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i @Hls i no &ime §o be

practising False
Economy. Don’t imagine
because you have a fire
on that it is cheaper fo
bake your own Bread and
Cakes. Remember, you
must have extra heat, and
you know the cost of
wood and coal these days !
So Bave your Fuel and
Biy your Bread and

Cakes from

LOVELL'S
S

MEDICAL.

JAMES NEWELL. PH. B., M.D
L/RCP&S, M.B M. A, England,
Coroner County of Lambton,
Watford, Ont.
OFFICE—~Main 8t,, next door to Merchants

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

C. W SAWERS, M. D.
WATFORD, ONT
FORMERLY OF NAPIER) OFFICE — Main
Btreet, formerly occuvied by Dr, Kelly, Phone
X3 A, Residence—Ontario Street, opposite Mr
A. McDonnell's, Night calls Phone 13B,

W. G. SIDDALL, M. D.
WATFORD - . ONTARIO

Foimerly of Virtoria Hospital, London,

OFFICE—Main street, in office formerly occupied
®y Dr, Brandon, Day and night calls phone

DENTAL.
GEORGE HICKS,

D. ]!::B". TB]'NITY FN]VERBX’;&( L. g 8‘.'
-.D;I ollege of Dental Surgeons, graduate
of rid%e and Crown work, Orthodontia and

lain work. The methods employed to
Ppreserve the natural teeth,

OFFICE— osite Taylor & Son’s drug sto e
MAIN ST., Watford, {1eCe

At g}uecn'l Hotel, Arkona, 1st and 3rd Thurs-

dllay, of each month,

G. N. HOWDEN
D.D.8S. L.DS

RADUATE of the Royal College of Denta)

'Burgeons, of Ontario, and the University of
the Latest and Most Approved
ppl and Methodsused. 8 al attention
#o wn and Bridge Work, Office—Over Dr,
Xelly's Surgery, MAIN §T.—~WATFORD

b e
Veterinazy Burgeon.

J. McCGILLICUDDY
Veterinary Surgeon,

ONOR GRADUATE ONTARIO VETERIN-
ary 'College. Dentistry a Specialty. All
of & 4 A on slentis

. - animals
“principles,

oﬁc‘;—'l‘wo doors south of the Guida-Advocate
sofice. Residence—Main Street, one door mnorth
of Dr. Siddal's office.

~ mto. On!

Winter Term from January 2nd
CENTRAL

TRATFORD, ONT.

We employ experienced instructors,
give thorough courses, give individual
attention to pupils and place gradu-
ates in positions. This school 1s one
of the largest and best Commercial
schools in Canada.

‘Write for free catalogue concern-
ing our Commercial, Shorthand
or Telegraphy departments.

W. J. Elliott, D. A. McLachlan,5
President, Principal,

Made the Supreme Sacrifice
WATFORD AND VICINITY

.-Col. R. G. Kelly

Capt. Thos. L. Swift H

Sergt.-Major L. G. Newe

Alfred Woodward

Pte. Percy Mitchell
Pte. R. Nhalton
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Clayton O. Fuller.

Russell Howard Trenouth.

ichol McLachlan,

. Clarence L. Gibson
er Roy H. Acton,
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(Copyright, 1917, by the McClure Newspa~
per Syndicate.)

“Why don’t you say it right out
then, Tom—that you love her better
than you do me?” Nell had saved this
thrust for the climax of their little
breakfast table spat that morning.
There were no tears in her eyes nor
tremors In her voice, but her pulse was
running high and her cheeks were
aflame, .

“Nell, it isn’t fair to say things like
that. Of course I don’t love her bet-
ter. I love her in an entirely different
way. And the whole point is that I in-
vited her here for Thanksgiving 'way

3
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last Fourth of July, and if I didn't

have her she would be disappointed. It
isn’t that it would make any special
difference to me personally.”

