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s, pure fruit flavors,
attractive boxes.
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House Paint, inside or
yutside, Flat or Oil
Finish, Quarts 45c $1 50
L .
Nhy pay regular retail prices for
aint when you can get what yon
vant at less than wholesale?
1 to give satisfaction.

ANY, LONDON, ONT.

C

H & CO.
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al, Wheat Kernells,
irley, All Xinds of
ad Poultry Food.

Il Stock of
STOCEK FOOD

?, HOGS AND POULTRY.

ASSES MEAL
* CELEBRATE™ CALF MEAL.

\KEN IN EXCHANGE

one While You Wait
39

PURIFER

“Fruit-a-tives” Gleans,
Purifies, Enriches

Fruit juice is Nature’s own remedy.

S“FRUIT-A-TIVES,” the famous
Jrwit medicine, keeps the blood pure
and rich because it keeps the whole
system free of impurities.

“ Fruit-a-tives” improves the Skin
Action; enables the stomach to digest
food properly ; makes the bowels move
wegularly ; and relieves the strain on
the Kidneys.

By its cleaning, healing powers on
the eliminating organs, “Fruit-a-tives”
rids the system of all waste matter and
thus insures a pure blood supply.

B0c. a box, 6 for 2.50, trial size 25¢.
At dealers orsent postpaid on receipt of
price by Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

) GENTRAL

-
4

STRATFORD, ONT.

If you take a course with us. The
demand upon us for trained help is
many times the number graduating.
Students are entering each week,
You may enter at any time. Write at
once for our free catalogue of Com-
mercial, Shorthand or Telegraphy
department.

D. A- McLACHLAN - PRINCIPAL.

A.D. HONE

Painter and Decorator

WATFORD - ONTARIO ]

GOOD WORK
PROMPT ATTENTION
REASONABLE PRICES
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
ESTIMATES FURNISHED

KESIDENCE — ST. CLAIR STREET
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Here's What Youn Get
In Lovell's Bread

Nut like flavor a sweetness that you
ook for.

A crisp thin cryst that has flavor.

A nice, white, well-risen loaf, that
retains its flavor tor days, and cuts
without  crumbling.

Every slice not only a delight, but
a source of vitality, alive with the
matchless nutrition of Manitoba’s
richest wheat.

Bread that ensures ready and com-
plete digestion.

TRY A LOAF

Lovell’s Bakery

A new kitchen uteusil*lhiail' resembles

a spoon with a perforated bowl ending in |

three narrow tork tines has more than
fifteen uses.

A bathroom novelty is a spring wire
bracket to be clamped to a faucet, so
shaped as to hold either a tumbler or a
«ake of soap securely.

In 48 hours patriotic women in Penn-

sylvannia recently raised over $26,000 to
be used in case ot war,

As a vermifuge there is nothing so po-
tent as Mother Graves’ Worm Exterm-
inator, and it can be ‘given to the most
delicate child without fear-of injury to
the constitution, m

Posts as house surgeons in English’
hospitals, heretofore held by men are
now being offered to women.

e e e

HOW APPENDIC
CAN BE PREVENTED

Watford people should know that a
few doses of simple buckthorn bark,
glycerine, etc., as mixed in Adler-i-ka,
often relieve or prevent appendicitis.
This simple mixture removes such sur-
prising foul matter that ONE SPOON-

* FUL relieves almost any case of consti-

pation, sour stomach or gas. A short
treatment helps chronic stomach trouble.
Adler-i-ka has easiest and most thorough

mction of anything we ever sold. Tgy- :

Aot & Son, dmggist,
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Potter’s
Proxy

It Proved to Be a
False Friend

By CLARISSA MACKIE

Ben Potter was a cowboy down in
that part of the western part of North
America where the Mexicans have al-
ways been in evidence. Ben was as
brave as a lion where a man adversary
was concerned, but had a constitution-
al fear of the fair sex. A little gun
play wouldn’t faze him a bit, but to
tell a woman he loved her was beyond
the scope of his audacity. One day he
came across a greaser who kept par-
rots for sale.

Ben Potter stood in front of the par-
rot’s cage and poked a tentative fore-
finger at the beautiful green and yel-
low bird whose yellow markings edged
with black added to its gorgeousness.

“You're dead certain she can talk?"
he demanded of the storekeeper.

