Victrolas

\

You cannot fully appre-
')’ciate the benefit and
pleasure derived from a
Victrola until you have
‘one in your own home.

The Victrola sets the
world’s standard in phon-
ographs and the talent
of the world’s greatest
musical artists are repro-
duced only on Victrola
records. '

: No matter what music
you desire — the latest
popular dances, inspiring
military marches and
patriotic selections by the
world’s greatest military
bands, or the deep stan-
dard compositions of the
old Masters—you may
have all these in your
own home at any time
and as often as you wish.

Come in and hear these
wonderful  instruments
and let us tell you how
easy it is to have one.

Harper Bros.
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DELCO-LIGHT

Eleoctric
The complete Mu.uwl

Endorsed by more than 50,000 sat-
isfied users throughout the world.

R O. SPALDING

DEALER WATFORD

Bye Glasses

SHOULD STAY ON
WITHOUT PINCHING

No need to have your eye glasses
pinch in order to have them stay on.
Our uew style ot Eye Glass Mountings
are perfect in fit and neat in appear-
ance. Modern ideas are those of com-
fort. We aim 1n all our optical work
to do the very best for you in every
way. The right Glasses, the right
Mounting, We are sure it you come
to us you will be perfectly satisfied.

Let us prove this to you.

CARL CLASS

Jeweler and Optician
ISSUER OF MARRIAGE LICENSES

Harry Lauder paid a visit to the west-
ern front some time ago. While standing
before a great barbed wire barricade he
asked a Highlander how long he thought
the war would last. ‘‘Forty years,”” said
the Highlander, never moving an eye-
lid. #&We'll be fighting another year,
and thien it'll take us thirty-nine years
snoré to wind up the wire.””

The King of Bulgaria, by telegraph to
the Emperor of Austria: I am true to our
Holy and Immortal Alliance. Reserve
apartments for me in Vienna. Coming
by fast express.

CASTORIA

For Infants and Children
inUse For Over 30 Years
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“Lieuténant Hanlon and Sergeant
Farrell—to see Doctor Carroll, please,”
and a flash of admiration came into
the usually impassive countenance of
Bims, the butler, as he took in with
one all-appraising glance the uniformed
figures before him,

“A-fine looking pair of soldiers,” was
his silent verdict, but aloud he said:
“I'll tell the doctor you have come”—
and he waved them into the large re-
ception room that forms part of every
doctor’s home,

“Gee,” sald Scott Hanlon (he of the
leutenantilke decorationg), “this is
sure some {ng place. Our doctor man
must certainly be a man of means, ad-
though he never tried to make us think
80 when he talked to us.”

“I know it, Scott, but that's just
what made everybody like him so,”
replied Sergt. John Farrell, late of
the One Hundred and Seventh artil-
lery. “I know a few boys in the trench-
es that’ll never forget him, and I'ii
wager any one of them would cheer-
fully give up his life for ‘Old Doc.’”

“I guess you're right, Jack. I always
knew he was a big man, but I never
thought that he had left all this be-
hind to go ‘over there’ and take care
of the boys; and as for anyone ever
giving up anything to help ‘Old Doc,’
why, I only hope I have the chance
some day, for I'll sure never for-
get—"

“Sh!" came a warning whisper from
his brother officer as footsteps sounded
in the hall. The draperies parted and
once more Sims, the butler, made his
appearance,

“Beg pardon, sirs,” sald he, “but the
doctor was called out quite unexpect-
edly, but he’s expected back any min-
ute. Mrs, Carroll went with him, but
if you'll please make yourselves com-
fortable, Miss Madeline and Miss Mary
will be down directly,” And taking
caps and ulsters from the two guests
Sims withdrew once more with an
apologetic cough.

Again left alone, the two men talked
in undertones. “Kind o’ queer that he
shouldn’t be here to welcome us, don’t
you think?” said Jack to his compan-
fon. *“He's had our letter now over
two weeks, telling him that we'd spend
the last three days of our furlough
with him here. However,” as an after-
thought, “I suppose a doctor’s a pretty
busy fellow. Must be if he can afford
to have all this,” and once more his
eyes wandered with an admiring
glance around the Iluxuriously fur-
nished room. “I guess I'll leave our
small offering here till by and by,”
he added, carefully depositing on the
table a large and bulky package which
up to now he had been holding.

“Miss Madeline and Miss Mary—
they must be the twins that ‘Doc’ was
forever raving about,” said Scott.
“Can you picture me holding a' chub-

| by three-year-old on my knee, and

saying: ‘Oos ducky darling is o0e?”
And two hearty masculine laughs
pealed forth, forgetful for the moment
of their surroundings; but only for a
moment, for & slight noise made both
men turn.

