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park was ever opened to 
farers ynd children and

The Great Happiness
BY EVELYN CLAIRE FORTNER

The Little Millionaire sat ponder­
ing—a sad, faraway look in his 
brown eyes. Yes, it was a strange 
world and a stranger Fate which rul­
ed its inmates. He fingered idly a 
novel which had lately been publish­
ed, by Rupert Carew, and called 
“The Great Happiness”. He was 
deciding what his greatest happiness 
would be if it could be granted him.

He sat on a rustic bqnch in a 
large park. Above his head softly 
waved a willow tree. At his feet 
flowed a laughing, bubbling stream, 
on which the sunshine flashed and 
shone, making the water a liquid 
mass of silver and gold. Through 
green trees gleamed ivory statues, 
and great pink, white and red roses 
ran riot everywhere. It was a gar­
den in which nothing seemed to be 
tended methodically or sMffiy, and 
yet not u tingle lig'v weed could lie 
seen. If a person, at ranoom. chose 
one of its numerous walks and stroll­
ed down it, he might accidently come 
upon a little green door and ^opening 
it would find himself in a mineature 
fairy garden, indescribable in its 
quaint beauty and surrounded by 
wnlls of high green trees. If he chose 
another of the paths he might come 
upon a stone gate and opening it 
would enter' the kitchen garden with 
its rows upon rows of cabbages, 
beets, tender asparagus and berry- 
bushes. Over the low stone wall 
which surrounded this, he would see 
great fruit trees cheerfully bearing 
their rosy burdens. On the other 
aide of the orchard, in a large fenced 
field, deer and rabbits looked mildly 
and shyly at one and then scampered 
away into a deep, green grove, 
through which flecks of sunshine 
shone down and checkered the cool, 
green flooring. To the right of the 
tiny ‘zoo’ was an ideal long, log 
bungalow clambered over and almost 
hidden by vines and lovely roses. Yes 
—you have guessed correctly—it 
belongs to the head-gardener and 
looks'beautiful enough for a king to 
dwell therein, or at least the master 
of the estate. But above the park 
trees peep little towers and we know 
that this is the home of the fortun­
ate owner of this veritable Garden 
of Eden.

But we must return to the solitary 
Little Millionaire sitting thinking, 
by the brook, where we left him.

“My ‘Great Happiness’,” thought 
the man wistfully, “would be to be 
back once again in the rose-bowered 
bungalow with my Mary beside me 
She never cared for riches and I 
find now thir. I do not cere as much 
as once I thought I would.” While 
the Little Millionaire is dreamily 

. building ‘Castles in the Air’, let us 
leave him once more and go back 
through his past.

Ten years before this, he was not 
a millionaire—not even a little one. 
He lived in England, in the great 
city of London.and was an architect. 
He planned houses and plots and 
gardens—but his special line was 
garden-planning. “He could”, ex­
claimed flower-lovers, “simply make 
a garden live.” He loved the flowers 
and trees as if they were his child­
ren. He sorrowed over a premature­
ly withered rose as if it had been a 
sick child.

The spring of his twenty-fifth 
birthday he was sent for, by a rich, 
old broker, who was having a large 
house built and gardens planned and 
wished to engage the young archi­
tect.

Thb day he had finished this con­
tract, the broker called him in and 
told him that an old friend of his in 
the United States wished an expert 
gardener to I’ve on his old colonial 
estate, which he ' ad just bought, 
to rejuvenate the o' 1 park which was 
beautiful but had been almost com­
pletely ruined in its complete lack of 
care. The broker had recommended 
the architect—Nicholas Barton as 
a reliable competent man.

Nicholas was then engaged to, and 
very much in love with, Mary Arlee, 
a secretary-companion to a very rich 
old lady, on whose only son Madame 
wasted all her money and her love. 

x As a result he was ungoverr.ed and 
terribly dissipated,thus almost break­
ing Madam’s proud old heart.

The first day Barton had ever seen 
Mary was when Madam had sent for 
him to restore a blighted rose-tree, 
whose red, velvet petals were fading 
and dying from a certain plant dis­
ease. On arriving at the place he 
went straight to the garden, and 
there, stretched full length on the 
grass before the rose-tree was a girl, 
face downward and crying as if her 
heart would break. The man looked 
at her tousled, bronze head and then 
said,

‘Are you-er-that is can I help you 
Any?” When she heard his voice she 
sat up quickly and raised silky-fring­
ed, tear-filled grey eyes to his, say- 
dnc.

