanac' 
which comprised the sole extent of the 
rooming house library. Opening the 
book at “List of Towns In the United 
States,” and turning to a page of 
that section at random, she placed her 
finger with blind faith and opened her 
eyes to find herself pointing to “Hay 
Ranch, Oklahoma."

In the safe seclusion of her room, 
the first letter was indited to the crea­
tion of a lonely girl’s Imagination. It 
was a sweet little letter, filled with 
the yearning for an understanding 
friendship.

When the missive, lacking other 
Identification than “John Carpenter, 
1-Iay Ranch, Oklahoma" was deposited 
In the mall box, Janice felt happier. 
Though but the figment of her own 
mental creation, she had somebody to 
whom she “belonged.” Nor was this the 
last letter composed, for whenever the 
ogre of loneliness pretended power, 
another would he dispatched telling 
“My darling husband John” all the de­
tails.

Some months had' slipped by and 
early summer had merged Into late 
fall. At the end of a trying day’s 
work, Janice returned to the rooming 
house too despondent and depressed 
to care about the evening’s meal. She 
walked stowly down the broad thor­
oughfare lined with Its stores, restau­
rants and theaters, the loud billpost­
ers acclaiming the entertainment of­
fered within. Amid the Jostling of 
the unmlndlng crowds, Intent upon 
scurrying home, Janice was bandied 
about, unnoticed In the motley assort­
ment of humanity. In her hand she 
held, ready for posting, her letter to 
“John Carpenter, Hay Ranch, Okla­
homa’* in which she had written, “I 
long for a dear little cottage far away 
from tlie struggles of a big city. It 
does not seem that I can stand the 
strain much longer."

Janice turned the eorner onto a more 
secluded street, whère some construc­
tion work was being conducted. A 
scaffolding. Its false foundation fall­
ing, gave way with a rasping but too 
abrupt warning to permit Janice to- 
escape the deluge of things the boards 
supported.

Then, save for the fact that she had 
betin grabbed with precipitate speed, 
she was conscious of no more until 
the white walla of a hospital room lie- 
came as apparent a reality as the pain 
In her body; and the smell common 
to medical Institutions forced Itself 
upon her consciousness.

A nnrse, stiffly starched In white- 
apron cleanliness, greeted her. “Bet­
ter, I see. Would you like t* see a 
visitor?”

Janice Ctvavu tatsr eyes, "a rrsiTOfT" 
Tli!s was a new world Indeed. “Who 
would visit mo?" The question came 
In a faint, far-away whisper of utter 
hopelessness.

The nurse smiled In professional 
fashion. “It is the man who snatched 
you actually from death. It was at 
great risk to his own life." She paused 
a moment and went on: “He comes 
every day to learn of your progress,” 
and she added : “He sent you these 
roses.”

Janice thought surely she was 
dreaming. She shut her eyes tightly 
—and opened them upon- six feet of 
man, literally towering above the low 
cot.

She looked up at the friendly 
stranger as he held her hand lying 
so Inert above the coverlet and smiled 
a wan, happy smile. “Thank you, Mr. 
Man, for the lovely roses.”

Through long, torturous months 
when fractured bones seemed difficult 
of mending, always he was there, 
radiating a protecting friendship 
which seemed to yield the strength 
her pain-racked body demanded.

But when the period of convales­
cence was nearly over and no doctor’s 
time limit did end the delightful mo­
ments before the bay window over­
looking the bend in the river where 
tlie water sluggishly drifted into the 
ocean beyond, intimate, hopeful words 
of future happiness hurried the ulti­
mate day of complete recovery.

Each morning the bed-tray, laden 
with savory breakfast dainties to 
tempt the returning appetite of the 
convalescent, was abetted by a 
sprightly nosegay, charming, colorful, 
fragrant. And nestling In its heart, 
Janice would find a tiny note of good 
cheer; sometimes an original thought 
of the man’s big heart; often a gem 
culled from the mighty work of an In­
spired poet or author.

It was a wonderful morning, the 
sun reflecting Its rays within tlie room 
with many multi-colored beams. Janice 
fussed before the hand mirror, ad­
justing the furbelows on the pretty 
dressing sack the nurse had generously 
lent her. Reflected in the looking 
glass she held In her hand, she saw 
the -door opened, and then two strong 
and gentle hands were laid upon her 
shoulders.