The twins, indeed—but nothing
chubby or three-year-old about the two
young ladies who stood in the door-
way. Quite the contrary; tall, slen-
der and good looking—at least such
was the mental verdict of two young
men who saw them for the first time.

“Lieutenant Hanlon,” spoke up one,
slightly taller than her twin, and she
looked inquiringly at the two young
men,

“I am here,”
stepped forward.

“I am Madeline Carroll,” said the
girl, holding out her hand, “and this is
my sister Mary. Then you,” turning
to Jack, as Mary and Scott were
gravely shaking hands, “you must be—
must be—" and she made a pretense of
looking at a well-worn letter that she
| beld in her hand, “you must be Ser-
geant Farrell.” !

“I am,” said Jack so promptly that
they all laughed, and so the ice was
broken.

“We've been looking forward to your
coming for ever so long,” said Made-
line, who evidently felt that the bur-
den of entertainment rested upon her
shoulders, “and we were so excited
when dad got your letter saying that
you were coming today, because—well,
you see, it's a very important day for
us—it's our birthday—Mary's and
mine. You see, we're twins."”

“Yes, I know that,” said Scott. “Your
dad—we always called him Doc, over
there at the front—did nothing but
talk about his ‘twins.’”

“He sure did,” chimed in Jack, “and
| Scott and I thought that you were
about three years old.”

“What!” exflaimed Mary, shocked
into for the first time : “Why,
i me're eighteen today,” and she drew

sald Scott, as he

|
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emphasize the importance of that fact
and then blushed adorably as she sud-
denly realized that all eyes were upon
her.,

; "Evldent]y,” thought Jack, “Mary
wal‘the shy member of the palr’—but
he . djdn’'t mind how shy she was if she
only:blushed llke that,

“Well, of course, we realize our
dreadful mistake now,” he sald, look-
ing straight into her eyes, “but how
were two poor soldlers to know—Doc
always called you his ‘twin kiddies.

“QGreat Scott!” he exclaimed, as a
thought suddenly struck him, and go-

ing over to the table, he proceeded to
unwrap the package he had so care-
fully placed there, and with comical
dismay he held up to view two gayly
colored balls dangling from elastics,
and two squeaky rubber dolls.

Peal upon peal of laughter rang out
-the boys joining in none the less
heartily because the joke was upon
them, and in the midst of it all came
a stamping up the front steps, the
front door was thrown open and a
deep bass volce called out: “Well, so
you got here ahead of me, eh? I hope
my twin kiddies—I mean my twin
young Iadies—have taken good care of
you,” and divesting himself of his
great fur coat, which was taken in
charge by the ever-present Sims, in

me Dr. Walter Carroll, otherwise
Known as “Old Doc” of the One Hun-
dred and Seventh regiment, and held
out a hand to each of his guests.

Each young soldler grasped the
hand extended to him, and gripped it
with that grip by which men make
known to other men the feeling that is
in their hearts.

It was a pretty party that sat down
to dinner that night in Doctor Car-
roll's house, apd many a “trench story”
did the two boys relate to their old
friend, with the rest of the family as
interested listeners.

“And now for the party,” cried Mad-
eline, her eyes dancing with excite-
ment, as a group of the young people
of the neighborhood came in to help
celebrate the birthday of the twins.
Soon the fun waxed fast and furious,
and many were the envious looks cast
in their direction when Scott and Jack
were elected by the two girls to cut
the two birthday cakes that adorned
the table, brave in their proud array of
18 candles each.

“It's because they have swords, you
see,” explained Madeline, anxious to
soothe the feelings of some of her de-
voted admirers. “You know swords do
cut the cake so nicely.”

“The ring—the ring—who gets the
ring?”’ came a chorus from the girls,
as the pleces of cake were distributed.
Scott held up the coveted trophy.

There followed three such glorious
days, that as they sat at the dinner
table on their last evening with the
Carrolls, Scott declared that he was
s0 spoiled that he knew that he'd
never amount to anything after he got
back to actual duty.

“Well, we're glad if you enjoyed
your stay with us,” answered Mary
Carroll sedately, but although her lips
answered Scott, her eyes sought out
his brother officer.

“T’ll tell you this,” sald Tom, grave-
ly, in answer to her look, “if I've got
to die, I shall certainly die happier for
having had these few wonderful days.”

“Pooh! Pooh!” cried the doctor
quickly, anxious fo avoid any refer-
ence to the dangers to come that might
spoil their last hours together. “After
dinner the girl'll take you out along
the river for a walk, and you'll only
think how nice it 18 to live, and not be
worrying about dying.”