“Oh, are you the flower charmer? 
Can you restore this dying rose-tree 
to health? Ever since J have lived 
with Madam 1 have loved it. I visit 
it every morning and the roses' al­
ways smile up to me from their deep 
velvet depths. I love every flower in 
this garden, but I love these roses

,

“I will do my utmost;” replied 
Nicholas, tenderly, lifting a stem on 
which a red rose was drooping sadly. 
“But I will need your help because I 
think that flowers know our thoughts 
toward them, and when you love 
them' so, that ought to help a great 
deal."

“Oh, do you believe that too?” She 
was smiling now. “I often have heard 
about you and how you loved the 
growing things, and I have longed to 
meet you. I know your name, of 
course) because we were expecting 
you. Mine is Mary Arlee, and I’m 
secretary-companion to Madame.Now 
that we've properly introduced our­
selves, let’s begin working at once,” 
she finished.

So together they worked and Nich­
olas Barton thought he had never 
met so sweet a girl. He loved to 
watch the sunlight play on the bright 
bronze hair and the lights come and 
go in the deep grey eyes. And Mary 
Arlee felt a growing friendship to­
wards this quiet, brown-eyed man 
who seemed to be strong and manly, 
and yet possess such love for the 
flowers he worked with. So, even 
after he had finished at Madame’s 
and the velvet roses were strong 
enough to look up again, the friend­
ship continued and deepened into 
love, and a year after Nicholas asked 
Mary to be his wife.

“I can’t give you wealth, dear,” 
he had said, tenderly, “but I can 
give you comfort and love.”

“Nicky, dear,” she had replied, 
“that is all 1 want. Haven’t I seen 
what money did to Madame’s son, 
and how it almost broke her proud, 
old heart. I want love ami flowers 
and you, Nicf.y, and that’s enough 
for any woman.’

They were married a few weeks 
oel ore they env arled for America— 
uhich was to be their honeymoon 
also. For Barton had accepted the 
old broker’s proposition. Three weeks 
later they were sailing on bright, 
blue seas towards their new life. On 
the morning of the third day, how­
ever, the skies grew dark and men­
acing. It grew so dark that those on 
board could not see a yard in front 
of them; the ocean was a writhing, 
green serpent foaming at its mouth, 
and the wind shrieked and moaned 
like a mad demon. Children clung 
to their mothers’ skirts in speechless 
fear, and even the old sailors shook 
their hoary heads in doubt. Three 
hours later a horrible, deafening 
“Boom!” was heard and a long shud­
der shook the ship from end to end. 
It had struck a rock ! Lifeboats were 
quickly lowered and the women and 
children were ordered to be lowered 
first. On the lower decks stood the 
“flower charmer” and his grey-eyed, 
white-faced little bride.

“My lover, my heart, how can I 
leave you?” she cried sobbingly. 

“My Mary of Argyle, we shall

ans. The
tired wayfarers-------
l has, many a merry shout could be 
heard among the trees.

So five more years rolled peace­
fully, if not entirely happily, by, and 
the Little Millionaire sat pondering, 
one afternoon, in his beautiful 
grounds, and wondering what his 
great happiness would be, barring 
every impossibility.

Ah, yes! Well he knew what it 
would be. Suddenly a sharp pain 
shot through his head and involunt­
arily he raised his hand and pressed 
it to the spot. In a moment thmpain 
ceased and left him weak and Trem­
bling. But every few days it return­
ed and he was compelled to consult 
his medical friend, Dr. Hall. When 
he described his illness to him the 
doctor said,

“Nick, old friend, I advise you to 
take a long trip, free from care. You 
need a complete change of air and 
scenery. I have often heard you ex­
press a wish to see and visit the sea 
islands. Take your yacht and go. 
You will find yourself a different per­
son, old man, if you take my advice.”

As a result, a few weeks later, 
Nicholas Barton was sailing away 
once again, over bright blue seas. 
Many were the strange islands which 
he and his crew visited. Wondering- 
ly the ‘flower charmer’ looked upon 
stranger flowers—flowers of such 
varied and marvellous beauty, that 
the Little Millionaire wondered if he 
had died and gone to Heaven. As 
he slept under pure tropic skies ; 
drank in the balmy breezes, and 
watched the golden sun rise from and 
sink into the warm, lapping waters—■ 
leaving a molten bridge of gold 
across them, the pain in his head 
came less end less frequently and 
finally ceased coming at all.