“Kin a duck swim?” retorted the
storekeeper testily,

“What kind of talk can she hand
out? I don’t want no swear words,
mind, Dawson—it’s for a lady—it's for
my sister,” said Ben laboriously striv-
ing to cover up the fact that the par-
rot was for Linda Day, who was got
his sister and who he fervently hoped
would never offer to be a sister to him.

“No swear words!” chuckled Daw-
son. “Will you hear that?” he went
on addressing the bird. “Tell the gen-
tleman pretty thirfgs, Poliy!”

“I love you,” croaked Polly, with a
wicked glance at Ben,

Ben flushed hotly. If that was the
sort of talk Polly indulgeg in she was
just the bird Ben needed to convey
the story of his tender but diffident
passion to Linda Day.

The deal was concluded, and Polly
and 'her cage were transferred to Ben
Potter’'s hands. He arranged to leave
them there until dark.

“I shan't be going back again till 9
o'clock,” be said casually,

“There won't anybody know you’'ve
bought a hansum parrot if you sneak
it home in the dark,” said Dawson in-
nocently,

“That’s just what I'm calculating on,
you idiot,” snapped Ben coolly, as he
turned and went down the street, his
boot heels clicking on the board walk
and the brim of his hat flapping in the
breeze.

“I love you,” chuckled Dawson as he
shook a finger at Polly. *“Oh, you Pol-
Iy! And oh, you Ben Potter!”

It was after 9 o’clock when Ben Pot-
ter called for his parrot. He had
bought a new blanket, which he wrap-
ped around the big cage, leaving an
opening at the top.

“Good night, Polly,” he called down
the opening.

“Get out!” growled Polly crossly.

Dawson gave vent to an exaggerated
yawn,

“I'm about closing up now,” he mut-
tered to hide a smile. *Hope you like
the bird. If you get tired of her hand-
ing out that line of soft talk, why, you
can teach her something else, you
know.”

“Sure thing,” sajd Ben as he left the
place.

As he went galloping home to the
Twin Star ranch, the trail unwinding
before him like a broad white ribbon,
he held the cage on the pommel of his
saddle and wondered what Linda Day
would say to his strange gift,

“Gee whiz, I'm glad it’s night!” he
muttered as he neared the ranch. Sud-
denly he paused and looked around at
the moonlit spaces of the cattle range.

“Why not give it to her now?” he
asked himself. *“They’ll sure hand me
a line of jolly if they see this thing at
the bunk house. Why, it might up and
say it loved ’em.”

He wheeled his horse and dashed
down the trail, turning to the right
when he reached the three cottonwoods
that marked the cross trail leading to
the Widow Day’s ranch.

He was glad that the bunk house
was dark and that the big dance in
Red Spider had evidently drawn all
the men away for the evening. ;

He guessed that Linda Day might be
gitting calmly reading in her living
room with a gun beside her on the
table. She was perfectly able to take
care of herself, and yet she ‘was far
from being masculine. It was her mix-
ture of fearlessness and soft woman-
liness that made her fascinating to the
rough cowboys of the Red Spider dis-
trict.

Ben Potter knocked briskly at the
door. He knew that Linda hated, a
soft, sneaky knock. It “gave her the
ereeps,” she admitted.

In a moment she stood there, framed
in the lighted doorway.

“Qh, good evening, Mr. Potter,” she

MAKES PERFECT BREAD

Suid pleasantly. *“Won’t you come in?”
she added hospitably.

“*No, thank you,” murmured Ben—*at
least only to put this on the table for
you. 1 heard you say you wanted a
pet, so I found this one.”

He followed her into the living room
and placed the cage on the table. He
took off the blanket and revealed the
parrot stirring sleepily on the perch

“For me? How very kind of you!™
cried Linda Day, as she gazed at the
brilliant bird. “I think they are too
amusing, Mr, Potter, and it is a bit
lonely here sometimes. Polly and I
shall become great friends.” she con-
tinued confidently as she tapped the
cage with her slender finger.

Polly writhed uncomfortably, cocked
a glassy eye at her new owner and
murmured throatily:

“Bye-bye! I'm going to bed now!”

