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æûorem tuiccb wre cuiginj, 

raised in sweet, clear carols of 
He raised his head, the miserable 
man, and listened. Why, that 
hymn that he had learned in Pruseiiu- 
when he was a boy. And the old faiths 
remained for each generation, here» 
too, across the wide Atlantic, and only 
he was shut off from this holy com
munion. He thought of Minna; her" 
heart had been always his, and 
had been quite true to him, in spite 
the stories people told about her past,, 
and they had stood before the minister* 
in just such a church, with ruin be
fore them, and knew only the joy in» 
ûheir own souls. Then suddenly 
through the gloom, aad right across.

liquid: "Wnac was past pa»t 
there was always the future, and J«»tlin» FOR 

OVER 1G YEARS
*o Return Of The Trouble 
Since Taking “Frult-a-thies”

El

108 Church Si., Moimnui» 
*'I «II a great sufferer from Rheu

matism for over 16 years. I consulted 
specialists; took medicine; used 
lotions; but nothing did me good.

Then I began to use “Frait-a-tives”, 
end in IS days the pain was easier 
and the Rheumatism much better. 
Gradually, “Fruit-a-tives" overcame 
my Rheumatism; and now, for firs 
years, I have had no return of V 
trouble. I cordially recommend 
fruit medicine to ail sufferers.”

P. H. Me H 
60c a box, 6 tor f2J0, trial s 

At all dealers or assit postj

LONDON BUSINESS COLLEGE 
Dundas and Richmond Sts. 

London, Ontario
, Write for information regarding 

<rar courses in Bookkeeping and 
Shorthand. Fall term opened on 
August 80th.
3. MORRITT, N. STONEHOUSE, 

Principal. Vice-Principal.

PVÆ/gW rrr

WINTER TERM OPENS JAN. 3rd.
.ELLIOTT

Yonge and Charles sts., Toronto.
Accountancy, stenography, type

writing, secretarial, commercial 
teachers, and general improvement 
courses ; superior instruction in all 
departments, Ueer demand for our 
graduates.. Write for parti.ulars.

W. J. ELLIOTT, Principal.

N OLI) man. Ills fel
low lodgers would 
have called h 1 m, 
hail they not long 
ceased to specu
late upon Herr 
Julius Mayo's ac
tivities in the 
three poorly £ u r- 
nished rooms at 
the top of the old 
converted mansion 
on lower Second 
a v e n u e. But he 
was not so old— 
barely sixty. In 
fact. Still, time is 
measured by its 
fullness, and the 
o 1 d German had 

lived through youth

New Term from Nov. 1st

4<\TFORD. ONT.

The leading Commercial School 
of Western Ontario. Commer
cial, Shorthand and Telegraph 
departments, Graduates placed 
in positions. Students may 
enter at anv time.
Get our Free Catalogue.
D. A. McLACHLAN, Principal.

x ^ LIVESTOCK
AQPV for sale

Shorthorn, Angus 
JBSmlÈk. 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 beand. Expert assistance will 
given to all parties desiring to pur
chase herd sires. Parties desiring to 
tût their animals should communi
cate with the Secretary.
W. P. MACDONALD, Patrol», Ont.

INSUHANJE

J. H. HUME
Agent for

FlfyE, ACCIDENT and 
SICK BENEFIT COMPANIES 
Representing Five Old Reliable 

Fire Insurance Companies.
You want your property insured- 

call on J. H. HUME and get his rates. 
VICTORY BONDS AND OTHER 
CrOOD SECURITIES FOR SALE

and maturity, marriage and parent
hood, so that the future held nothing 
in store for him except what he had 
put into it; and of all life’s riches he 
had held to one thing only after his 
wife had died.

That was his chemical researches. 
Interest had attached Itself to him 
at first because he was suspected of 
being a counterfeiter. He had, in fact, 
been honored with a visit from the 
chief of detectives when he first took 
up his abode in the ramshackle old 
place five years before. But Herr 
Mayo had speedily convinced his call
er that he was "bnly a harmless crank, 
engaged on some obstruse and appar
ently Insoluble problem.