“But if you didn’t tell me you had
invited her, how was I to know? If
you had told me you had invited your
mother—"

“1 don't see why you always call her
my mother. Why don’t you call her
‘mother,” the w Dot does Ted's
mother? You act as if she was no
relation to you, and, to her face, you
ealled her ‘Mrs. Bradford’ the last time
she was here.”

“But she isn't my mother and I just
can't say ‘mother’ to her.”

“She is your mother,” snapped Tom.

“Oh, I don’t see how you can say 80
at all. Mamma is my mother and it
would be just dreadful to call your
mother, ‘mother.’”

“But you needn't call her ‘Mrs. Brad-
ford.'”

“Well, what shall T call her, then?
You don't call my mother anything.
You just say ‘you’ when you talk to
her.” Then, after a sob, “Tom, I think
it is just shameful for us to be scrap-
ping this way sbout our mothers.”

“But how are we going to settle it
1f we don’t talk it over? You want
your mother to come for Thanksgiving
and I want mine.,”

“And, of course, we couldn’t have
them together,” put in Nell, and, as
Tom muttered an “of course pot,” she
added with mock cheerfulness and a
smile that was only lip deep: “At least
we agree on one thing. }t would be too
much to ask them to come together.
They haven't an interest in common
and they would be perfectly miserable.
Tom, if you have any good reason why
your mother should come Instead of
mine I'd really like to hear it.”

“In the first place, she’s a lot older,”
began Tom.

“Oh, Tom, how. can you say that.
Perhaps she is {p years, but my poor
mamma isn't as strong as yours is.”

Tom snorted. “Frail, and weighs
more than I do!”

“Tom, how can you be so horrid?’

“wWell, suppose the only thing to do
8 to draw lots about it,” said Tom.
*You know, before I was married, I
thonght maybe it was going to be so
I could make a home for mother here
with us, and now I don’t even feel free
to nvite her here for Thanksgiving.”

“T am sure I don't see why you
should have your mother here any
more than I should have mamma.”

“Apd, of course, we couldn't have
them both!”

“Oh, of course not. They would never
hit it oft.”

And wisely, as they thought, the
Bradfords stopped here on the one
point on which they agreed and with

| something of an armistice, Tom Brad-
| ford went to his office.

No, there was nothing at all, in the
common acceptance of the word, con-
genial about Mrs. Bradford, Sr.,, and
Mrs. Cole. Mrs. Bradford, at sixty
gince her children had grown up and
made families for themselves, had
grown so used to playing the role of
%“old lady” that, in spite of her active
body and nimble mind, she felt that
her proper sphere in life ought to be
in the inglenook of some son’s or
daughter’s fireplace, her task that of
mending other people's children's
stockings or putting patches on their
outworn clothes and her proper head-
gear a sheer white muslin cap, topped
with ribbons of faded lavender color.
Yet, at heart, Mrs, Bradford was still
the active, energetic woman she had
been when, during the lifetime of Ma-
Jor Bradford, she had led social activi-

tles In ving army posts and,
threough tact and more than ordi-
nary tion, had held her place as
social ter and leader.

Mrs, e was of the housewifely

type. She was more interested in
ketchup and mustard pickles than din-
ner parties and after-dinner small talk,
At sixty-odd she was better able than

ever to do ingt what she bad to do all

: GUIDE-ADVOCATE, WATFORD
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".and one would thipk

- her mature years—to kéep a family of

youngsters in health and happiness on
the maximum income. ' Her husband
had been a small professor in a small
town, and experience had made her ex-

in the art of thrifty housewifery.
A:d Just when she felt herself most

er life job and life interest. She,
too, felt the fitness of the lavender-

hood. )

8o, you see, the mothers of the Tom
Bradfords, were ctly different,
t the only ties

at could possibly have drawn them
together were the facts that thelr chil-

dren had married each other and that
they happened to live in the same
large city

A week after Tom and Nell had had
their breakfast-table scrap—several
had followed since then, and Nell was
losing sleep and Tom was losing
weight—the mothers chanced to meet
at the counter of a department store in
the shopping section of their town,
some hundred miles from the place
where Tom: and Nell made their home.

