
are the struggles and striving, 
are the cares and the tears; 
is the time to be smoothing 
frowns and the furrows and 
ears.
to closed eyes are kind say-

it more novel
tor your Christ

mas dinner?
Of any other
Putting
now rh!Ich«*
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HARDIPSTAND
Tells How Lydia E.Pmkham's 

Vegetable Compound 
Restorêd Her Health

River Desert,Que.—‘ * I used to have a 
severe pain in my aide. I would be un
able to walk fast and could not stand 
for any length of time to do mÿ ironing 
or washing, but I would have to lie 
down to get relief from the pain. I 
had thie for about two years, then a 
friend told me to try Lydia É. Pink- 
ham’s Vegetable Compound aa she had 
had good results. 1 certainly got good 
results from it, too, as the last time I 
bad's sore side was last May and I have 
not had it since, I am also glad of 
having good nursing for my baby, and 
I think It is your medicine that helped

■ " • -^Mm, L. v. Budos,

from the tortures 
irregularities, back- 

_arvoueness, or a pain 
should lose no time in 
Pfnkhem’e Vegetable

E. Pinkbam’s Private Teat- 
on “ Ailments Peculiar to Wo- 

men”Will be sent you free upon request. 
Write tor it to the Lydia E. Pinkham 
Medicine Co., Cobourg. Ontario. This 
book contains valuable information that 
every woman should know. o

of a
ache,
In the
trying
Com

..■in m ii^**i W-TO--I-T
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Painter and Decorator 
Paper Hanging 

Watford - Ootario
Good Work, Prompt Atten
tion, Reasonable Prices end 
Estimate» Furnished. 
Satisfaction Guaranteed.
Residence St. Clair street

Agents Wanted
The careful attention to our 

customers’ orders and the splen
did stock supplied for years 
past warrants us in having a 
representative or two in this 
county. Liberal Commissions. 
Free Outfit. Write at once for 
Exclusive Territory.
THOS. W. BOWMAN & SON 

COMPANY
RIDGE VILLE, ONT. 

STAR NURSERIES. d-3oct

ELARTON SILT
Home-Cattle-Land

Unsurpassed for Strength 
and Purity

To be obtained from nearly 
every state in this District, 

or

Barton SaltWorks Co.
WARWICK, ONTARIO
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a black velvet dress reaching down 
to the floor and a large, broad rim
med hat During this same visit I 
r<*fll being in tW Methodist chflmrh 
witn my cousin,''Asa Rogers, whne 
some work was being done prepar
ing for an entertainment. A music, 
teacher, one Mr. Holmes, gave us 
ten cents to go up town and get for 
hinu a table. ,

'^oh another occasion I remeiiîber 
being in Watford along with the 
Luckham boys of Warwick, on Dom
inion election night. We were with 
the crowd in the Music Hall and 
my old friend “Peg” Shaw was ly
ing on the back seat. It was1 said 
that Peg hud lest a bet on the elect
ion and was not feeling well? While 
all these remembrances of Watford 
are interesting and sacred in my 
memory, yet it was when I went to 
live there that Watford, to me be
gan to exist.

It was then a village of some 1200 
souls and to me seemed a busy place. 
In an industrial way there 't 
considerable activity, it containing 
other firms as Thom & Doherty, Im
plement Manufactures; Jacob Law
rence & Son, MtiLeay's Lumber 
yards and planing mill, Watford 
flour mill etc. Many wagons and 
carriages were made then by such 
men as, Angus Mitchell, John Lovell, 
Chris. Willoughby, John Bambridge, 
Joshua Saunders and Geo. Thorner. 
Among the merchants I recall, John 
Siwift, Sam Howden, David Howden, 
Peter Dodds, A. McDonnell, R, A. 
Cook, A- Brown, W. P. McLaren, A. 
Jamieson, R. Haskett, all now de
ceased. A. Cook operated quite an 
extensive cabinet and furniture 
works.