Along the south path that led to the
river John Farrell strolled with Mary.

“It’s only three days I've known
you, it's true,” he said. “but you must
remember that really I've known you
since you were three, from what dear
‘Old Do¢’ has told us. I've got to go
back to the front, dear, but the war
can't last forever, and when I come
back—have I chance, Mary?”

“Well, it was my ring—and you won
it,” said Mary, and she blushed ador-
ably, and in some mysterious way her
answer completely satisfied Jack,

“But you mustn’t tell anyone,” she
begged, “for you see I'm only eighteen,
and we'll have to wait a long time.
Besides I'd hate to have Madeline
know—that is—right away. Of course,
I always tell her everything. Twins
always do, you know,” and she looked
up at him with serious eyes, “but some-
how I'd like to keep this a secret just
between us for a little while.”

“All right, sweetheart, if you say so,”
he agreed, “but I don't think you need
worry about Madeline. There she is
now,” as Scott Hanlon and the other
twin came slowly up the west path,

L ] L] » * * * L]

On board the U. 8. transport Alida
two well-set-up, - fine-looking young
soldiérs slowly paced the deck.

“Well,” 'said Jack Farrell to his
friend, “I may not have won the penny
that was in that birthday cake, but
I'll bet you an army sweater against
a pair of pigskin puttees that if I ever
get safely back home again I'll be
richer than you'll be.”

“But you scem to forget,” replied
the other, “I.won the wedding ring,
and sometimes it's just as well tg be-

JBeve IN BZNS,~ ¥oa NO BIMIrCe Ewwe——.
" *“Ch, ho! BSo IS you, too, en¥” ex-
chalmed Jack, as he whistled softly;
*“well, we certainly are two lucky fel-
lows. Here’'s to our next furlough,
Scott, and may it be as happy a one
as this one has been.”

“Yes,” said Scott Hanlon, *God will-
fog, here's to our next furlough.”

And gravely the two soldiers shook
hands.

Anclent Soap Making,
* A soap boiler's shop was among the
ngs discovered in the excavation at
Pompell several years ago. The city
was buried beneath volcanic ashes A.
D. 79. It is sald that the soap found
in the shop had not lost all efficacy,
aithough it had lain under the ashls
more than elghteen hundred ' years.
Soap making was quite a business in
& pumber of the Italian cities at the
fime that Pompell was destrqyed.
Pliny the elder speaks of soap, and
eays that because its price was 'so
high many subftitutes were used,
among them & kind of glutinous earth
and filne¥sand mixed in the juice of
certaln pidnts that made lather. His-
tory tells us that the Gauls meda soap
two thousepd years ago by combining
beech tree ashes and goat's fat.

A Vision Of Former Dinners

When we go out to eat these days
we have to sit and wonder, if food
controller's hit the list with lightnin’
and with thunder, or if he's put some
more laws on to choke us from our
bash, or if he’s took from us our oats,
our hay and our bran mash.

And when I see the sugar lump I
sit and heave a sigh, for you could
stick the bloomin’ thing right edge-
ways in your eye.

And likewise bread is trimmed up
thin, and butter, oh by heck, there
aint enough doled out to grease the
hair upon your neck.

Oh, I like to sit at times like
these, and back up twenty years, to
them there days what come along
and boot away my tears—to good
old days of harvest homes when
tables used to groan, and when we
ate full to the neck for a quarter of
a bone.

We used to take the punkins then,
the corn stalks and the beets, and
decorate the church throughou$, the
pulpit and the seats.

And put the big potatoes there,
likewise the apples red, and cabbages
a8 big and hard as was the deacon’s
head—and twine the oak and maple
leaves, and spin the golden rod, and
have a sample of most things what
sprung from out the sod.

And then we had the harvest
home—come back once more that
night—when stuff to eat was piled
up high and tucked in good and
tight.

We ate some turkey and some
ham, some chicken and some pie,
we had a heap of sandwiches heaped
up both thick and high. We ate,
we did, until we groaned, and then
we ate some more, and every course
that came along we hollered out
“encore!”

And after all that there was done
they'd clear away the wreck, and
all the preachers round about would
climb upon the deck, and tear cff
jokes ten years of age and try to
speechify on top of fourteen kinds of
meat and sixteen kinds of pie.

There weren’t no food controller
then a-hangin’ round the place, to
see how much you gathered up-and
shoved into your face.

T’d like to be a kid again just for
one harvest home, with sawhorse
tables loaded up until they'd creuk
and groan—with punkin pies and
chicken: too, with home cured coun-
try ham, and best of all, by jing,
there weren't no food controllin’
man.—ARK.