At first they bowed and smiled as
women whose children have married
wsually do—and with more effort at
saccharine politeness than aetual cor-
diality.

Mrs. Bradford was buying lavender
ribbon and when she saw Mrs. Cole,
she, too, was bwying lavender ribbon.
It had come to both the women that
ribbon of that shade would better sult
their roles in life than the pink and
yellow and green ribbons that they
naturally would have chosen as orna-
mentation to their white frocks and
negligees.

Perhaps it was this that made Mrs.
Bradford assume an attitude toward
Mrs. Cole that was so totally different
from the attitude usually adepted by
women whose children have married
each other. At any rate Mrs. Bradford
did approach Mrs. Cole with an air of
camaraderie and two hours later Mrs,
Cole and Mrs. Bradford, both looking
particularly debonaire, were sipping
tea together—not in the inglenook of
elther one's fireside but in a very fash-
fonable and not at all sedate hotel

mured the latest waltz or whanged
out the most extreme of one-steps.

They talked long and understanding-
1y, and when they came to leave at the
portal of the hotel, Mrs. Cole held out
her capable, plump hand of the house-
wife to Mrs. Bradford's, that was slen-
der and blemishless.

“Well, good-by, Genevieve,” she
sald, albeit with a little tug at that
last, unaccustomed word.

“So long, Georgiana,” replied Mrs.
Bradford, with a firm pressure of the
hand. “The kiddies will know all in
the morning.”

The next morning the kiddies—Tom
dnd Nell Bradford—received letters
from their mothers and each one wait-
ed for privacy to read the letter.

This was the one from Mrs. Cole
that Nell took from the folds of her
bodice and read as soon as Tom had
gone officeward.

“Dear Nell:

“What dears you and Tom were to
invite me for Thanksgiving, and, if I
hadn’t made other plans, I should most

' surely have come. But I have some
precious, important business on foot
and I must attend to it. Mrs. Bradford
and I have seen a good deal of each
other lately, and we have a Httle enter-
prise on foot that will take up most of
our time, 80 we have decided to rom
down to one of the resorts for Thankse
giving day and make the last arrange-
ments. I've always wanted to get ouf
and do something for myself, and now
that you children are all settled in life
I'm having the chance., Mrs. Bradford
is writing to tell you the details of the
enterprise and we shall soon have our
prospectuses ready to send you a more
detailed account of our undertaking,
I am feeling splendidly. Don't worry,
about me, and take good care of your-
self. I must close now, as I have &)
date with_the tailor and another with'
the hairdresser. I'm having my hair
done in the French roll, which I think
makes me look a lot spryer than part-
ed.”

The letter that Tom opened In
sanctum of his office was longer, to!‘
Mrs, Bradford was of a more literary|
bent than Mrs. Cole. It told of the
venture in full. She and Mrs. Cole, whoi'
had been seeing a good deal of each
other of late, had gone into partner-
ship. They had decided to open a girls’,
boarding school. “Georgiana is such
a splendid housewife and I know so
many people whose children we could
get that all we need is the teachers
and, as one can always get inexperi-
enced young persons at reasonable
rates to do the teaching, there will be
no trouble on that score. !

“And, by the way,” remarked this
mother, “you were very foolish to
apologize for not asking me to come
for Thanksgiving, As it happens,
Georgiana and I are going off to the
seashore, 80 I couldn't have come anys

|

“Thank Nell for her kind little let-
ter, too. And, Tom, do, for. mercy
sakes, tell her not to call me ‘Mother.’