There were two newspapers, the 
Advocate and the Guide, the two 
later being amalgamated under the 
name of the Guide-Advocate, under 
the management of the late J. C. Tye 
and I understood the first copy of 
the “Guide" is still in the possession 
Of Mrs. Tye.

The Hotels were conducted by, l|. 
O. Baker, W- H. Rogers, Wra, ^Fjtty, 
and not long after Mr. I. P. Taylor 
■bought the “Elephant Warehouse” 
and opened up the Taylor House.

At that time there was but one 
Bank in the village natoqly the 
“Traders", They later withdrew and 
Masers Thomas and Kenward opened 
up a Private Bank as did also Mr. 
G. H. Wynne. These two firms long 
continued in business, the Thomas 
and Kenward Business eventually 
being purchased by the Merchants 
Bank and I could relate a very in
teresting inside story of bow they 
opened up while two other chartered 
Banka were planning to do so.

When I went to school in Watford 
classes were conducted in the old 
white frame building standing where 
the .brick school now stands. A Mr. 
O'Dell was the Principal. I recall 
him on having lost an arm and 
thought he was a very fine man. I 
believe he is-now a school Inspector 
east of Toronto. Roger Howard was 
one of the teachers and it is pleasing 
to notice his name as Canon How
ard in connection with the Old Boys’ 
Reunion services.

Some of the boys at school and. 
whose names I best recall are Willie 
Reid, the McLeay boys, the Haney 
boys,,. Herbert and James Clutter- 
buck, Fred Jones, “Hub’’ Willough
by, Saw Hume, Frank Ried, Harry 
Rae, Frank Rogers, Andy "Gearns.

When I first lived in Watford Mr. 
Dixie was Reeve. In my first recoll
ection of a Civic Election the candi
dates for Reeve were: Mr. Thomas 
Howden and Mr, Jos. Hqmç, only 
one was elected and the other said 
he did not know there were so many 
untruthful people in the village. At 
the nomination meeting on this 
election occasion, I well recall Mr. 
T. S. Taylor making a speech as 
candidate for councillor.

sonie of the names which I “recall as 
actively engaged in the service of 
the village as firemen.

Then there was the Watford Silv
er Band otiSlug Hat Famll; lead by 
that spleq^Fa citizen, Wm. J. Hast
ings. Besides the musical victories, 
these Bat^l Boys used to win t/here 
were, the\i victories some of them 
used to wjf^Kvith the ladies; for 
what girl would not adifflre a Band- 
Boy in such a suit.

I remember the long photographer 
Robson, Frank and Charlie Smith, 
who played the Coronet. Then there 
was Vic. . Collier with the Trombone 
and Elmer Collier and Arthur Moore 
who pumped those big Bass Horns, 
also Wm. Hindson with his Clarion- 
ette. Sam Dodds too in his day was 
a great band man. Those were great 
days, and though I played for nine 
years up to the time I left Watford 
I have never since played in a band.

Then there is Main 'Street! Who 
does not remember it? One cannot 
think of it however without thinking 
of that good Irish soul, our old 
townsman, Tom Malone, who spent 
so much time on bis knees laying 
down stone on Main Street? The 
last time I saw Tom he was very old 
and could scarcely see me. He asked 
my name and when j told him he 
said, Be Gorra I’m glad to see you!

Then there was the Town Time
keeper our old friend Geo. Percival, 
was so well performed his duties and 
only once was known to make a mis
take and then it "was one whole hour.

Watford has been well served 
through the various ministers who 
have ministered to its people of 
various denominations of whom 
were exceedingly capable and sincere 
men. Many of them were my good 
friends but I would just mention 
the name of one, Rev. Samuel Sault- 
on, who came so closely into my 
home life during the illness and 
death of my sister Mabel. I have 
kindly recollections "too of other 
friends whose assistance meant 
much at that tim§.

