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[Rheumatism
Neuritis, Sciatica, Neuralgia.

Templeton’s
Rheumatic

Capsules :

wve brought good
to half-a~-million

sufferers,

A hesithful, mo Ernving ramom

:H known for
docton eol

gists, $1. KO Ask our lg

or write for & (ree tria 1‘}:mckage.
Templetons, 142 King W., Toronto

Local Agent—J. W. McLaren
P R R TR s x ¥ % »
» CHANTRY FARM “
* SHORTHORN CATTLE AND *
: LINCOLN SHEEP :
* ONE ALL RED BULL CALF *
*  Tor Sale. Also eggs for hatch- *
* ing from Silver Grey Dork- *
* ings, good layers and winners *
* at all best shows including *

'#* Toronto C. N. E.,, and Garden *
* also Western London and *
#*  Guelph Winter, also Black *
* Leghorns, can supply lots of *
* 100 or more. b
. ED. DE GEX A
* KERWOOD ONTARIO *
- * * * * * b # - * * *

A Power nf its Own.—Dr. Thomas’
Eeclectric Oil has a subtle power of
its own. All who have used it know
this and keep it by them as the most
valuable liniment available. Its’ uses
are innumerable and for many years
it has been prized as the leading lin-
iment for man and beast.

WESTERN ONTARIO BEST
COMMERCIAL SCHOOL

_Central
BusinessCollege

STRATFORD, ONTARIO

Our winter term commences
Tuesday, Jan. 4th, and stud-
ents may register in our
Commercial, Shorthand or
Telegraphy departments at
any time. Our courses are
thorough and practical, and
we assist graduates to pos-
itions. Get our free Cata-
logue.
D. A, McLACHLAN,
Principal.

LONDON BUSINESS COLLEGE

Dundas and Richmond Sts.
London, Ontario

Write for information regarding
our courses in Bookkeeping and
Shorthand. Fall term opened on

August 30th.

J. MORRITT,

N. STONEHOUSE,
Principal.

Vice-Principal.

EASTER TERM OPENS MARCH 29
BUILD FOR SUCCESS by attending
33 ELLIOTT
//J//MJ/{/%

Yonge and Charles sts., Toronto.
This School enjoys a great reputa-
tion for superior work and for plac-
ing graduates quickly in good posi-
tions. Open all year. Enter any time.
Circulars free.
W. J. ELLIOTT, Principal.

IRANCE

J. H. HUME
Agent for
FIRE, 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
GOOD SECURITIES FOR SALE

TICKET AGENT FOR C.P.R.

Tickets sold to all points in Mani-
toba,Northwest and British Columbia

"THE LAMBTON
Farmers' Muinal Fire Insur
ance Company. ‘

(Established ‘in 1875)
JOHN W. KINGSTON

PRESIDEN1

JAMES SMITH VICE-PRESIDENT
ALBERT G. MINIRLLY DIRECTOR
THOMAS LITHGOW DIRECTOR
GUILFORD BUTLER DIRECTOR
HN PETER McVICAR DIRECTOR
HN COWAN K. (. SOLICITOR

. E. ELLIOT
BERT J. WHITE } FIRE INEPECTORS

B JAlRION Avprrors
G wn.x.ouci;nv MANAGER .um

erH EI’RIN. Wndud P
hﬂhﬂm& and Plympton,

\ “Alhambra,”

: was not

‘\Vnuld this one proeve

'MARGARETS

A Little Story
of Toronto

L 3

BY MARION HADVOW

Mr., “Flint” Fergus tried his num-
ber for the second time. “Main
9642!” Such a stupid, silly Central!
Here he was, late for his appoint-
ment at best, and now—‘“Hello !
Main 964—Hello ! Central ! !

The voice that came over the wire
Central’s. It was a soft,
slightly childish voice—‘‘And
thanks so much, dear, for the lovely,
lovely roses”—

Mr. Fergus should have hung up
the receiver, he felt that, but he
hesitated a moment. Now a male
voice, a deep voice, (where had he
heard that voice ?7) came back over
the wire.

“And I don’t have to work on your
birthday night after all ! But itisn’t
very early, !\lar.garetftoo late for
down tewn. We might go to the
I heard a fellow say
it's a good show there.” And again
the sweet clear tones, ‘“That will be
beautiful. I'll be ready in ten—"
Mr. Fergus hastily hung up the re-
ceiver, with the unpleasant feeling
that he had been an eavesdropper.

Then, with a sigh and a frown, he
tried once more. “Main 9642,
please !"”” But his party had just that
minute gone out. + No, Mr. Brown
would not be in again this evening.
Was there any meéssage? No! There
wasn’t any Confound the
man, couldn’t he have waited ten
minutes longer? The matter was im-
portant—and now, here he was,
with a whole empty. evening. before
him.