“How cunning!” cried Linda. “Poor
polly shall go in this nice dark corner,
and tomorrow I will have a hook placed
for her in the window. It was very
thoughtful of you, Mr., Potter.” She
glanced up at Ben’s embarrassed face.
His blue eyes looked at her wistfully,
and his lips trembled as if words were
eager to betray his love; but he was so
very diffident, she thought regretfully,
when he finally turned away and with
a hurried good night made for the front
door.

In the safe shadow of the yard where
he had mounted his horse Ben ecalled
back the important message he had to
deliver. His tone was elaborately care-
less.

“By the way, Mrs. Day,” he flung
over his shoulder, “that pasrot can
speak a few words, and what she says
is—is—just what I think, only I can’t
find words to say it—you understand.”

He could not see Linda’s tender smile
as she closed the door and ‘went back
to the living room.

“As if a goose couldn’t understand,”
she murmured glecfully. *You great
big, brave, })ashful little boy!” This
last remark “was addressed to the small
snapshot picture of Potter which she
kept hidden in her needlework. If Ben
Potter bad known about that picture
he would have expired from very joy.
He had left it there one evening, and
when he inquired for it the widow had
been unable to find it—even while she
fumbled with trembling fingers in her
work basket.

“Polly—Polly Potter!” laughed the
widow joyously. “You've got to wake
up and tell me that story tonight—un-
derstand? I can’t wait another min-
ute.” And she gently withdrew the
covering from Polly’s cage and brought
it into the bright light of the evening
lamp.

It was five minutes before Polly
awakened sufficiently to exercise her
vocal powers.

“Polly,” whispered Linda, her soft
eyes shining and her sweet face aglow,
“Polly, dear, what have you got to say,
to me?”’

Polly, disgruntled because of thig
rude awakening from her slumbers,
was in a diabolical temper. '

“Want to say—eh? Want to say—
eh? You're a busybody—there’s only
one girl in the world for me and her
name is—her name is—gr—gr—grrrref”
wheezed Polly. !

“What is her name—tell it to wfe, Pol-
ly, dear,” coaxed Linda, eager to hear
the sweetest story ever told, even
through the medium of the strange
proxy Ben Potter- had chosen. ‘“Tel}
me the name of the girl he loves!”

“Her name is—ha, ha, ha! Her namd
is Maud—there! Lead me to my littld
bed!” choked Polly, wrathfully. “Maud,
I love you dearly—Maud—Maud—
Maud! Where are you, dearie? I'ml
waiting for you—it's a great joke—
joke—hal” |

Linda's eyes were full of tears, i

“You horrid thing!” she cried, ‘T'lt
not have you in the house. I thought he
had taught you some—something else?*

“Oh, the deuce!” cried the parrot, imy
patiently. “Trouble all the time.” .

Linda threw the blanket over the
cage, blew out the light and went up
to bed. The next morning she got up
and wrote a note to Ben Potter.

“Please come and get your parrot,”?
she wrote, crisply, “it is impossiblg
for mé to keep it.”

It was a very much abashed and dis«
concerted cowpuncher who rode up td
Linda’s door the next evening,

Linda Day stood in the sitting room
staring resentfully at the form of Pol«
ly, who was swinging in her cage.

“I'm sorry you. don’t like the hird,”
said Ben awkwardly. “What seems
to be the matter?”

“Every—everything!” cried Linda,
very near to tears.

“I guess I made a mistake,” said
Ben slowly, his heart sinking down
and down in bitter despair. *“You
didn’t like the message I sent youn?”

Linda flashed an indignant glance af
him. f

“Of course it is a matter of perfed
indifference to me whether you love

"

“There!” eried Linda Day thaughtDy,

“I'll kill Dawson for this,” said Beén
Potter in a cold, deadly toune:

“What do you mean?” she breathed
hurriedly. *“You'll not kill any one,
Ben Potter. Where did you get that
parrot?”

“I bought her from Dawson a few
hours before I brought her here,” sail
Ben grimly. *“She repeated some
words—that I wanted to tell-yon—und
1 thought—I never thought that shd
might know some other words—and--
and—see here, what are you doing?"

He leaped toward the cage nnd
snatched from Polly's inquisitive benl
the needle book; which had been Iting
close to the bars of the cage.

From the needle book there fell a
small picture, and he picked it up and
glanced at it.

There was his own gallant young
form astride his new horse. He turnegd
shining eyes upon Linda’s blushing,
downcast face.

“Oh, Linda, Linda!” be said softly.
“And you had it all the time!”