I know. it must be hard, for I am really,
\
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where the orchestra alternately mur-
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Whatever else you do, keep your
Kidneysregular and active, Their
work is of vast importance to
your health and at the first evi-
dence of trouble, often occurrjng
from the thirtieth to the fortieth
year, take a treatment with

The work i to fitter impuri-
ties from the blood. Hvidence of some-
thing wrong with.the Kidneys may be

quite ;a;*elnr—h ne in the

T

sides and back, matie twinges,
constant headaches, swollen joints,
restless sleep and urinary troubles.
Gin Pills are the quickest and most
effective remedy you can take,

80c. & box or @ boxes for $3.00, at all
dealers,

Sample free if you write to
National Drug & Chemical Co.
of Canada, Limited, « Toronto

U. S. Address: Na-Dru-Co., Inc,
202 Main St., Buffalo, N.Y. m !

not her mother, and I won't be any-
one's mother-in-law, Tell her to call
me @enevieve.” .

|
r May Account for Cotors. |
What was the color of the original
man? There is an old legend that
Adam was red, based on the assnmp-
tion that it was red earth (triturated
“old red sandstone,” perhaps) from
which the Almighty molded him; but
Tabari, the Arabian theological his-
torian, asserts that, when God wished
to make Adam he instrueted Gabriel to
bring Mm a handful of every sort of
clay—black, white, red, yeltow, biue
ned every other kind. This, perhaps,
was interded to explain how Adam’s
descendants beeame so many-colored.
DeQuatrefages, who championed the
monogenist idea, found reasons for
thinking that the first human species
had a yellowish complexion and red
hatr, |

Read Up, BIIl.

“How @1d Bill happen to be arrest-
ed?”
"Iﬂ(th!scarintbestreetallmzht’
without complylng with the Hiblical
injunction.” |

‘Didn’t know the Bible made any
ruling on the subject.” ]

“Oh, you It mywt ‘Tt gour lght

’®
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Napoteon and St. Raphael.

Two events of great historic interest
bhave written the name of St. Rapheel,
a NMtthe sea bathing and winter resort
in France, large in Napoileonic annals.
It was here that the future emperor
landed on his return from his Egyptian
campeign in 1799, and It was from
here, just fifteen years later, after
cauging every throne in Europe to tot-
ter and after redrawing the map of the
whole continent to suit his imperial
will, that he embarked for his brief
period of exile on the island of Eilba,

Where He Slept.

“Mamma,” said small Henry, *“I don"t
belteve Solomon was half so rich as
they say he was.”

“Why not?’ queried his mother,

“Because,” replied the youthful stu-
dent, “it says here ‘and he slept with
his fathers,’ If he had been very rich
I guess he would bave had a bed of
his own.”

Odious Comparison.

Drill Sergeant—I say, Smith, have
you any idea how slow and stupid you
are? Private Smith—I don't know.
Drill Sergeant—Of course you don’t,
but let me tell you that an Egyptian
mummy is frisky compared with you

Appearances.
Do not judge by appearances. The
man who sings bass at church is not
necessarily the boss at home.

Contentment.
Contentment is the sweet satisfaction
of knowing that you have more of* this
world’s goods than you can possibly

Corns and warts disappear when treated
with Holloway's Corn Cure without leave
ng scar, m

T PomMS INBAROIS

“Nor' Shor' Verses'g"Come
New Brunswitk.

Another Canadian poet who j,
finding his material in a part of the
Dominion not hitherto : treated im
verse has just come before the Can- -
adian publie. In “Nor’ Shor”
Verses” Richard D. Ware has put
into poetic form tbe dialect spokenm
by the people who live on the north
shore of New Brunswick, between
the Miramichi and the Bay of Cha-
lenr. Mr. Ware tells us in his short
imtroduction that most of the people
who live in this part of Gloucester
are French, descendants of the old-
time Acadians. These Canadians,
that is the fishers, the farmers, and
the lumbermen among them, speak a
broken English to enable them to
mix with their English fellow-eiti-
zens, who do not attempt to talk
¥rench. In their patois, Mr. Ware
has written his poetry. It is hardly
necessary to add that one is remind-
ed at once of the inimitable Habl~
tant poems of the late Dr. Drum-
mond, but in spite of that fact Mr.
Ware has put individualitv into his
work.? . His verses tell of different
phages-of the life of these workers,
and he:sketches into them a nice ap~
preefatign of Canadian sceunery. Im
a poem like “The Silver Thaw” for
example,-one gets a picture that calls

to mind familiar scenes:

W'en de storm she go an’ de sun he
shine

Ba gee, it mak’' great sight,

Wren all de flel’ an’ bueh an' vine

Mak' rainbow wit’ de light;

De win’ she mak’ dem jomp an’ play,

An' 'sh-la! in de ear

Soun’ leetle bell lak cloches des fays

Meex een de air you hear.

