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CENTRAL
Business College

STRATFORD. ONT.
Our Teachers are all experienced in- 

Btittctors. Our Courses are better than 
ever and the equipment is more complete 
We do more for our graduates than d« 
other similar schools.

Fourteen applications for trained help 
were received during the past week, some 
of these offering over $700 per annum.

we have three departments,
««MMIXIAI, and

y TELEGRAPIV
Write for our free catalogue and see 

what we are doing.

O.A. MclACHLAh - PRINCIPAL

BUSINESS AND 
SHORTHAND

Subjects taught by expert instructors 
at the

Y. M. C. A. BLDG.,
LOUDON. ONT.

Students assisted to positions. College 
in session from Sept 3rd. Catalogue 
free. Enter any time.
J.W. Western» J. W. Western», Jr
* Principal Cturterefl Accountant

Vtce-Prtndpal
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Foe or 
Friend?

Friend It Was 
to Be

By CLARISSA MACKIE

GforuiC£crtùx(c£fiege.
BT. THOMAS. ONT. 

Unsurpassed for residential education. The 
"Ideal College-Home” in which to secure a training for your life's work. Thorough 
courses in Music, Painting, Oratory, High 
School, Business College and Domestic 
Science. Large campus, inspiring environ
ment. Resident nurse insures health of 
students. Rates moderate. Every girl 
needs an ALMA training. Handsome pro
spectus sent on /application to Principal. 42

----- tele-----

Petrolea Business College
trained over 80 students last year. Our grad
uates command lucrative positions. New quar
ters ; modern equipment ; strong teaching force, 

each a specialist in a particular branch.

ENTER ANY TIME. INDIVIDUAL INSTRUCTION

Fall Term Begins September s.
Write, call or phone for rates or information.

Telephone 125. Lancby Bldg. 
PETROLEA. ONT.

Opens for the Fall Term TUESDAY, SEPT. 3,
S912.

This College is affiliated with the Business 
IBducators’ Association of Canada

It has placed over 70 of its students into good 
office situations since April ist, 1012. There is a 
position for every student. This is the guarantee. 

Secure the Catalogue.
W. F. Marshall, Principal.

RICHARD BROCK & SON
AGENTS FOR|

International
Machinery and Engines

Ail Kinds of Implements
furnished on short notice.

Gasoline Engines
suitable for all kinds of work. 

BAKER AMU CARGILL WINDMILLS 
LIGHTNING ROUS 

BUGGIES ANU CARRIAGES
CREAM SEPARATORS

The best goods on the market at the 
^closest prices.

gent for the Celebrated
r PAGK WIRE FENCE 

30 years' experience in auctioneering. 
Ivambton and Middlesex licenses.

SATISFACTION GUARANTIED

RICHARD BROCK A SON
RNEK HURON AND MAIN 8T8., WATFORD

Bad luck had followed Joe Pebble for 
three year»—In fact, ever since be had 
tired of the monotony of supporting 
his wife and her father on his wagea 
aa a cattle herder and had suddenly de
serted them to follow the call of his 
old free life.

He had simply dbappeared to let 
them think what they would of him. 
He bad left all the money that he pos
sessed except a single silver dollar, and 
he had used his own horse to ride 
away from them.

Bad luck had followed him in his 
rovings. He had been unhappy in hb 
freedom. Hb heart ached for the 
sweet companionship of Gertrude, hb 
wife, and for the placid philosophy of 
the good natured old man, her father.

Today he was riding down a ravine 
among the Tepee hills. Once more he 
was free. He had dbcharged himself 
from a ranch on the western tide of 
the watershed and was riding forth on 
one of those strange, restless quests for 
new scenes which had become a habit 
with him since he bad deserted hb 
wife. Happiness be never expected to 
regain.

He drew rein there and looked 
through an opening down upon a pleas
ant alluvial plain dotted with cattle. 
A low adobe ranch house was there, 
surrounded by barns and a corraL 
Smoke wreathed up from a chimney. 
It looked very peaceful and pleasant— 
the eort of home he and Gertie had

THE LAMBTON
Farmers' Mutual Fire Insur- 

ance Company.
(M.bll,h.d In 1871

J. W KINGSTON President.
THOS STEADMAN. Vioe-Pre., 
JAMBS ARMSTRONG, Uibiotob. 
A. G. MINIBLLY. Director.
TH03. UTHUOVV, Director
JAMBS SMITH, Director.
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J. F. ELLIOT, Fibi Inspector.
V. J. MoBWRN, Auditor.
aLKX. JAMIESON, gAonmiR.