Mr. Fergus sighed, and frowned
again. A whole empty evening. Fri-
day evening. Friday evening, Nov-
ember— What was the date? Nov-
ember twenty-sixth? What should
he remember about the twenty-sixth.

clear,

message.

Why, of course, his birthday! He
was sixty-two years old, Well!
Well ! 'His birthday was of no ac-

count. He had no one who cared a
snap of their fingers how old he was
or when he was born. ‘He didn't
himself.

But there had been a time. Ah,
ves,—he found himself
there had been a time

recalling

when soige

one never forgot his birthday. Now
he was old, and people, he was
aware, counted him a  hard, cold
man ; but there had been a time

when he was young, and some one
had cared. Margaret! That was
what that chap had called the girl
over the ’phone. Another Mar
Were they all alike,

raret !

these Margarets?

as fic

cruel, as his Margaret had been ?
And yet, perhaps the fault had m.r
been all on her side. They

takes two to make a ‘quarrel.
these two young things were

now--you could hear the ring of
happiness in their voices—and it
was Margaret’s birthday and they
were going to a motion picture
theatre.

Well, it was his brithday, too.

Suppose he went to the movies? He
smiled to hims-"ulf at the idea.
he had only been there
previous occasions in his life—but
why should he not go
was nothing in: the
prevent him. He would go to the
movies. He would go—where would
he go? He would go to the Alham-
bra. Margaret had said it wouwd be
beautiful to go there.

Mr. Fergus rose stifily from his
chair, went to the hall for his coat
and hat, summoned his housekeeper
informed her that he would b= out
for the evening,

“Will you leave your

True,
upen iwo

now? There

wide world to

"phone nim-

ber, Mr. Fergus 7’ enquired the
housekeeper,

“No ’'phone number,” replied he,
briefly; “‘I shall be back in two

hours. Good night "'

Arrived at the
Ferzus stumbled bliadly aficr the
usher down the dim aisle, and
fumbled himself into a seat.

Mr. Fergus was old for his years
and grizzly grey of hair and beard.
His life had been severe and lonely.
In business he had been successful
but he was poor in human love end

X

Alhainbra, Mr.

friendship. His childhoed had been
lonely; in his one love affair he had
been thwarted, and after that he
had shut up inside himself and re-
fused to come out of his shell.
Fortunately for Mr. Fergus the
picture was neither a hackneyed
modern problem play nor a tale of
adventures ‘in the wild West, but a
simple love story of the 18th cen-
tury, prettily and effectively spreen-

ed. He found himself becoming
rather interested as the plot un-
folded.

Suddenly something intervened in
his line of vision. It annoyed him.
It was somebody’s head—a man’s
head—the side of a man’s head
Why wasn’t it the back of his head?
He couldn’t be looking at the pie-
ture, he must be looking at the
opposite wall. But no, upon closer
observation, it wasn’t the wall—he
was looking at a girl beside him.

And then Mr. Fergus roused him-
self with a jerk. That head belonged
to James Mitchell, James
Mitchell was one of his own men,
in his own office. In fact he was the
young cub who had had the nerve
to ask for a raise the day before

and

yvesterday. Well, he hadn’t given
him one. These young whippeg-

snappers expected too much nowa-
days. .

Of course he was a good worker,
he must admit that, a really promis-
ing chap. A fine face too, he ack-
nowledged, as he studied, in the
dim light, the clear cut profile be-
fore him with its straight nose and
strong square chin. James Mitchell
—at the movies, not at all engross-
ed in the picture, but in g mass of
fluffy black hair beside him.

All at once Mr. Fergus grasped
the arms of his seat. Then he pulled

out his handkerchief, mopped his
brow, briskly polished his glasses

and set them back on his nose.

Somehow he felt that he had lost
his identity as Frederick A. Fergus,
that he had been lifted bodily out
of the rut in which he had plodded
along for so many and that
now on this, his 62nd birthday, in
the Alhambra Theatre, Bloor street,
he was launched upon a great ad-
venture. He almost c¢huckled to him-
self.

Now he knew why that voice had
sounded familiar over the
was James Mitchell’s voice! The
young scoundrel ! He had never
thought of him apart from the busi-
ness before. So he had a girl, a
Margaret. Yes, a Marearct with
fluffy black hair.

Oh, what an opportunity
fore him !

years,

‘phone. It

was be-
Here was another young
fellow such as he had been once, with
another Margaret,
she had been once.
he, perhaps holding
in his hand. Oh, if
it should be in his

perhaps such as
And here
their
he could,
power

them realize their castle of
to have it not
rui

was
destines
if only
to help
dreams,
come tumbling in
as his had done.

