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such wonderful results
conditions.

Pills for constipation.

— T — -

CAAU’;NOT BE CURED
PLICATIONS, as
s g By r.ﬁf..?:
» a local
 influenced by constitutional
ms, and in order to cure it
i must take an interndl remedy.
's Catarrh Medicine is taken in-
ternally and acts through the bleod
the mucous surfaces of the suy-
tem. Hall's Catarrh Medicine was
prescribed by one of the best physi-
cians in this country for years. It

The perfect combi-
nation of the ingredients in Hall's
Catarrh Medicine is what produces
in catarrhal
Send for . testimonials

e.
F.J. CHENEY & CO., Props., Toledo
Q. All Druggists, 75c. Hall’'s Family
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LONDON BUSINESS COLLEGE

“Dundas and Richmond Sts.
London, Ontario

Write for information regarding
our. courses in Bookkeeping and
Shorthand. Fall term opened on

August 30th,
J. MORRITT,

Principal. Vice-Principal.

N. STONEHOUSE,

WINTER TERM OPENS JAN. 3rd.

: ELLIOTT

«
Yonge and Charles sts., Toronto.

Accountancy, st_.enography, type-
writing. secretarial, commercial
teachers, and general improvement

courses; superior instruction

graduates. Write for parti-ulars.
W. J. ELLIOTT, Principal.

in all |
departments; keer. deraand for our

WESTERN ONTARIO BEST
COMMERCIAL SCHOOL

_Gentral
BusinessCollege

STRATFORD, ONTARIO

Our winter term commences
Tuesdday, Jan. 4th, and stud-
ents: may  register in our
Commercial, Shorthand or
Telegraphy departments at
any time. Our courses are
thorough and practical, and
we assist graduates to pos-
itions, Get our free (Cata-
logué.

D.. A, McLACHLAN,

¢ Principal.

F

" As.e  LIVESTOCK
°$' .  FORSALE

% Shorthorn, Angus

Hereford, Holstein
BULLS

Ayrshire, Jersey

Farmers ‘and stockmen desiring to
purchase purebred registered males
and females, individually or in car
lots, should communicate with the
Secretary of the Lambton County
Pure Bred Livestock Breeders’ As-
sociation.

Up-to-date lists of the pure bred
livestock for sale in the county kept
on -hand. Expert assistance will be
given to all parties desiring to pur-
chasé herd sires. Parties desiring to
list their animals should communi-
cate with the Secretary.

W. P, MACDONALD, Petrolia, Ont,

L

"WURANCE

J. H. HUME
Agent for
FIRE, ACCIDENT and
SICK BENEFIT "COMPANIES
Representing Five Old Reliable
Fire Insurance ‘Companies.

You want your property insured
call on J. H. HUME and zet his rates.
VICTORY BONDS. AND OTHER
GOOD: SECURITIES FOR SALE

TICKET AGENT FOR C.P.R.

Tickets sold to all points in Mani-
toba,Northwest and British Columbig

THE LAMBTON
Farmers' Mutual Fire Insur
ance Company.

(Established in 1875)
JOHN W, KINGSTON PRESIDEN1
JAMES SMITH VICE-PRESIDENT

ALBERT G: MINIRLLY
THOMAS LITHGOW
GUILFORD BUTLER
’OgN PETER McVICAR
JOHN COWAN K. L.
4 . T
: %F'RII‘I']"‘\VHITF } FIRE INSPECTORS
EX. JAMIESON
e 1. MBWEN | AUUNRE
W. G WILLOUGHREY, MANAGER AND
Watford SEC.-TREASURER
PETER McPHEDRAN, Wanstead P,
Agent !orW;:rwieg and Plymptoo.

DIRECTOR
DIRECTOR
DIRKECTOR
DIRECTOR
SOLICITOR

The Watford Orchestra has been

' meorganized under the management
« of Messrs. Swift and Dodds and now

thave an instrumentation of six

ngagements, | Full details
' terms will be . given on

I
|

ONNIE looked down to the
busy street, threugh a blur
of snowflakes. At least,
Connie told herself deter--
minedly ° that ' snowflakes
were accountable for the
blur; thén, she wiped her
eyes,

“It's Merry Christmas
time,” Connie sald to her old yellow
cat. “Who ever heard of Christmas
without the Merry? So cheer up,
Prowler, and let’s join in the game.”

At .the little “Shoppe” just around
the corner she stood longest of all.