PETER MoPHBDRAN, Winstead, P.O. 
Jâeerr, for Warwick and Plympton.
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HID HIS FACE IN HIS HANDS.

planned before. A lump came into hb 
throat, and he brushed bb brown hand 
across hb wet eyes. Then hb young 
face sank Into those stern, brooding 
lines that had replaced the old care
less expression.

Joe Tribble, as he called himself, rode 
on. A few yards farther on hb horse 
stumbled and fell so suddenly that Joe 
was pitched over his head, to fall in a 
crushed heap among some rocks. He 
toy very still, while the horse scram
bled to his feet, sniffed at hts master's 
unconscious form and then limped away 
for assistance, whinnying pitifully.

Joe opened his eyes upon darkness. 
There was a bandage over his eyes, and 
he could see nothing, but he knew that 
he rested upon a soft bed. A large cool 
hand touched hb wrist, and a finger 
pressed upon hb pulse.

“Doctor," Joe huskily whispered.
“Ahal" said a mellow voice. i“Com- 

tag around, are you? Feel pretty well 
banged to pieces?"

"Pretty sore," admitted Joe. “What’s 
the matter with my eyes?”

“You fell on a lot of broken rocks 
and got some splinters to your eyes. 
You can’t come Into the light until 
they’ve healed up a bit. Nothing to 
worry about; mere scratches. You have 
got a broken ankle, though.”

“Where am I?" w& Joe’s next ques
tion.

“At a ranch close by the spot where 
your horse threw you. Pretty Intelli
gent beast, that horse! Came lltaplng 
down here to the ranch and almost told 
Mr. Smith what had happened. You 
can bet he's well taken care of tool”

“Poor old Starbrowl” murmured Joe. 
Then,, turning to $be doctor, be asked

In a lew voice, “Where can I suy 
here?”

“Oh, yea! You can't be moved until 
your ankle b better,” said the dormi 
decblvely.

The docto, left the room, and .W 
beard him talking to some one lu an
other room. There were other voire* 
that sewmed to vibrate strangely or 
bis hearing. What memories of i!i« 
past they revived! Whose voires dal 
they resemble?

He tormented himself with the-o 
questions until be fell asleep fi-oii 
sheer exhaustion. He was awakeuet 
after a refreshing sleep by the south 
of a pump handle creaking outside 
Bhortly afterward a heavy, deliberate 
football entered hb room, and he wu> 
conscious that some one was bendius 
over him.

"Well, stranger." said a deep, reso- 
nent voice. “1 reckon you re awake 
now?"

“Who are you?" was Joes hurried 
question.

There was a tittle pause before the 
answer came. "My name's Smith 
Why?"

“Nothing, only I thought It sounded 
—like—somebody 1 used to know.1 
murmured Joe, staking back upon his 
pillow.

“I wonder If you wouldn't tike me tc 
help you outer those clothes you got on 
and get you Into bed In a decent way r 

went on the voice, and when Joe grate
fully assented the owner of the voice 
helped him with a woman’s tenderness 
to undress and clothed him In clean 
underwear and a clean coarse night- 
ihlrt

*Tm mightily obliged to you. stran
ger,” murmured Joe drowsily as ne 
sank on hb pillow after swallowing a 
cup of hot broth.

“You’re welcome," said the other 
solemnly, and, tiptoeing out he closed 
the door.

Joe did not awake again until the 
next morning. He knew that the win
dows were wide open, for he breathed 
the fresh.-sweet air, and be could near 
the song of birds. Hb eyelids felt 
very stiff and sore, and he was grate
ful for the bandage that covered them.

Mr. Smith came to presently and, 
after a pleasant greeting to the In
jured man, bathed hb face ùnd hands 
and brought some breakfast to him.

Joe bit into a hot corn muffin, and 
hb hand fell upon the counterpane. 
He turned his blindfolded eyes toward 
the stranger.

“Who made these muffins?" he ask
ed in a choking voice.