Linda’s pretty head drooped lower as
he came close to her. She did not res
sist when his arms enfolded her

“Ah, I love you!” cooed Polly sud-
denly. ;

Ben laughed gently,

“That’s what I wanted Polly to tell
you for me,” he whispered in Linda's
pink ear.

“But I knew that long ago.,” cried
Linda saucily. “Bat, Ben, you can tell
me again—now!”

The Point.

The “point” is a place which a great
many people claim to see, but very few
care to get to. They will travel all
around it, but to go right through to it,
to make an attempt to arrive at it, is
quite beyond them.

The singular thing about this is that
everybody is urging them on to do it.

“If you will only get to the point,”
says the world, “it will be an immense
help.” Then all the psychologists, so-
clologists, theologians, orators and hu-
morists declare they are going to—im-
mediately.

The point laughs at them all.

“I'm safe!” says the point. *“You'll
never get me!”

A Cautious Judge.

“Safety First” seems to be the moito
of some of the judges in the West In-
dies. When an alien prisoner is brought
before them théy consider the possi-
bility of a gunboat from the culprit's
native land popping in to malke trouble.

It is told that a Haiti magistrate, on
examining a prisoner, found that he
was from Switzerland.

“Switzerland,” he mused. “Switzer-
land has no seacoast, has it?”

“No seacoast, your honor,” said the
interpreter.

“And no navy?”’

“No navy, your honor.”

“Very well, then,” said the judge, “I'l)
give him a year at hard labor.”

The Nice of Austria.

“The Nice of Austria” is the name
by which Gorizia, or Goritz, is known
among its habitues, owing to its mild
climate. Curiously enough, the city
furnishes a link with the French Bour-
bons, for in a Franciscan convent there
lle the remains of Charles X. of
France, the last of the Bourbons; of
the Duke of Angouleme, his son, and
of the Duc de Chambord, who died as
recently as 1883. Gorizia, under Aus-
trian rule, was the capital of the crown
land of Gorz Gradisca and ffrst appeurs
In history toward the close of the
tenth century, when it was bestowed
on the church. It is still the seat of an
archbishop, and its special industry,
significantly, perhaps, has long been
the printing of Hebrew books for the
past.—London Spectator.

———
In Jungleland.

Chimpanzee Fortune Teller—You will
have a long and happy life.

Miss Elephant—How do you know?

Chimpanzee Fortune Teller — I can
tell it by your trunk line.

Hollow Shafts.

By careful experiments it has been
proved that a solid column subject to
bending strains is no stronger than a
bollow omne. Consequently all iron
shafts are made hollow, and the steel
shafts which drive the screws of steam
ships have a hole bored down the cen
ter so that the weight may be reduced

Penny Weddings.

Until 1645 marriage feasts, known as
“penny weddings,” were held in Scot-
land. .Bach guest paid a penny or a
small sum of money to defray the ex-
yenses of the feast. If any money was
eft over it went toward the furnishing
»f the new home.—Exchange.

Idleness wastes a fortune in half the
dme that industry makes it.—Samuel
Bailes,

- a girl named Maud.” shie said coldly Y ®
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i the girl for me! I Ibve you®"

Why Recommended

' My case was very serious and I was sa

sin( that everybody expected my death any
day. No suffering could cver be worse than
what I had to endure.

I could feel at first the gravel passing
through my bladder but now ﬁ«nn as strong
as ever. I weigh about 20 Ibs. more than
when 1 started to take Gin Pills,

I beg you to publish my letter so that
people may know what Gin Pills had done for
me, The first box relieved me a good dezl,
eight boxes were sufficient to cure me ene
tirely, and bring me back to perfect health,

(Sgd.) ISIDORE THOMAS,
Tillet Road Glen, N.B.”

GIN PILLS are sold by all druggists,

soc. a box; six boxes for $2.50. 28

National Drug & Chemical Co.
of Canada, Limited, Toronto,

ROLL OF HONOR

Men From Watford
and Vicinity Serving
the Empire

27TH REGT.—1ST BATTALION

Thos. L Swift, reported missing
since June 15th, Rich. H Staple«
ford, Bury C Binks, L Gunn Newell,
killed in action, Arthur Owens, R
C N Newell, T Ward, Sid Welsh,

. Alf Woodward, killed in action, M
{ Cunningham, M Blondel, W Blunt,

R'W Bailey, A L, Johnston, R A
Johnston, G Mathews, C Manning,
W G Nichol, F Phelps, H F Small,
E W Smith, C Toop, C Ward, J
Ward, killed in action, F Wakelin,
D C M, killed in action, T Wakelin,

wounded—missing, H Whitsitt, B
Hardy.