Tbe village too has been well 
served by its public men, one whom 
I might mention as serving longer 
than others, namely the late Jos .-H. 
Hume, and not least the present 
Reeve Çonnolly, who has done so 
much tq make the ©RJ Boys a succ
ess.

It too has been well served by its 
school teachers and trustees, by the 
Public Library Board, and by the 
Horticulturial Society. Then too It 
is being served well by its present 
younger generations of business men, 
and we former residents are pleased 
to see so fine a concern as the And
rews Wire Works located there an
other splendid improvements made 
by way of Fire Protection and paved 
streets.

But I must close. Almost fifty 
years acquaintance with the old 
town brings too many memories too 
relate and though I should like to 
be with you for the great occasion 
I do not now expect to be. I shall be 
there in spirit however.

Many of you will recall that won
derful book of Anthony Hopes, “The 
Prisoner of Zenda” in the last chap
ter of which is described the part
ing of the Englishman and the Sax- 
onian Princess whom he loved. His 
wish was that if he could not Again 
see her in this world, he might see 
her in the world to cpm*.

That is my Best wish for all my 
old friends who will next week gath
er in the old Home Town to renew 
acquaintances and as your invitat
ion suggests “to live over again the 
former days,"
Geo. W. Hagle, 2118 5 A. st, Mt. 
Royal, Calgary Alta.

Nova Scotia has taken the entire 
south -vying of the Government build
ing far a display at the Canadian 
National Exhibition,

modelled, he started a grocery store 
in one part; John -Swift taking over 
another store in the same building 
for dry goods, and Mr. S. Howden 
a* coming in thej^Then thy^vas 
Sandy Mavity, and Jack, wh^Tsea 
to paint roses on the machinery 
turned out by the Doherty Foundry, 
I used to stop on my way to school 
tq^jratch him, W. Clarke, Vferk 
with D. H. Howden, “Peanuts" 
Clarke the Tailor, Will Willoughby 
and Fred Saunders. Restoricks also 
were amongst the old timers, and 
Sanford Stapleford and “Did" his 
brother.

I have referred to the remodelling 
of the Hotel on Main street, but 
have forgotten the name of it. I 
remember when the New Rogers 
Hotel was builded, the Roman Cath
olic and Presbyterian churches and 
of course many of the more modern 
buildings, in those days we used to 
get our mail at the little white post 
office on the corner of main street, 
later used by Joshua Saunders as a 
balcksmith shop. H. 0. Baker huilt 
a new Hotel on the sight where the 
old one was burned down, but that 
was in later years, about 40 years 
ago,

Forty years ago this summer the 
Salvation Army and the Halleujah 
band came to town and with many 
others I threw in w/y lqt with the S.

A. and have been a member of it 
ever since..

Well I guess that is enough for 
one letter but we say God bless and 
prosper the Old Town and may the 
reunion this year be a magnificent 
affair. She is a great old town all 
right.T. C. Collier, Edmonds B. Q.

P. S. I had almost omitted the 
two _ banks, one Fawcett’s and the 
other Malcolm and Dougail Camp
bell and for awhile Mr. Colin worked 
with his brothers, he is now of Van
couver also, T, H. 0,

ARE YOUR NERVES 
“ALLOJP?”

MFruit-a*tlve$" Brings Rest

Amazing Results from Intensified 
Fruit Juices

In these strenuous days, there is 
constant warfare waged against our 
nervous vitality.

The man and woman who is free of 
Nervousness and Sleeplessness ; who 
is not more or less troubled with In
digestion, Rheumatism, Headaches, 
Neuralgia, Weariness and Loss of 
Vitality, Pain in the Back and Con
stipation, are very rare indeed.

This is why the Friiit Treatment, 
in the form of “Fruit-a-tives” is a 
blessing to nervous, sleepless, un
strung men and women.