There was a hesitating silence be
fore Mr. Smith replied. Then. "My 
daughter made them." be replied.

“Your daughter! Why—who—excuse 
me," stumbled Joe, “but they are like 
those my wife makes, and I never tast
ed any others like ’em!" He hastily 
resumed his breakfast, and the portion 
of hb face below the bandage glowed 
redly.

Mr. Smith said nothing.
When the doctor appeared he de

clared that Joe had a little fever, and 
he changed hb medicine. Once more 
Joe heard three voices In consulta
tion In the next room. He could now 
recognize Smith's voice and that of 
the doctor, but the third one was that 
of a woman, pitched low and soft, and 
eluded hb searching mind.

"Where have I heard that voice be
fore?” he asked himself again and 
again as the days passed by, bat the 
answer did not come—then.

During those long days and nights 
of pain and helplessness Joe Pebble 
had leisure to think over what he had 
done, and he resolved that when he 
recovered that he would go north 
again and endeavor to become recon
ciled to hb wife and her father.

The thought of this coming Journey 
did much to hasten his recovery.

On the evening of this particular 
Jay—a Sunday It was—he toy there 
alone in the room. Presently Smith 
came In and talked to him. They 
talked on various matters, and finally 
Joe told him about his former life In 
Wyoming and ended by confiding his 
sin to the old man. He told it all—of 
his wild longing for freedom, how he 
had fought It for days before making 
up hb mind to leave hls wife and 
how, after the Irrevocable step had 
been taken, of the remorse he had 
suffered.

“I think of them two helpless ones 
day and night,” he groaned. “What 
has become of them? A coyote 
wouldn't have acted meaner’n I did. 
Don’t God ever give folks a chance to 
make good when they’ve sinned?”

The elder man did not answer for a 
long time. Then he arose and bent 
over the bed for n brief Instant “I 
believe he does, son; I believe he will," 
he said solemnly, and Joe heard him 
pass from the room and close the door.

From the room overhead he heard 
the murmur of voices long Into the 
night They were talking when he 
fell asleep, and once he started wide 
awake because he thought he heard a 
woman’s sobs. “Don’t cry, Gertie; ev
erything is all right" he murmured 
drowsily and went to sleep again.

The next day the doctor came and 
removed the bandage.

After the doctor had gone Joe wait
ed taUtatlsntijLiar . Mr, .Smith, tit come

Ini He "was' eager to teethe face'ôZ 
the man who had been bo kind to him*

All at once a bulky form filled th4 
doorway, and Mr. Smith’s alow, dellbj 
erate step approached the bed. In the 
dim light Joe’s eager eyes did not a# 
Brat recognize him; then he eat boll 
upright In bed and stared with whiten
ing face Into the kind, forgiving eyes 
of—hb father-in-law.

“Fatherl” he murmured brokenly and 
hid hb face In hb hands.

“Son!” said the older man solemnly, 
and he told hb hand upon Joe’s dark 
hair In the old familiar caress, for 
the two had been very fond of each 
other.

“It has been yon all along?” asked 
Joe after awhile.

“Yes,” said the other. And In a few 
words he told the repentant man that 
after hb desertion Gertrude and he 
had left Wyoming and come down Into 
Texas to start anew. The old man 
had a little money, with which he 
bought the ranch. They had never ex
pected to see Joe again. When they 
recognized him In the injured stranger 
whom Starbrow had led them to they 
had hastily assumed the name of 
Smith for the time being.

‘‘And Gertrude?” asked Joe brokenly. 
“Can she remember me and believe me 
to become what she’s worthy of?”

“I’m here, Joel” came Gertrude’s 
voice to answer.

SALLOW SKIN
Liver Spots, Pimples, Dark 

Circles Under the Eyes
are all signs of the system being clogged. 
The Liver and Bowels are inactive ^nd 
the Stomach is weak from undigested 
foods and foul gases.

FIG PILLS
the great fruit remedy, will make you 
feel like a new person.

Winnipeg, June 27, 1911. 
After taking three boxes of your Fig 

Pills for stomach and liver troubles I 
feel strong and well and able to do my 
own work. Mrs. A. H. Saultbr.

At all dealers 25 and 50 cent boxes or 
mailed by The Fig Pill Co., St. Thomas, 
Ont.

Sold in Watford by J. W. McLaren, 
Druggist.