It did not seem possible that the 
lonely Janice, unloved until this, her 
twenty-sixth birthday, could be listen­
ing to these wonder-words. “I have 
come to take you to a dear little cot­
tage far away from the struggles of 
a big city.”

Astonished, Janice heard this 
strange repetition of the wish con­
fided to her “husband,” and tlie man 
laughed delightedly at her consterna­
tion.

“I found this letter in your hand the 
day of the accident,” he explained, 
“and opened it because it was ad­
dressed to me.”

He paused a moment to withdraw a 
neatly tied packet from his pocket. “I 
came to the city from Hay Ranch, 
Oklahôma, to find my ‘loving wife 
Janice’ who wrote these wonderful 
letters.”

Janice did the' impossible. She 
laughed and cried at the same time. 
“And there really was a John Carpen­
ter of Hay Ranch, Oklahoma?”

“Guilty. But won’t you answer my 
question?”

“What question?” Janice naively 
asked.

“Will you come with me to a dear 
little cottage far away from the strug­
gles of a big city?"

And with the kiss he took from her 
lips, she gave him the answer.

LOOKING TO COKE FOR FUEL
With the Inevitable End of the Gaso­

line Supply, That Material May 
Supply Substitute,

Gasoline will continue to go up In 
price. A few years from now we shall 
have to use something else as fuel for 
automobiles. The question Is, what? 
The United States government bureau 
of mines thinks that we shall get the 
requisite substitute from coal. In 
every city there will be “by-product 
coke ovens,” which will extract from 
the coal a light oil available for the 
purpose. The coke can then be used 
In our furnaces and for other ordinary 
fuel purposes. Germany during part 
of the war was practically shut off 
from every supply of mineral oil. She 
depended for her motor fuel entirely 
pn coal, putting the latter through by­
product coking plants. Before long 
we shall be obliged to do the same In 
the United States. Part of the light 
oil In coal Is toluol, which In time of 
war Is needed for the manufacture of 
TNT. Modem warfare requires 
enormous quantities of the substance, 
for making high-explosive shells. Dur­
ing the first part of the war the allies 
came near defeat for lack of it. An­
other by-product from the coking of 
one ton of soft coal Is 5.000 cubic feet 
of gas, available for cooking and other 
household uses. The coke itself makes 
an admirable smokeless fuel for fur­
naces, If people could only be persuad­
ed to use it

FRESH
, Tea—to be good—must be fresh

"SALAD A"
T E JSL 8835

Is always Iresh and possesses that unique flavour 
of ‘goodness’ that has justly made it famous.

One Account for Two People
The Joint Bank Account 

is a home convenience. It 
may be opened in the names 

of any two members of a 
family — husband and wife — 

brother and sister—father and 
son—and each person may make 

deposits and draw cheques indepen- 
1 dent of the other. Many families are putting

their savings in a Joint Savings Account, on which 
interest is paid.

TH€ MERCHANTS BANK.
Head Office : Montreal. OF" C AN ADA Established 186^

• F. A. MacLEAN, Manager.
G. H. C. NORSWORTHY, Manager.

vt
WATFORD BRANCH, 
ALVINSTON BRANCH,

An ad._in your local paper oes directly intc 
the homes of the people you want to reach.
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If We LookOut forYour Interest
Ours will take care of itself

Choicest of Raisins, Currants, Dates, Firs 
and Peels for Christmas Baking.

FRESH ORANGES, GRAPE FRUIT, GRAPES 
BANANAS, CRANBERRIES, LETTUCE

Nuts Bars, Cream Bars, Chocolates, Candy 
of all kinds at right prices.

The N. B. " 1 Est.
TRY OUR LINE OF CIGARS

Electric Wirinq 
Fixtures and 

Supplies
F IT’S ELECTRICAL we can get it 
nd instal it for you. No matter what 

you require let vs give you the benefit of 
our experience—it’s our business to know 
what companies are making the best 

equipment—which, after aV ;s the only 

k ■ cqu o cn thf- is safe,
reliable and worth the money. Whether 
it’s a Toaster, Iron, Heater, Broiler, etc. 
better let us supp y you with one which 
we can guarantee. .

1 '
Phone 28

F. H. JUST
Electrician Watford

v... V.;

0974
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