One day as they were visiting the 
last of the wonderful islands before 
returning home, Barton noticed far 
in the distance back of the island, 
and seemingly isolated, a tiny spot. 
It fascinated him and taking an eye 
glass looked towards it. He could 
distinguish a few waving trees blit 
not a living thing. From where he 
stood it looked bleak and desolate, 
but somehow it attracted him 
strangely and going back to his boat, 
ordered his men to sail towards it. 
After some time they anchored and 
went ashore. It appeared at first 
barren and uninhabited., Half a mile 
from shore high rocks seemed to 
form a complete circle about it. Ad­
vancing, the men found an opening, 
and entering' found themselves in the 
most beautiful place they had ever 
seen. Large, soft palm and cypress 
trees nodded gently in the warm, car­
essing breeze. The most delicate, 
the most beautiful flowers and plants 
the ‘flower charmer’ had ever dream­
ed of looked up at them shyly, sway­
ing on slender stems. The million­
aire fingered them wonderingly, his 
eyes feasting on their marvellous 
beauty. Gay plumgged birds flashed 
from tree to tree, some carolling 
exquisitely. And in the faroff dis­
tance gurgling, falling water could 
be heard.

Advancing still farther they came 
upon a small village of native huts, 
where cream-skinned babies rolled 
and shouted in glee, and a bevy of 
dark-haired, cream-skinned women 
worked busily at stripping leaves

Cutting Down Waste.
People of average means can hard­

ly afford in these days to keep ser­
vants. Households which formerly , 
kept two or three now get along with 
one maid. Many manage with half a 
.ervant, sharing her with a neighbor. 
Not a few housewives have been 
driven to- the necessity of doing their 
own cooking and sending the wash­
ing to a laundry.

This has meant a great deal of 
discomfort, but there has been an 
incidental gain. Waste js enormously 
reduced.

Servants make nearly all the waste 
of a household. Many housewives, 
deprived of “lady help,” have been 
astonished to observe a shrinkage of 
their food bills, notwithstanding the 
present doubled and trebled prices.

When a domestic establishment 
employs half a dozen servants the 
waste is enormous. Nearly always in 
a house run on that scale the butler 
and cook “stand in” with the butch­
er and grocer, and their rake-off in­
creases with the amount of food they 
'throw away.

Recent investigations proved that 
the average family living in a pri­
vate house, with one or more ser­
vants, throws away a pound and a 
quarter of perfectly good food every 
day.

It was found that the average 
apartment house family throws away 
only one-flfth :as much -— largely, 
doubtless, because such families re­
duce domestic service to a minimum.

In the tenement districts of To­
ronto one garbage can usually suf­
fices to hold the food refuse of twenty 
families. But in the "private house 
districts” it was found that 163 fami­
lies had 175 garbage pails, or more 
than a pail apiece.

Examination of the 175 pails re­
vealed eighteen pounds of bread and 
rolls, fifty pounds of meat, thirty-five 
pounds of potatoes, sixteen pounds 
of cereals and lgrge quantities of per­
fectly edible fresh vegetables.

Always the amount of food waste 
varies directly with the number Of 
servants employed. As a matter of 
fact, the full garbage pail seems hith­
erto to have been regarded in this 
country as a manifestation of pros­
perity. Not until very recently have 
people begun to think that possibly 
this was a foolish idea.

Peps will give you relief.1
Simply dissolve a Peps tablet la 

your mouth. Your breath Carrie» 
the medicinal Pine vapor, which 
la released, to all parts of the 
throat, nasal and air passages, 
where a liquid medicine could not 
possibly reach. This vapor de­
stroys all germs with which It 
comes id contact, soothes aodi 
heals the Inflamed membranes and 
fortifies you against coughs, colds, 
sore throat, bronchitis and grippe. 
Peps contain absolutely no harm­
ful drugs and are therefore the 
safest remedy for children.
rose TRIAL Cut out tM*1B££ nu article, write 

across It the name and dale of thl» 
paper, and mail it (with lc. stamp 
to pay return postage) to Pep» 
Co., Toronto. A free trial packet 
will then be sent you. All drug­
gists and stores sell Peps, 50c-box-

meet again,—if not ip this world, in from a certain plant. Watching ihpin
the next. Mv wife, mv little XVI f P Fhû T.tFFlo Millinnoinn’e Vsncv.4-the next, 
good-bye.

He strained her hungrily to his 
heart, and their lips met in a last, 
long, clinging kiss. Then a sailor 
hurried her to the last boat of women 
and children, and Barton was lower­
ed to the men’s boats already and 
rapidly filling.

One month later Nicholas Barton 
registered his name in a Sail Fram 
cisco hotel. He waited a wee* for 
news of the sur’-Ivors and scanned 
eagerly the papers. At last he found 
it—“Survivors of the Wrecked Orph- 
elia.” Breathlessly lie read the col­
umn of names. Mary’s was not there ! 
The paper dropped from his nerve­
less grasp and he buried his face in 
his hands.