There arc many little bits of de-
seription as effective as that in Mr.
Ware’s slender volume of poetry.
One only regrets that it is impossible
te quote one of the longer poems im
full to demonstrate how Mr. Ware
catches the atmosphere of the coun-
try and suggests the character of"
these men, with their primitive hu~
mors. But space will only permit
the use of one of the shorter poems,
which does not show the writer at
his best. It is entitled ‘“The Team-
sters’ :

Aw, de haulin's well mos' done;

Anodder touch o' sun

Sure mak’ de road a fright, altogedder.

De ice she goin' fas an' eet never
boun’ to las'

Ondess dere com' a shif' o' nor-weg”
wedder. o

De ronner grit an' grin’

An’ de track dey leave behin’

Cot right dowm to de groun' in forty

D! e
De bridge, dey are all bare,
An' she meltin' everyw'ere.
Bet play ’ell on de riggin' an’ de trace.

Haulin' down %o Tracadie,

To Tracadie, to Tracadie,

Any man who say can 'ave de job fom
ail o' me.

Liftin’, shiftin’, -every load,

Haulin', crawlin’, down de road,

Deat's de trip we mak' to Tracadie.

handy,

Wit' som’' “squere fase” up to Joe

Por de giner an' de toe

Or leetle drink off Charicy' ole Frenchy
brandy.

He say ‘'awe @is one w''’

An' de b'yes dey all agr-o, /

An' de 20 a'tackin’. 'cross der
table

T de're jos' a leetle full—

Den dere’s jos amodder pull

An' we lm'gotdehorseoutln“
stS e.

me,”

Trottin’ 'ome from Tracadie,

From Tracadle, from Tracadie,

Anvm:ns I:l:g everyman feel jos' as flog

Finglin’ g

th b’j;’?g:’n T W g

Ween he start away from Tracedie, -*
He Caused a Panic.

The early days of the oil industrwy
wore not unattended with serious
hazards to life, but modern invention
has in a considerable degree
mized these dangers. Moreover,
growing scientific knowledge of pe-
troteum, many fears once entertained
have been dissipated. In 1860 thae
people of Western Pennsylvania wesen
thrown into a panic by the proposak
of a stranger, claiming to be am
Bruropean, scientist, to shoot a whites
hot bolt into the bowels of the eartdy
through an irom pipe driven to a
great depth for the purpose. By the
ignition of inflammable gases,
thought to exist in the great cavities:
beneath the earth’s crust, the pro-
moter expected to produce a suffl-
eient explosion to lay bare the sub-
terranean reservoirs of oil. Theh
Pennsylvanian populace, instead of'
viewing this proposal with the dis~
trust and apathy traditionally ae-
corded the first efforts of inventive
minds, possessed sufficient imagina--
tion to picture the possible results,
and were 850 convinced that the
scientist minimized rather than ex-
aggerated the feasibility of his un-
dertaking, that they selected a smalk
but representative committee to hang:
him on the spot. Because he had
conspired to disturb not only the’
peace but the actual foundations of}
society in Pennsylvania he was taken
into custody and solemnly warned to:
desist. Less than a year afterwardi
nitro-glycerine was being exploded
in large quantities deep down in the:
earth to shatter the rock and gives

.an outlet to the oil without disturb-

ance to the landscape.~—Victor Roas
in “Petroleum in Canada.”
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Peevish, pale, restlass, and sickly
children owe their con¢ition to worms.
Mother Graves’ Worm - Exterminators:
will relieve them and restore health.
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ROLL OF HOND