But the problem happened to be 
one toward whose solution a thousand 
brains were just then concentrated in 
several hundred laboratories. It was, 
In fact, the manufacture of synthetic 
rubber. To this end, which would 
mean fabulous wealth for the discov
erer, Herr Mayo bent all his energies. 
A tiny patrimony supported him mean
while. Once he had been well-to-do, 
and had had friends; that was when 
he was a lecturer at the Imperial uni
versity of Bonn, and before his reck
less marriage with a notorious actress 
shocked and scandalized the puritani
cal society—but why should he be 
recalling this now, as he bent over 
his test tubes and weighed out imper
ceptible quantities of dompeunds 
from his tiny measuring scales? That 
was Herr Mayo's one chivalrous act, 
and he had paid in honor and wealth 
and friends when he plunged into me 
irretrievable because love proved 
stronger Ilian prudence. And they 
had always been lumpy* until si c tiled, 
five years before, though often the 
lean hunger wolf howled against' the 
threshold. P.ut then there was^thetr 
child, Ida. and she. too., had become 
a memory, and nothing remained ex
cept the hub him-: test nib* and the 
spreading color beneath the surface 
layer of gold

The old German shook !v)r memories 
away ■ ’ •> m- -, -■

TICKET AGENT FOR C.P.R.
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Word Picture of
Muskoka Hospital

A WONDERLAND of Invigorating 
pine-scented air, dazzling sun

shine, freshly green trees, vivid 
blue water! No sound, but the song 
of birds!
Set on an elevation—the Muskoka 
Free Hospital for Consumptives, 
consisting of an infirmary for bed 
patients, with verandahs overlook
ing the lake, and many long, low, 
open-air pavilions, surrounding 
wide, green lawns. Here, in hos
pital cots, are the patients, all 
wonderfully happy. White-clad 
nurses and doctors pass to and fro. 
Peace and contentment reign. Con
valescents t ask on sunny lawns, or 
lie \n shaded hammocks. Broken 
down through overwork, worry, 
unaer-nourlshment they have 
nothing to do but get Well.
"It’s God’s own spot," declared.one 
young man reverently. Proper 
care, rest, pure air and good food 
had saved his life, the Samaritan 
Club providing for a bed-ridden 
father during the son’s absence. 
"God's own spot”—where a helping 
hand stretches out to those losing 
their grip of life!
Contributions may be sent to SIP 
William Gage, 84 Spadlna Avenue, 
Toronto, or to Geo. A. Reid, Treas
urer, 223 College Street, Toronto.
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Why Am I Thinking of Minna Tonight?

now he felt very sure that he was on 
the track of his discovery. Then hon
or and wealth would be his.

Once in a million times the seeker 
of synthetic compounds may hit upon 
his goal by chance. But almost uni
versally it is a process of elimination, 
of endless working round and round 
toward an objective point which seems 
to recede the more elusively as one 
approaches it Nine hundred and for- 
tv formulae he had written down In 
microscopic figures upon a large fold 
ed sheet of paper, and these were com 
pounds of but.a single form of carbon 
Of these seven and twenty were the 
most promising, and he had grouped 
them together.

“Now why am I thinking of Minna 
tonight?" growled the old man impa
tiently, rising and pushing back the 
damp hair from his furrowed forehead.