“Fruit-a-tives” is really the inten
sified juices of apples, oranges, figs 
and prunes and ’ contains all thq 
medicinal powers of these fruit juices 
and in a more active and concentrated 
form. _

“Fruit-a-tives”"will always relieve 
Nervousness and Sleeplessness by 
Cleansing the system of waste—by 
rebuilding the nerve cells by means 
of pure, rich blood—by regulating 
the stomach, liver, bowels and skin— 
and by invigorating and re-vitalizing 
the whole system.

Try the fruit treatment for you* 
nerves. Gqt a box of “Fruit-a-tives" 
today. Your druggist has them—26c. 
and 50c. a box., or sent postpaid by 
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa, Ont.

Hon. Frank B. Garvell, chairman 
of the Board of Railway Commission- 
ers, dropped dead at his home at 
Woodstock, New Brunswick, on Sat
urday afternoon,

other evidence that there were many 
, good things that I missed having in 
my boyhood, because I was born too

On the Mjyiing of April 3gl, 1899,
. I, togethe^^vith my brid9F of six 
I months, bid goodbye to our relatives, 
and the “Old Town," as we stepped 
on the Pacific Express, antiBon the 
morning sixth day aRer, our
train ground its brakes as we rolled 
down out of the Cajon Pass into the 
beautiful orange scented valley of 
-San Bernardino, then on into the 
“City of the Angels," leaving slush, 
snow and mud behind, arid landing 
here among fruit laden groves, and 

! ripening grain fields.
What changes one act of the will 

will make in the whole circumstance 
of one’s life. The Main Street mud, 
the choo choo trains,- the old farm, 
the sugar bush lot, the orchard trees, 
the coasting hill at the old school 
house, the school-mates of our early 
years, old sweethearts, living relat
ives, and the sleeping dead, all sev
ered for a lifetime except a few 
brief renewals.

We would again like to return 
during “Old Home Week,” but the 
journey is long, and home duties 
press. We would like to walk with 
the old boys and girls in the grand 
review on Main Street, we would 
like to stand on the street corners 
and meet the outstretched hands, we 
would like to sit at your tables .of 
feasting, but other beckonings will 
come to all of us before many years; 
shall we answer the Roll Call then 
with gladness, and assurance of 
peace. Geo. D. Lee, Yucaipa, San 
Bemardjno gounty, Çalif,

The Editor
(By P.1TMaoE)

At things unkind against him said, 
And the brickbats hurled at his 

head,
Who smiles nor cares a tinker’s 

red?
Who holds the tenor of his way,
His head erect, erities at bay,
Abuse, unmerited, his pay?
Who, day by day, does his dead best, 
To spice his quill with pep and zest, 
Unpraised, unrecognized, unblest?
Who is it keeps the truth sqpresaed, 
Hard struggling in his virtuous 

breast,
W-hen candor would not serve .the 

best?
And who is brave enough and bold 
The cause of honor to uphold, 
Shrinks not from all that must be 

told?
Who, did he not some gloss dispense, 
Would give unwarranted offence, 
And find his hide hung on a fence!
Who, when some tightwad meets 

his doom
And drops, unmourned, into the 

tomb,
Says that “his death casts a deep 

gloom”? '

With hymen on the village green, 
Who paints the homely bride a queen 
Arrayed in lace and shimmering 

sheen?
When debutante was all but floored 
And the hilarious audience roared, 
Who was it said “she was encored"?
In all of this who sinneth not.
But burnishes a beauty spet,
Where else had been at least a blot?
When facts and rumors rife collide 
Who is it leans to mercy’s side, 
Imbued by some real Iqcgl pride?
Who, te distraction well nigh driven, 
Through slams and dura, for merit 

given,
A villadome deserves in heaven?

—The Editor

contrast at the present time in and 
around Watford from the days of 
50 years ago.