Men From Watfo
and Vicinity Servin
The Empire

27TH REGT.—1ST BATTALIO
Thos. L. Swift, reported mis
v8ince June 15, 1915, Rich. H 8¢
ford, Bury ¢ Binks, I, Gunn Ne
killed in action, Arthur Owen
C N Newell, T Ward, Bid W
Alf Woodward, killed in acbio
Cunningham, M Blondel, W B
R W Bailey, A L Johnston, ]
Johnston, G Mathews, ¢ Man
W G Nichol, F Phelps, H F 8
E W Smith, ¢ Toop, ¢ War
‘Ward, killed in aetion, F Wal
D ¢ M, killed in aetion, T Wal
wounded—missing, H Whitsi#
Hardy.
PRINCESS PATRICIA'S C.L.I
Gerald H Brown
18TH BATTALION
C W Baines,Geo. Ferrig, Ed:
Watson, G Bhanks, J "‘Burn
Burns, ¢ Biunt, Wm. Autterso
P Shanks, Pte. Walter Weolve
2ND DIVISIONAL CAVALRY
Lorne Lucas, Frank Yerks, |
Potter.
33RD BATTALION
Percy Mitchell, died from wr
“Qet. 14th, 1916; ILdoyd Hox
<Geo. Fountain, killed in asbion
16, 1916, Gordon H Patterson,
in  Victoria Hospital, Le:
34TH * BATTALION
E ¢ COrohn, 8 Newsll, 8t
Rogers, Macklin Hagle, missing
“Oct. 8, 1916; Henry Holmes,
in action Sept. 27, 1916, Wm.
ning, Leonard Lees, ¢ Jamiego
29TH BATTERY
Wm. Mitchell, John Howard
70TH BATTALION
¢ Brnest Lawrence, Alfred Emm
© H.Loveday, A Banks, 8 R
ton, killed in action Oct. 1916,
Mevyers, Jos M Wardman,
Brown, Sid Brown, killed in ¢
8ept. 15, 1916, Alf. Bullough,
A., Corp. V. W. Willoughby:
28TH BATTALION
Thomas Lamb, killed in acti
MOUNTED RIFLES
Fred A Taylor
PIONEERS
Wm. Macnally, W F Goodn
ENGINEERS
J. Tomlin
ARMY MEDICAL CORPS
T A Brandon, M. D., Capt
MceKenzie, M.D., Norman McK
Jerrold W. Snell, Allen W Ed:
Wm. McCausland.
135TH BATTALION
N.%McLachlan, killed in
uly 6th, 1917.
3RD RESERVE BATTERY, C
Alfred Levi
116TH BATTALION
Clayton O. Fuller, killed in
April 18th, 1917,
196TH BATT.
R. R. Annett.
70TH BATTERY
R. H. Trenouth, killed in
©on May 8th, 1917; Murray M
gter.
142ND BATTALION
Austin Potter.
GUNNER
Russ. G. Clark.
R. N. C. V. R.
John J Brown
ARMY DENTAL CORPS
FElgin D. Hicks, H. D. Tavl
ARMY SERVICE CORPS
Frank Elliot, R. H. Acton.
Arthur McKercher
98TH BATTALION

Roy E. Acton.
64TH BATTERY
C. F. Luckham.

Harold D. Robingon
65TH BATTERY
Walter A. Restorick.
ROYAL FLYING CORPS
Lieut. M. R. James.

If the rame of your soldier b
mot appear 1n this column, kindly
s and it will be placed there.

o RANC TRUNN o,
TIME TABLI

Trains leave Watford Station as
GOING WEST

Accommodation, 75..... 8 4
Chicago Express.13...... 12 3
Accommodation, 83...... 6 4
GOING EAST
Accommodation, 80 ..... 74
Jew York Express, 6....11 1
New York Express, 2...... 2
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