“Mary,” he moaned, “my little 
Rose Wife, how can- I live without 
you?” But he did live without her. 
He determined that he would not be 
selfish and hug grief to himself, but 
would make others happy with the 
flowers he loved.

He then went to New York and in­
vested the snug, little sum which he 
had saved during his bachelor life, in 
a Wall Street stock speculation.Then 
he went back to the broker’s old 
friend, who had sent for a gardener. 
With wonderful skill he set to work 
on the ruined old park and garden, 
and soon converted it into a Paradise, 
in which we left the Little Million­
aire at the opening of the story. «

He still longed for Mary—the girl 
he had found crying over a withered 
rose tree.

“If only she could have seen this,” 
he said, viewing the lovely garden 
one evening at sunset. “If only she 
could be living here in the rose- 
bowered bungalow!”

During this time his investment in 
Wall Street stock was increasing 
rapidly. It had multiplied, doubled, 
trebled, and five years after he land­
ed in America he found himself, al­
most unwillingly, a millionaire. He 
then bought the great colonial house 
from the broker’s old friend, who 
had been ordered abroad for his 
health. It was then that he gained 
the title of the “Little Millionaire”

not because he was little in stature 
and certainly not little in heart or 
soul, but because he was such an un­
obtrusive _ millionaire. He never en-

My wife, my little wife, the Little Millionaire’s heart sudd*cn- 
ly stood still and his face blanched 
the coldr of a white, star-like flower 
which fell from his hand to the 
ground

For among the dark bent heads of 
the women was a fairer one. One 
whose bronze-goy hair shone and 
rippled in the tropic supshine. She 
was clothed in a long, loose robe 
which covered her from shoulders to 
bare, brown little feet. Her head 
was bent and he could not disting­
uish her features—but he knew her. 
He could not move or speak and 
simply stood staring. Then one of 
the crew, who had all remained 
noiseless till then, snapped a twig 
under his foot, and she, with the rest 
of the women, Vaised her head. Then 
he found his voice.

“Mary, my little Rose Wife,I have 
found you Will you not speak to 
me? For she stood there ; her rosy 
lips parted, the color coming and 
going in her flower-like, cream-skin- 
ned face and her grey eyes widening 
as li she were beholding a spectre. 
rh»xr-^ith aJittle cry she ran to him.

Nicky, Nicky, my lover-husband, 
you have come to me, after all these 
years. Then she told him how, with 
seven other women, they had drifted 
farther and farther south ; how three 
of the women had thrown themselves 
into the ocean and thus ended their 
li\es; how, with the thne women 
left, she had finally reached this 
seemingly desert island and almost 
dead writh exposure and hunger had 
been cared for by the native women 
and restored to health. She told him 
also, that one by one the other 
women had died, being: a great deal 
older than herself.

“Thank God,” said Nicky, when 
she had finished, “that it was you 
who survived through those ten long 
years.”

Six months later they were back 
in San Francisco where a telegram 
awaited Nicholas Barton, from his 
New York solicitor—“Your Wall 
Street stock speculation has com­
pletely failed.” Nicky read it, laugh­
ed happily and t iming to his little 
wife said. *

“We are f.vir.g to he comfortable 
for the rest of our lives dear, hut not 
rich, and we are going to live in the

tored society lHe~ and aï^osf always I gardetTInd W-ilW 
hed ms home filled with little orph-I ished to himseH softly^“I XL"

found my “Great Happiness.”

Mitchell Kept the Bridge.
A modern Horatius at the bridge 

was Capt. C. N. Mitchell, V.C., of the 
4th Battalion, Canadian Engineers, 
who is now located at Scottsbluff, 
Nebraska. It was due to his valor 
and decisive action that an important 
bridge across the Canal de L’Escaut, 
near Cambrai, was saved from de­
struction in October of 1918.

In total darkness, and unaware of 
the position or strength of the enemy 
at the bridge-head, he dashed across 
the main bridge over the canal. This 
bridge was found to be heavily charg­
ed for demolition, and, whilst Capt. 
Mitchell, assisted by his N.C.O., was 
cutting the wires, the enemy attempt­
ed to rush the bridge in order to 
blow the charges, whereupon he at 
once dashed to the assistance of h(s 
sentry, who had been wounded, killed 
three of the enemy, captured 12, and 
maintained the bridge head until 
reinforced.

Then under heavy fire he contin­
ued his task of cutting wires and 
removing charges, which he well 
knew might at any moment have 
been fired by the enemy.