-I exceedingly regret that circurn^j. 
stam-w do not nerJUt me to bKo 
with ywti to cclebrat^^nd cc-mint-ie 
with you at “The Old Boys’ Home 
Coming.” It is certain that it would 
be on<*-4>f the joyg of-my life to ‘<be 
there'^lnd participaient the reunj 
ion. Rest assured you have my hear^ 
ty, sympathy and good will with you 
all and know it will be a red letter 
day for Watford long to be remem
bered and cherished, and my sincer- 
est wish that you may all have 
much peace and prosperity during 
all your days, expressing my grat
itude to both friend and foe, and 
leave my peace with these and love 
with those. M. S. Campbell., Arm
strong, B. C.

iunousi and ’'Davy” remarking to 
the late comers that something was 
going on tonight. Here hoping for fine 
weather conditions and leave the 
est to the old Boys and Girls of the 
id town. Jno^p. Mavity, Sarnia.

»
Wholesome æ Refreshing

FEEL IT MEAL-

m
|TIBEPFEgT SKIN-tPaiTAripN,BRUISER
4*8» Me. 4 60c,—TUBES *0c.-*t all Dr* taro

9BsGE
BARBER ELLIS /~X ■ * ----------

TRENCH OrG/\NU?E
i' liïntinô fiape-r
{,_ - paper thats good ,ji 

to writp

Rude Rural Rhymes

I read each day the daily press, 
but oftentimes it is a mess. I do des
pise the useless daily, which with red 
type is lit up gayly but gives us only 
sins and scandals, wild acts of 
murderers and vandals. If what they 
serve for our inspection were of our 
life a true cross section, I’d think 
the earth was on the skids and slid
ing down towards Satan’s grids, that 
Eve’s fair daughters all were scum, 
and all of Adam’s sons, by gum, 
were mad with dope arid soaked in 
rum. But in my daily walks I find 
most folks are patient, true and 
kind. They do an honest daily stint 
and seldom find themselves m print, 
for if they’re short on wicked capers, 
they are no asset to the papers. O. I 
am glad these wholesome rhymes are 
published in the Billville Times, that 
I may air my half-baked views within 
the weekly Homefburg News. Jones 
builds a barn and builds it good, 
then paints it red—I knew he would. 
A simple rursd tale, and yet, when 
printed ip the last Gazette, that item 
brings to you and me some visions 
others cannot see, of red barns 
where we used to play and jump 
from big beams to thq hay, which 
rose beneath in springy swells and 
filled the air with pleasant amelia 
The country weeklies now and then 
print common facts for common men, 
the old, old facts of death and -birth, 
of love and life upon the earth; but 
in a lot of city journals, too many 
shucks come with the kernels,—BOB 
ADAMS.

To all my dear old chums, both 
girls and boys.,Your joyous invitait- 
on to join yoitiiji the greatest of 

^ -eat things, tjFro ail around 
world gathering of the Boys and 
Girls of many a decade and talk and 
ache as we used to in the many many 
happy days and joyous hours we 
had together. Every year we have 
talked of coming to Dear Old Wat
ford of joyous courtship days. Also 
my noble son was born in that fair 
little city of which I am justly proud 
for producing such a dear wife and 
son. May God bless you is my fer
vent wish. If circumstances beyond 
my control did not permit the Mrs. 
and myself, oure would be there. 
Anyway if not in person will be in 
spirit. I am wishing you one and all 
a great glorious good time. Speak of 
me and mine to any and all whom 
may recall our names and the many 
happy hours in your midst: I must 
with a tear in my eye, bid you sweet 
good-bye. Mr. and Mr». Dan Stout, 
Blytheville.

Enclosed find $1. Kindly place my 
name on your list of Old Boys. Am 
very sorry I cannot be with you on 
this very auspicious occassion. I 
sure have a little.comer deep down 
in my heart sacred to the memory 
of my old home town, Watford, 
where forty-years of my life was 
spent. 1 sincerely wish you every 
success. Kindly remember me to 
T. G. Mitchell, W. S. Fuller, T 
Roche, Andy Auld and all other old 
boys not forgetting Father Quinlan, 
S. E. P. Irwin and Dr. Newell. No 
doubt many ef the old boy* are now 
combing their hair with, the dust 
rag, again wishing all old and new 
boys every success and a very jolly 
reunion. Frank P. McDonnell, Clyde 
Alberta.