But he was not thinking of Minna, 
except indirectly. He was thinking of 
Ida. their daughter. It was five years 
since his wife had died, and almost 
upon the first anniversary of her death 
he had driven his daughter from his 
home when in her agony and despair 
she confessed to him that she had sul
lied the name she bore. She had mar
ried secretly a ■ worthless fellow who, 
it turned out, had a wife living. He 
had died since, but he could not forget 
the stigma. The Mayos had been of 
the old Junker families, who had held 
honorable records in East Prussia. He, 
Julius, had lost caste when he mar
ried the actress, but that, at least, 
was a legitimate union/ And now, his 
daughter's involuntary offense would 
banish them both forever should lie 
return with his discovery, to seek 
social recognition in his native land. 
The years of ostracism and loneliness, 
to be redeemed at the end by this tri
umph. had made the old man very bit
ter. When Ida left him the last link 
that bound him to humanity seemed to 
have snapped. He often told himself 
that he was glad she was gone. He 
had put the very thought oft her away ; 
it should not rise up now.

A tapping sounded at the door, and 
he rose up wearily to open it. Outside 
stood the postman. He was very late 
because it was the holiday season and 
his mail was large. The old man gave 
him a small weekly sum to bring his 
letters to his apartment instead of 
leaving them in the box beneath. His 
correspondence was too precious, just 
now, to trust to the mercies of those 
easily opened boxes. One letter that

'ie'a
IE

[p>

-He Tore the Papers Into 20 Strips.
went astray might throw him back a 
week in his researches, and others 
werq on the tracks eager lntici-

pate mm m nis tu*»cuvwy. tie iw».
a thin envelope from the postman, 
glancing at it indifferently. No, this 
was not from the chemical works. 
Well, doubtless that one would arrive 
on the morrow. He voiced the hope 
unconsciously.

“Why, professor, there’s no delivery 
tomorrow,” said the letter carrier, 
cheerfully. "Don’t you know what 
tiight this is? This is Christmas Eve.”

Christmas Eve! Good! That would 
mean less traffic in the street beneath 
his window to disturb him the next 
day. But stay! That meant a post
ponement in the letter’s arrival. He 
grumbled something at the letter car
rier, who went down the uncarpeted 
stairs, shaking his head at the strange
ness of some people In not knowing 
when Christmas Eve came. But doubt
less he had no friends to keep the date 
in his memory, poor old fellow !

Herr Mayo looked at the letter again 
and his face paled. His heart began 
to drum in his ears, and he cast it 
down on a table and sank into a chair, 
passing his hand wearily across his 
forehead. The letter was from his 
daughter.

After awhile he found courage to 
open it, and, when he had read the 
first line, he read it all, swallowing 
hard in his throat.

"Dearest Father” (it ran) :
“Don’t think that I am writing to 

you tonight to beg your aid. But it is 
just five years since mother died, and 
a little more than four since I last saw 
you, and I cannot keep silence any 
longer. I want to tell you that a little 
boy was born to me. He is all the 
world to me. Indeed, we are very 
happy. I teach him to mention you 
in his prayers. We do not want 
money, for I can support him, and I 
would work my fingers to the bone for 
him. But I want him to know you, 
father. Will you not forget all the 
past and let me bring or send him 
to you, for mother’s sake, so that he 
may grow up to feel that I am not 
the only relative he has on earth? He 
is named Julius, after you, and he has 
flaxen curls all over his shoulders. 
He is the dearest thing in the world 
to me.”

The address given was quite near 
where Herr Mayo lived. No doubt his 
daughter had often passed his house; 
perhaps she had seen him sometimes 
when, pondering over his problem, he 
paced the streets, a curious, shabby 
figure, in that busy mart of men.

Herr Mayo raised his head and set 
the letter down with trembling fin
gers. He was not by nature a hard 
man; his marriage had proved that 
But he had made his choice for once 
and for all. He looked toward the 
test tube on the table. The golden 
liquid was slowly cooling into brown. 
And he knew that that lay between 
them as surely as though each gleam
ing bubble on it were miser’s gold.

His past should never rise up to dis
turb him now. It was to assuage his 
grief and disappointment at first that 
he had turned toward his researches. 
Now the hobby had become a tyrant, 
and he had sold his soul into its keep
ing. His choice was made. He tore 
the paper into twenty strips and flung 
them into the blazing stove. He had 
but glanced at the address, and al
ready it had vanished from his mind. 
Now there was no turning back, 
though his daughter’s words scorched 
his soul as the paper was scorching, in 
the fire.