Fergus,

with
grasped his
out of the

trembling
emotion
hat and groped

theatre.

and excitement,

his Avay

ree weeks went by. On a crisp

December evening, according to his

custom, Mr. Fergus was walking

home from down town. He was feel-

ing happier these days
he had felt for

happier than
many a year, and the
fine glow he felt within him was re-
flected in his face.

With an unusual elasticity inhis
step and quite oblivious to the
traffic, he was going over, in his

mind, the evehts of the past weeks.
Such a strange satisfaction had
come raising young
Mitchell’s salary that, a few days
later, he had promoted him as well.
The young rascal had deserved it—
but what a shock it gave him ! He
chuckled to himself now as he recall-
ed the look of amazement on the
boys face. ;

But to-day, to-day
the crowning delight,
had come
helidays.

“You see sir,” he had said hesi
tatingly, and then with a rush,
see, I1'have a girl
get married.
too much—" ¥
. Then My, Fergus had frowned
and looked at him over his glasses,
“So you think you’ll add a wife to
your expenses in these hard times,

to him over

had brought
when Mitehell
and asked for two days’

“you
and we want to
So if it isn’'t asking

do you?” And here he shook his
finger. “I think that any man who
deliberately marries . these days—

but it's your own affair of course.
Take ‘wo: weeks holiday: with full
pay ° g L e e

Jim Mitchell had gasped inarticu-
late thanks. He had been almost
speechless. Yes, undoubtedly that
had beep the best moment of all.
Unheeding of motors and street
cars, Mr. Fergus stepped blithely on.
Never, he thought, had he experi-
enced anything quite so fine as those
minutes— —

“Honk ! Honk! Honk!” went a
motor horn; and “Hi! Look out!”
yelled a frantic chauffeur. But just
too late, for Mr. Fergus, stepping
off the curb, remembered no more
as the powerful car hurled him
down.

The following day found James
Mitchell in the midst of hurried
preparations. He and Margaret were
to be married to-morrow and were
going to Kirkfield for their honey-
moon. “Good old Flint sure did
come out on top. He’s g trump !—
Hang that ’phone !”

The Toronto General Hospital was
calling Mr. James Mitchell,—a mat-
ter of life and death. Mr. F. A, Fer-
gus had met with an accident last
consciousness

evening. Recovered
this morning and kept asking for

James Mitchell. Would he
come at once.
James hesitated
second, then he ’phoned Margaret.
“You come with me, dear. We owe
a lot to him. T'll be right over !”
Bang went up the receiver, and then
again as he ordered a taxi to
to Margaret's ad-

please

a fraction of a

down
come immediately
dress.

In-a darkened room at the hospit-
al, Mr, strange
delirium.

“It‘s not my fault this time, Mar-
arget. I've done everything I could
for him. Mitchell, where are you?
Tell her I fixed things all right. I
did, didn’t I Mitchell ?”” Then, rais-
ing himself on his elbow. “I can’t
rest another minute till I've given
that boy a raise. He deserves it !
Do you hear me ? - I tell you he
ought to have it!”

Margaret and James came softly
into the room. “He hasn’t been sane
a minute since he recovered con-
sciousness,” said the nurse. ‘Per-
haps you might speak to him, Mr.
Mitchell.”

James stepped to the bedside,
lowed by Margaret.
It’s Mitchell.
want ?”

But Mr. Fergus
with unseeing eyes. “He deserves it
I tell you and he’s going to get it!”
His eyes wandered from James’ face
to Margaret. Margaret in her haste
had simply thrown over her head a
scarf which now, slipping back upon

Fergus lay in

fol-
“I’'m here, sir.
Is there something you

stared at him

her shoulders, revealed her wavy
black ‘“hair in becoming .disorder
about her face. Her wide gray eyes,
brimming with compassion, looked

down into thoce of Mr. Fergus, and
held them @

For age-lonz - scconds the sick
remained then
slowly a light of recognition d;\\'.ned
in them. With an
his voice Mr. Ferg
ed out his
cried, “Marg
Margaret !

man’s .eyes hlank,
eager tremble in

\mxi'" retch-

arms. 3 he
aret Hazx \mut' Oh, my
I knew day you
woula understand and come back.”

With a sob Marg: herself

some

aret flung

down by the bed and pressed the
feeble hands against her cheek.
“My mother,” she whispered.

“You loved my' mother!”
she gazed into the white, drawn face
of Mr. Fergus, with a woman’s in-
tuition, she realzed that this mustl
be the one of whom her mother had
told her-—that dear lover of her
early youth who had believed her
unfaithful, and who, it was said,
had  broken his heart. She kissed
away the tears that fell from her
eyes on his hands and glanced up at
the nurse. Mr. Fergus had fallen
back on the pillows with his eyes
closed.