•XPM UJ ponoq BOjsoqsE jo apura mu 
•inai u isui iilu uoiHM. enoiM drain

What Prominent 
Ontario Women Say

Tillsonburg, Ont.:—“I found Dr. Pierce’s 
Favorite Prescription very beneficial during 

expectancy, I felt 
quite poorly, was 
nauseated and sick, 
could not eat any­
thing and I was 
extremely nervous 
and weak. I took 
‘Favorite Prescrip­
tion’ and it soon 
stopped the nausea, 
my appetite return­
ed, also my 
strength and I was 
soon feeling fine 
and strong. My 
baby was strong 
and healthy and 

has always been so. I consider ‘Favorite 
Prescription’ a great help to the expectant 

• mother and am glad to recommend it.”— 
MRS. AMOS MILLS, Box 238.

A HAMILTON WITNESS
Hamilton, Ont.:—“A few months ago 

I was stricken down and was confined to bed 
about ten days. My strength all left me. It 
was my first illness einco a child. I lost five 
pounds and felt awfully weak afterward. I 

! could hardly do my work. I was advised to 
1 toy Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Proscription in 

tablet form. I tried a couple of bottles and 
before I knew it, I was well and strong and 
had gained 9H pounds. I can recommend 
Dr. Pierce’s Favorite Prescription to build 
one up.”—MRS. E. MARTIN, 1397 
Dundum St.

After; suffering pain, feeling nervous, 
dizzy, weak and dragged down by weak­
nesses of her sex—with eyes sunken, black 
circles and pale cheeks—such a woman is. 
quickly restored to health by the Favorite 
Prescription of Dr. Pierce. Changed, too, 
in looks, for after taking Dr. Pierce's Favor- 
ite Prescription the skin becomes clear, the 
eyes brighter, the cheeks plump. It is 

I purely vegetable, contains no alcohol.

HAKl BBUmSG UST. ..tat

MEDICAL.

JAMES NEWELL..PH. B-, M.O
L.R.C.P.&S., M.B.M.A., England 

Coroner County of Lambton 
Wntfbrd. Ont 

Office—Corner Main and Front St*, 
Residence—Front st., one block eas$~ 
of Main st.

C. W SAWERS, M D.
Watford, Ontario

Formerly of Napier) Office — Mai» 
Street, formerly occupied by Dr. Kelly. Pfcowr 
13 A. Residence—Ontario Street, opposite M 
A. McDonnell’s, Night calls Phone 13B.

W. G.'siODALL, M. dT~
WATFORD - - ONTARIO

OFFICE—Next to Public Library.

Day and N ight calls phone 26.

DENTAL.

GEORGE HICKS,
D D 8., TRINITY UNIVERSITY, L. D. 8-,. 

Royal College of Dental Surgeons, Post graduate; 
of Bridge and Crown work. Orthodontia an* 
Porcelain work. The best methods employed 
preserve the natural teeth.

OFFICE —Opposite Taylor & Son's drug store 
MAIN ST., Watford.

At Queen's Hotel, Arkona, 1st and 3rd Thnre- 
iay, of each month

G. N. HOWDEM
n. a. s. to. p. s.

GRADUATE of the Rr.yal College of DentitiT 
Surgeons, of Ontario, nnd the Universityl 08 
Toronto. Only the Latest and Most Approve® 

Appliances and Methods used. Special attention* 
to Crown and Bridge Work.

Office—Over Dr. Sawers’, Main sL*. 
Watford.

V etexirtarv Starsooix.

J. MoCILLICUDDY 
Veterinary Surgeon,

Honor graduate Ontario veteriw
ary College. Dentistry a Specialty. At 

iiseases of domestic animals treated on sdentifi 
principles.

Office—Two doors south of the Guid.i-Advocate> 
office. Residence—Main Street, one door nortlD 
of Dr. Siddall’s office.

____ __  Auctioneer

J. F. ELLIOT.
Ldoemeed Auctioneer

For the County of Lambton.

PROMPT attention to all orders, reasonable 
terms. Orders may be left at the Gùide- 

Advocate office -,

Gordon Hollingsworth
Licensed Auctionee

For the County of Lambton.

CAREFUL attention paid to all orders. Tern» 
reasonable and Satisfaction guaranteed. 

Orders may be left at the Guide-Advocate office».

A.D, HONE
Painter and Decorator

Paper Hanging
WATFORD ONTARIO
GOOD WORK 

PROMPT ' ATTENTION 
REASONABLE PRICES *- 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEE© 
ESTIMATES FURNISHED

•RBSIDBNCB-ST CLAIR STREET

Protect the child from the ravage* 
of worms by using Mother Graves'1 
Worm Exterminator. It is a stand­
ard remedy and years of use hav* 
enhanced its reputation. m
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