Toronto, Aug. 14th 1924
Regret very much that I won’t be 

able to join you in the fun next 
week. Have just returned from a 
trip through Western Canada. Met 
many Watford Old Boy* apd Girls 
some of -whom I believe are coming 
down and all the rest with them

Nothing but pressing business en
gagements prevents my going at pres
ent. If you have half as good a time 
as we had last Old Boys Reunion, it 
will -be a huge success. Hoping 
everyone has a glorious time.W. H. 
Thom.

Many, many thanks for the invit
ation and regret that I am unable 
to attend. This nearly breaks my 
heart but I am , sure that I cannot 
avoid it. I would just love to meet the 
Old Boys and Girls, whom I spent 
my young days with! I would love to 
visit every nook and comer that I 
used to be in when young. Since 
coming West I have made many 
friends but the friends that you 
make in your youth are the real 
friends.

I can feel the warm hand clasp, I 
can see rite latch string hanging out, 
and can see the over full pantry, 
and I would simply love to see you 
all.

With my regrets that I cannot be 
there, my regards te you all and 
trusting that ere long I will see a 
great many of you, I am.Fred Wat- 
•on, Miesoula, Montana.

It’s hard to aay no,
For I long to go 
Back home to your welcome so 

grand
I hunger and thirst,
But thats not the worst,
I’m in love with the grand old 

land, A OHibien.

ea. -make new rich Mood. You can 
do it with Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. 
These pills have the marvellous pro
perty of building up the blood and 
toning up the nerves. That is proved 
by the case oWIR-s. M. EppingezA» 
Scott street, Vancouver . B C
says:--- “Dr. Williams’ Pink'' pii”
brought back my health end strength^ 
and restored nunerves to normajY 
condition after^^er medicines haetw8‘ 
failed. It was after the birth of my 
second child that I became so anae
mic and nervous that I thought I 
would lose my mind as well as my 
strength. I tried several medicines, 
but got no-relief until I was advised 
to try Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills. After 
using a few boxes of these I could 
see a change. I felt stronger; my 
appetite was better, I slept better, 
and my nerves were stronger. I con
tinued the use of the pills for some 
time, and again found myself a well 
woman, and I can sincerely say that 
my health has since been the best. I 
can cheerfully recommend the 
to all weak, run down women."

You can get these pills from your 
druggist, or by mail at 50 cents 
box from The Dr. Williams 
cine Co., Brockviile, Ont.

a
Medi-

Give Them The 
Flowers Now

Closed eyes can't see the white roses
Cold hands can’t hold them, yoa 

know;
Breath that is stilled cannot gather
The odors that sweet from them 

blow.
Death, with a peace beyorid dream

ing,
Ita children of earth doth endow;
Life is the time we can help them, i
So give them the flowers now!

struggles and striving.Here 
Here 
Now is 
The frowns 

fear*.
What to 

inga?
What to hashed heart is deep vow? 
Naught can avail after parting.
So give them the flowers now!
Just a kind word or a greeting;
Just a warm grasp or a smile— 
These are the flowers that will light

en
The burdens for many a mile,
After the journey i* over,
What is the use of them? How 
Can they carry who must be carried? 
Oh, give them the flowers now!
Blooms from the happy 

garden
Plucked in the .spirit of larve;
Blooms that are earthly reflection* 
Of flowers that blossom above.
Words cannot tell what a measure 
Of blessing such gifts will allow 
To dwell in the lives of many.
So give them the ffowers now!

—Leigh M. Hodge».

Perfect Seal 
Crown
TARS

pills

heart's