He turned to his work again. But 
he could work no longer. Phantoms 
of his past rose up to reproach him. 
There was his wife, Minna, looking at 

’ him with her steady eyes; he had 
never refused her anything, and he 
knew that, were she alive, he could 
not have treated her daughter as he 
had done. And the liquid in the tube 
was brown, burned out gold that had 
lost its power to charm him. He 
stopped and listened. Somewhere up 
the street the Christmas bells were 
calling worshipers to church. So they 
had called him once, long ago, in Ger
many, when he was a lad with the 
world before him and filled with the 
zest of life. The remembrances of his 
early days surged over him like a lava 
flood. He could stay no longer in that 
big, empty room, and, clapping on his 
hat over his gray locks, he rushed 
wildly down the stairs and out into the 
street.

A steady stream of persons was 
traveling in one direction, and he fell 
in with them perforce because he did 
not want to battle his way along the 
curb against them. Presently the 
stream began to pour into a church, 
carrying him with it. Herr Mayo did 
not know what denomination of 
church it was, and he might not have 
known had his wits been alert, so 
long it was since he had been inside 
oné. But as he sat among the worship
ers, hearing the organ peal and the 
words of eternal hope and mercy, 
something seemed to burst inside his 
shriveled old heart and the warm tides 
of pity and love leaped througn the 
barriers that he had upreared against 
them. In that moment he knew that 
he was the worst of sinners; he had 
set up his pride, a cruel idol in his 
heart, and pulled down the Christ; 
and the idol was broken and only the 
•ragical figure of the Son of God re»-.in in *malned.

the church, he saw Minna again. Her 
face was as it had been on that day 
of their marriage, surrounded with ra 
halo of yellow hair; but when he 
rose, staring, and saw the woman stir,™ 
he knew that it was not Minna, bnfc 
hls daughter Ida.

In that moment he wanted nothing: 
so much as to enfold her in his arms,, 
to lay his gray head upon her bosom»

"You Are Looking for Somebody, Sir?^ 
He Asked.

and sob out his wretchedness there. 
Minna lived in her again, for mother
hood had wrought a miracle on the* 
pale, listless girl, who had cringed be
fore his anger four years before and at- 
last gone sullenly from his home, pen
niless, into the darkness.

But she had not seen him, nor wouhfc 
she. Mayo saw now the cause of that, 
maternal light in her eyes, bright, 
with the love that he had denied her. 
They were bent upon a little, yellow
haired boy who sat restless beside her», 
fidgetting, as boys will fidget in# 
church. And the boy. in turn, was a» 
replica, of Ida’s infancy.

He must take her home. They 
would be all to one another, the thret* 
of them. His heart yearned over these; 
two generations of his own flesh and' 
blood. And when the service ended, 
he rose eagerly to cross to where they 
were seated. But the people, moving: 
out of their pews into the aisle, ob
structed his passage, and he was com
pelled to make a circuitous detour in* 
order to reach his objective. He saw* 
her, lost her; and at last, when hw 
reached the pew where she had sat, 
Ida was gone. He hurried frantically 
hither and thither. The church was*- 
empty now; and yet it seemed incredi
ble that he had lost her for eveti- 
Somebody touched him on the arm. Al 
clergyman in a long black gown was» 
speaking to him.

“You are looking for somebody», 
sir?” he asked kindly.

“My daughter,” the old man mum»- 
bled.

“She must have gone home. No* 
doubt you will find her at homeu 
■jiijeve is nobody here.”

The old man turned and begaa.

^Continued on next page)

TASTE ALONE

will tell how 
good it is

Just you trya loaf 
of our delicious 
Bread and you’ll 
know why it is so 
popular in Watford 
and surrounding 

country.

F. H. Lovell’s
Bakery - Confectionery
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