And all at once into Connie’s bright

eyes came a speculative light. The
window was full of small framed pic-

t turés, most of them with the Christ-

mas spirit. There were the usual
night-clad children looking #up hroad

chimneys, there were Ilandscapes of
snowy fields with distant windows
alight—Connie studied them all; she
was seeing vision the winding hill
road of the place where she had-spent
. her last summer vacation; the church
| with its swaying bell in the steeple,
the queer little bridge over the deep
ind beautiful stream—a bridge with
sents along its sides where countless
tovers had sat and courted. The old
fady who had bheen Clonnie’s volunteer
hostess told her. with the pink coming
and going in° her withered cheeks,
about the lovers, TFor it was there
that her own husband had asked, and
had been answered—his question. The
way that Connie had chanced to visit
this beautiful country place and to
meet there the dear'sld lady was quite
remarkable chance too. She had
started out on the trolley car for one
restful day in _the country and had
chosen this station at random. And
when she had stopped to admire the
wonderful roges in the old lady’s gar-
den-—and they had spent some agree-
able time together—the old lady, Mrs.
Martha Snow by name, had said:

“My dear! Why don’t you come on
and visit me for a week or two? I'lm
Jonely for a young sweet face.”

And Connie had gone, that was all.
Half her later water colors had been
glorified memories of that delightful
visit. Now Connie had a new inspira-
tion. She would paint the queer little
bridge over an icy stream, and its
seats should be covered with snow.
She could fancy just how the trees
would look waving naked branches.
And she’d paint the church in the hol-
low with lights in the windows gleam-
ing over the snow and the bell in the
tower a-swaying for Christmas.

Oh, Connie was very happy as she
hurried home to her attic,
in the temperamental
have, she began to

working in a fever of

but there,
way - artists
draw - instead,
enthusiasm-—

the siftting room ‘of the old house
where she had been a guest, with
Martha Snew herself seated ins the

firelight, just half of her peaceful pro-
file showing beneath its halo of white
hair. s

Thére was holly above the old fire-

place and a bay’s stocking hanging
there. Connie never stopped until-she
had completed the picture, then ran
with it breathlessly to the “Shoppe”
around the corner.

“Yes, we will display it,” a smiling
old man agreed.

The picture sold. Of course you
were prepared for that; but the
strange part was that before it was
gold Connie had added her other views
to the “Shoppe” windew, and her dis-

cerning purchaser liad bought them
| every one. While the other Christ-

mas studies pleased him not at all;
Connie could not count the number of
times that ‘she passed that window,
first closing her eyves childishly in the
hope that her picture would not be
there when she opened them. And it
was the dax but one before Christmas
that the “Shoppe” manager seeing her
peeking about, beckoned her inside.
“You have pleased one of our best
cystomers,” said the manager, “and
when we mentioned your peculiar con-
dition of sale he suggested talking the
matter over with you that you might
both come to a satisfactory bargain,
Our customer thinks that yon possess
wonderful artistic. ability. We have
given him your address’”

“Is he” asked Connie falteringly,
“a philanthropist 7" ‘
Some way she did not want her pur-

‘chaser ta be just a philanthropist and

spoil all future ambitious hope.
“Mr. Armstrong 18 a man who usu.2.

‘the “Shoppe" minager said,

8o, though it wasenrly afternoon,
Connie hurried honie to turn on a gas
blaze -and 'don ‘ber most presentable
dress so that she might make a faver-
able impression as a successful young
wielder of the brush. The purchaser
miglit arrive any minute. But it was
the next afternoon when he came and
Clonnie was wearing a bungalow
apron.

The purchaser was young and tall
and good looking, and the golden cat
greeted him with a purring rub, which
was to Connie a recommendation as
to his honesty.

Mr. Hubert Armstrong came direct:
ly to business.

“Your - sketches have for me a
‘double interest, Miss Carroll,” he said.

“You .have drawn remarkably some
of the happiest scenes of my boyhood.
Scenes which I am ashamed to say I
had half-forgotten. The world of
business absorbs much of human kind-
ness I am afraid, and sometimes a
struggle for success causes us to leave
much that is tender behind, I am
grateful to you for awakening in me
that tenderness which I had almost
buried.”

The man’s voice broke huskily, He
drew forth an old sitting-room pjec-
ture,

“Peace on Earth” was the name she
had given it.

“That,” said Hubert Armstrong, “is
the living room of my home in Hill-
«Crest—the place where I was born.
This white-haired woman’s profile is
the peaceful profile of my long-lost
mother., That little bulging stocking
might have been my own stocking,
just as it used to hang there years
ago— Tell me—" his tone was eager,
“how did you come by your dream?”

“I visited last summer,” Connie told
him, “in that same old house in Hill-
crest with Mrs. Martha Snow, who in-
vited me.”