Quaint Signposts.
In the neighborhood of Warmbmnn, 

in the Silesian Mountains, there are 
to be found some very curious sign
posts. One seen by a writer in The 
Wide World represents a farm laborer 
sharpening his scythe, on which is 
Inscribed in the old Silesian dialect, 
“To Giers village, one hour.” The 
signpost is well carved and painted 
in natural colors, so that it appears 
very lifelike. Another signpost in the 
same district represents a schoolboy 
carrying a slate bearing the name of 
the nearest village, toward which the 
boy is pointing.

Cows Tried For Murder.
Old documents of the middle ages 

tell us of numerous cases where ani
mals were put on trial for serious 
offences charged against them. For 
example, in 1370 three cows were 
tried for having killed a boy. The 
whole herd were arrested as accom
plices. All were discharged but the 
guilty three, these being condemned 
to be executed. The sentence was 
pronounced by the Duke of Burgundy. 
—Our Dumb Animals.

Seeing 
this splendid 

range places you 
under no obliga

tion to buy. We 
guarantee the 

‘Pandora just 
willinglyasMcClary 
people because we 
know its perfec
tions just as 

thoroughly.

SOLD BY T. DODDS.

MARBLE WORKS
Monuments, Headstones,
Tablets, (Marble or Granite)
Cut Stone for Buildings.
Good Work, Latest Designs

We Employ No Agents. 
Patronize Home and Save 

Agent’s Expenses.

When it is necessary to have 
anything in our line, see us. 
Our experience and personal 
supervision are at your service.

JOHN LIVINGSTONE,
PROPRIETOR.

Good Luck For Turtles at Least.
The Chinese have a peculiar custom 

with regard to turtles, which they con
sider as very good joss. Almost any 
day one can see these creatures, some 
of them of huge size, being carried 
on board the river steamers, not to be 
taken to Canton for culinary purposes, 
but to be dumped into the sea and 
restored to liberty and freedom. Good 
luck is thought to follow.

“Man is Filled With ^Misery.”— 
This is not true of all men. The 
well, sound of lung, clear of eye, alert 
and buoyant with health are not miser
able, whatever may be their social con
dition. To be well is to be happy, and 
we can all be well by getting and keep
ing our bodies in a healthy condition.. 
Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil will help all 
to do this. m

A Leamington man who attempted t« 
grow onions on Point Pelee had to give 
up the job on account of not being able 
to procure help. He plowed up the 
patch and set out tobacco plants. These 
the cut worms attacked in force, and he 
now thinks he will be in luck if the 
mosquitoes do not drive him off the 
Point altogether.

Dr. Morse’s 
Indian Root Pills

are made according to a formula in 
use nearly a century ago among the 
Indians, and learned from them by 
Dr. Morse. Though repeated at
tempts have been made, by physi
cians and-chemists, it has been found 
impossible to improve the formula or 
the pills. Dr. Morse’s Indian Root 
Pills area household remedy through
out the world for Constipation and 
all Kidney and Liver troubles. They 
act promptly and effectively, and

Cleanse the System

SOOTH END BAKERY 
ICE-CREAM
Il’E CREAM SODA

CRDSHED FROIT SUNDAE.

fj
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DAVID HARUM

ALL SUMMER DRINKS

FULL LINE OF
Fancy and Staple Confectionery

Our Cigars are Choice

SOUTH END BAKERY.

SOCIETIES.
ASSESSMENT SYSTEM.

CANADIAN ORDER OF

FORESTERS
Organized and Incorporated 1879

Head Office : Brantford, Ont- 
Purely Canadian.l 
Insurance at'a Minimum Cost;
Death Rate in 1911, 5.95 per 1000. 
Average in 32 years 5.23.

Interest on Reserve Fund paid 150 
Death Claims of $1000 each last 
year.

RESERVE FUND, DEC. 31, I9U.

Insurance - - $3,609,249.06
Sick and Funeral Ben’t 245,683.46

Total - - - $3,854,932.4»
MEMBERSHIP OVER 82,000.

Court Lome No- 17 Watford
meets second and fourth Monday in each 

month. Visiting Brethren Invited.
I. E. Collier, F. Sec. J. H. Hume.R.Sec. 

Ben. Smith C. Ranger.
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