Then, as

“Leave him now,” said the nurse.
“His mind is at rest, and I will call
yvou when he stirs. Evidently you
had a better effect on him than any-
thing else in the world. I will let
you know if the doctor gives any
hope.”

* %
Three vears have passed by since

that eventful morning.
sunny

Almost any
afternoon now that you walk
along Spadina Road ycu will meet a
white-haired man of about sixty-
five with a cane in one hand and a
diminutive boy of wuncertain “foot-
ing” _by the other. The child, if
questioned, will tell you his name is
‘‘Fergeth Mitchell,” and that he is
out walking “wiv gampaw.”

7 —y
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1S LIFE RUINED
BY DYSPEPSIA

Until He Tried “FRUIT-A-TIVES™
The Wonderful Fruit Medicine

MR. FRANK HALL

Wyevale, Ontario.

*For some two years, I was &
sufferer from Chronic Constipation andi
Dyspepsia.

I tried every remedy I heard of!
without ‘amy suceess, until ithe wifes
of a local merchant recommended
‘Fruit-a-tives’,

I procured a box of ‘Fruit-a- tives®
and began the treatment, and gt
condition commenced to improvel
immediately.

The Dyspepsia ceased -to be the
burden of my life as it had been, and
I was freed of Constipation.

I feel that I owe a grcat deb: tor
‘Fruit-a-tives’ for the benefit I derived
from them.”

FRANK HALL.

50c.a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25¢,
At all dealers or sent postpaid by
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa, On’

—

MEDIC AR
JAMES NEWELL. PH. 8., M.D
L.R.C.P.&S., M.B.M.A., England
Coroner County of Lambton
WwWatiford, On
Office—Corner Main and Trovt Sts,
Residence—Front st., one block
of Main st.

C. W. SAWERS, M. i, f

Phone 13. Watford, O:tario.
Office—DMain st. Residence—Ontarit

street, east.
Office Hours—8.30 to 9.30

am.3
2 to 4 and 7 to 8 p.m,

Sundays by

appointment. i
W. G. SIiDDALL, M. D.
WATFORD - - ONTARIO

OFFICE—Next to Public Library.
Day and Night calls phone 26,
Office Hours—8.30 to 9.30 am.}
2 to 4 and 7 to 8 p.m. Sundays bg
appointmen :. i

DENTAL
Gs._ R.u_ Hl”

D D 8, TRINITY UNIVERSITY, L, D, 8.,
Royal College of Dental Surgeons, Post g
>f Bridge and Crov work, Orthode

T in work st method
rve the natur al “rtﬂ
<I-ILE —Opposite Te A\’or & Son's drug
NS , Waltfor 1
1een’s Hote
each moml

G N. #

kona, ist and avd

{IRADUATE of the

\ ¥ Surgeons, of Ontari md l)u 1‘~ e s-.tyl o
Toronto. Only the and Most .\, proved
Appliances and Mct sed, Special aitention

to Crown and Biidyr Weork
Office—Over Dr. Sawers’, Main sty
Watford.

T?’ e'heanr ar-wr

Eju"" Lt » B9

J. Me@QILLIC UDD\‘
Vctormsry Surgeon

ONOR (‘RAI)UATF ON'l ARIO VFTHRIN
ary College, Dentistry a Speciaity Al
{iseases of domestic animals treated on «c entifi
orinciples,
Office—Two doors sonth of'the Guid~A ¢vocate
office. Residence—~Main Street, one dcor nortls
of Dr. Siddall’s office,

.Aur't“« -:D'neer

J. B E l,.L'OT

Ligensed Audtionaor
For the County of Lambton.

ROMPT attention to all orders, ressonable
terms. Orders may be left at the CGuider
Advocate office

=
A.D HONE
Painter and Decorator
Paper Hanging
WATFORD - ,ONTARIO
GOOD WORK

PROMPT ATTENTION
REASONABLE PRICES

ESTIMATES FURNISHED
RESIDENCE—ST, CLAIR STREE®

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED-

o]

'YOUNC

Mothers!

plains of headache,
-©of thought, nervol
-easier for her. "SI
In all such cases
as it is especially i
injure and can be
Read how Mrs.
“At the age o
She had pzains ac
would pain her 80 |
married daughter
and I read the boo
is now regular an
and give you pern
mewspapers.’’—M
Mrs. Williams °
““ When I was ti
wvery backwami I v
I read in the daily
took my own sper
that I took it regu
have any more pail
mow 39 years old :
enough 1 shall giv:
pound.’”’—Mrs. C.
For almost fifty
relieving women, )
meighbor about it,
#ita merits.
Thousends of le
Pinkham Medicine
it is worth your w
Compound.

Lydia E. P