The man nodded hastily.

“I see,” he said, “it is quite simple
after all. Martha Snow is my moth-
er's widowed sister.,” A dull red crept
to his cheek.

“I had almost forgotten that Aunt
Martha asked me years ago to allow
her to continue on in the old home-
stead. It was_left mine by will. So
she’s there yet, and %the church bell
still chimes out for Christmas!

“You have sounded the
bells for me, Miss Carroll.”

It seemed that the purchaser had
almost forgotten her in his musings.
Now that she looked at him closely
his face was threaded by lines of care,
his fine eyes sorrowful beneath their
sternness, Connie put forth a friend-
1y hand.

memory

“Why,” she said, “so you are Martha
Snow’s nephew. Then there can be
no question of bargain between us,
the pictures are freely yours.”

The man spoke abruptly.

“You paint to sell do you not?” he
asked. “Isn’t that what your studio
is for?”

Connie shook her head ruefully.

“Mostly,” she replied, “my studio is
just to live in.”

“And you live alone?”

told him gravely.

Then
forth.

“Unless,” she
count Prowler?”
in her arms.

“I—live—=alone—too0,”
strong said®*slowly,

“I know what it means. There's not
much difference between the gilded
walls of an apartment and these walls
of yours here.”

“Not when it comes to loneliness,”
Connie agreed. “We were
look much more cheerful,”

her irrepressible smile broke

added, “you wonld
She caught the cat

Hubert Arm-

going to
she went

Connie Studied Them All

on, “when you inferrupted us with
your knock. T was climbing the lad-
der to hang a bholly wreath.”

“Let wme do it for you,” the man
said. Before she c¢ould could refuse

‘his assistance he was on the ladder,

the wreath in his hands,
“That's better,” Connie told him as

side. by side they stood lonkine m'ap

S

iy ‘drives a prercy snrewa bargam,”

“I am quite alone in the world,” she
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tne ‘cfimson perries,

“It's the first time in years,” Hu-
bert Armstrong said with a boyish
laugh, “that I've done that sort of
thing. Gives me a thrill of old Christ-
mas. ' Makes me wish for a fireplace

with a filled stocking before it. The
fireplace of your picture ma me
long to go skating on a creek—your

creek, back at Hillerest. Makes me
want to taste furkey again over the
old dining-room table.”

“Yes!” breathed

Connie, “and hear

the church bell ring out across the
snow.”

Eager-eyed the man 1zed  into
those other eager eyes beneath his
own,

“Let's do it,” he said impulsively,
“Let us have a real, joyful old-fash-

ioned sort of

Christmas, vou and T.
back at Aunt Martha’s. I will eall her
on the phone. It would delight her
heart.”

“It would be just ‘peace on ear
to me,” Connie said happily,

And that Christmus eve as ghe ¢
wideawake through her attic w
the moon shone

down through the

| holly wreath.

“Merry Christmas,” whi

ispeged Con-
nie while the old moon smiled he-
nignly with of 1
wepaper Ur ")
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The trimming
the silhouette,
fashion authori
that strikes one st foreibly in the
late models. Many of the (»f(l forms
of trimming are cast aside for em-
broideries, which are used so lavishly
that we wonder where all the \\‘m'l\:—
ers are coming from to turn out so
much of this needlework.

a prominent
is the thing

It is unfortunate to run to an extrava-
gant use of any mode of ornainenta-

tion. . No.one can gainsay the deco-
rativeness of ‘beautiful embroidery,
but it, like anything else, becomes
commonplace when too extensively
used,

'Um' reason for using so much trim-
ming may be because the silhouette has
changed so slightly designers have felt

| that this is the only way of offering

something new. Straightline dresses
are covered with embroidery, the
stitches being placed so closely to-
gether that it is almost impossible to
discern the patterns. Coats and hats

show quite as much embroidery as do
tha rrocme.

_It 1s surprising to see such a cosuy
use of trimming directly following so
many movements toward economy, I
would seem that any effort toward
economy in dress js like swimming:
against the current. With what meas-
ure of success these dresses will meet
it is difficult to say. They must neces-
sarily Dbe ' expensive with so0 muchs
needlework ornament ng them,

Very unususl are t!:e things used to
work out embroidery designs. A che-

mise frock of satin has the entire

i
Beltless Chemisz Dress Embroidered’
in Red, Bright Blue and Copper.

front and back portions overlaid with
huge clusters of grapes embroidered
in natural colored weoden beads. Steet
nailhead embroideries in conjunction
with bright red silks are used to or-
nament daytime frocks of dark blues.
Poiret twill. ;
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