Warts will render the prettiest hands
unsightly. Clear the excrescences away
by usiug Holloway’s corn cure which acts
thoroughly and painlessly, m

The Maps

I’m one of those
Slow-witted chaps,
Who cannot under-
Stand the maps.
I must confess
I miss the signs
As pictured by
The dotted lines,
Nor can I follow
The attack
Along the route
In heavy black.
The places noted
(a) and (b)
Means very little
Unto me,
I know not if
The printed star
Means where they were
Or where they are.
Some day I may
Have time perhaps,
To solve the puzzle
Of the maps,

b )

‘There was never a time when the sae-
rifices and the help of women were more:
appreciated then at the present time.

omen should learn war-nursing and
pursing at home. There is no
way than to study the new edition of the-
5 on Sense Medical Adviser ”—
with chapters on First Aid, Bandaging;
Anatomy, H%gxene, eare of the 8i
Diseases of Wom Mother and Babe,
Marriage—to be at some drug-stores
or send 50c. to Dr. Pierce, Courtwright 8t.;
Bridgeburg, Ontario.

If a woman suffers from weak back,
nervousness or dizziness—if pains afflie
her, the best tonic and corrective is one
made up of native herbs, and made with-
out alcohol, which makes weak women
strong and sick women well. It is the
prescription of Doctor Pierce, used by him
n ari)tive lngorgtcﬁce many years u!x}\e la.nd,m
sold by al every t in t! :
in liquid or in tablets. Send Dr. Pierce,
Buffalo, N. Y., 10c. for trial pkg. ' Dr.
Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets are also best for
liver and bowel trouble.

—— SBtratford, Oni.—*Dr,
RC Rierce’s Favorite Pre-
2 ;r-rllpu'(-m was a8 grea$
B 0. 0 Ie,
an ‘:expeeu::n period !
became all run-d :
weak and nervous
could not _eat—was
nauseated. T also suf-
fered with backachem.
I was a complete wreck
and was down sick im
bed when I
\ taking ‘Favorite

(2 srript?isnt.; fl sloon Ccome
P /- o eel stronges
N and it finslly restored
me to health and
::uﬁngth}iegllm:ld dg all my v‘;ork ang felt fine,
ad prac osufferin, y yasstrong
and ealthy.lﬂln. Thom‘un EMBI::[}(IG;, 35&132’“&

Auvuoctioneer

J. F. ELLIOT.

Liocensed Auctioneer
For the County of Lambton,

ROMPT attention to all orders, reasomabls
terms. Orders may be left at the Guide-
Advocate office, '

MEDICA L.

JAMES NEWELL. PH. B.,, M.D
L RCP &S, M.B M. A, England,
Coroner County of Lambton,
Watford, Ont.
OFFICE—Main St,, next door to Merchamw

Bank. Residence—Front street, one block eas»
of Main street

C. W SAWERS, M. D.
WATFORD, ONT
FORMERLY OF NAPIER) OFFICE — Main
Street, formerly occuvied by Dr. Kelly, Phone
13 A, Residence—Ontaric Street, opposite My
A. McDonnell's, Night.¢.-'!s 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 phom
26,

DENTAL.

GEORGE HICKS,

D. D S, TRINITY UNIVERSITY, L. D, 8.
Royal College of Dental Surgeons, Post graduate
of Bridge and Crown work, Orthodontia and
Porcelain work., The best methods employed to
preserve the natural teeth,

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

At Queen’s Hotel, Arkona, 1st and 3rd Thurse
day, of each month

G. N. HOWDERN
D.DS LDsS

G}\'ADUATE of the Royal College of Dentn}
Surgeons, of Ontario, and the University of
Toronto. Only the Latest and Most Approved
Appliances and Methods used. Special attentiom
to Crown and Bridge Work. Office—Over Dr.
Kelly’s Surgery, MAIN ST.—WATFORD . .4

Veterinary BSurgecn.

J. McCILLICUDDY
Veterinary Surgeon,

ONOR GRADUATE ONTARIO V_'F.TER!N_-
ary College, Dentistry a Specialty. All

diseases of domestic animals treated on scientifie
principles, i
Office—Two doors south of the Guids-Advoca

office, Residence—Main Street, one door nor
of Dr. Siddal’s office.

E?‘?on SALE .

Twenty good Shorthorn females, ;
)
)

T

young cows and heifers ; also one
four-year-old Scotch bred bull, sire
and dam imported. Everything
guaranteed right and all registra-
tion papers furnished. Have decid-
\ edto reducethe herd and give more
attention to the sheep. No reason-
able offer retused for one or more.

" ED de GEX, Kerwood P.0.
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