PRINCESS PATRICIA'S C.L.L.
Gerald H Brown
18TH BATTALION

C W Barnes,Geo. Ferris, Edmund
Watson, G Shanks. C Jamieson, J
Burns, F Burns, C Blunt, Wm,
Autterson, SP Shanks.

2ND DIVISIONAL CAVALRY

Lorne Lucas, Frank Yerks, Chage
Potter, Rus. G Clark.

33RD BATTALION

Percy Mitchell, Lloyd Howden
Geo. Fountain, Gordon H Pattere
son, died in Victoria Hospital, Lone
don.

34TH BATTALION

E C Crobn, S Newell, Stanley
Rogers, Macklin Hagle, Henry
Holmes, Wm. Manning, Leonard
Lees.

70TH BATTALION

Ernest Lawrence, —— Emmerson,
C H Loveday, A Banks, 8 R Whol«
ton, Thos. Mevyers, Jos M Wardman;
Vern Brown, Sid Brown.

71ST BATTALION
R H Trenouth.

28TH BATTALION
Thomgxs Lamb.
MOUNTED RIFLES
Fred A Taylor.
29TH BATTERY
Wm. Mitchell, John Howard.
ANTI-ATRCRAFT
Gunner Woolvet.
PIONEERS
Wm. MeNally, W F Goodman.
ENGINEERS
J. Tomlin
ARMY MEDICAL CORPS ,

T A Brandon, M. D., Capt. W J
McKenzie, M.D., Norman McKenzig,

135TH BATTALION
N. McLachlan
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CASTORIA

For Infants and Children
InUse ForOver 30 Years

Always bears
ra bRk
Qignature of L ‘,(

Apply at this office
2,000 feet of Red
feet of 1 inch Red |
inch maple at a bai
SON, Watford,® .4
To RENT.—The
Hasting’s Wagon
For particulars apg
On the premises.
FOR SALE.—Bric
of Front and Warw
ticulars apply to A.
Ave E., Chatham, (
FOR SALE.—Buil
Church known as !
racks. For particul
WiILLIAMSON, Wat|
FOR SALE.-~1 ha
1 one-horse wagon s
sets single harness.
Watford P. O. for |
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of any kind bough
ranchers, lot 18, con
phone 4821, Wat
messages at our exp:

MRs. M. O'MEAR:
brick cottage Warw
acres adjoining irt.
together, or separ:
RoCHE

SEVERAL dwellin
and two business pr
and a few farms in tl

Considerabl« private
Joan on far propert
FI1zGERALD, Barri
Out,

; Wie=al

HARRIS & 00

WATFORD, )

MARI

WATF
GRAIN AND SEEDS—
Wheat, fall, per bu
Oats, perbush.... .
Barley, per bush...
Beans, per bush...,
TIMOtRY vos oid iy
Clover Seed ......
ALK . ivavisoss 4
PROVISIONS—
Butter, per pound..
Lard, ‘e o4
Eggs, per doz ....
POrk .\ oveiasien i
* Flour, per cwt.....
Brar . per ton....,.,.
Shotts, per ton.,...
MISCELLANEOUS—
Wood
Tallow
Hides r  seees
Wool.. ,
Hay; peftott. ... ool
VEGETABLES AND FRU,
Potatoes, per bag...,
POULTRY—
Turkeys, dressed. ..,
Turkeys, per 1b....,
Chic
Fow

Wheat
Oats,
Butter

Toront
- May 3—Receipts at 1
760 cattle, 710 calves, 1
gheep and lambs. The
light and tbe quality n
extra prime steers offeri
to firm. Fat cows, bull
firm and in good demar
There was a heavy rn
prices a shade easier, ex
very choice.
Hogs firm and packer
higher, weighed off cars
To-day's quotations :
Choice heavy steers. ..,
Butcher steers, choice. ,
403 BO0A. o voiios cod
do., medium.........
do., common.......
Heifers, good to choice,
do., medium..,......
Butcher cows, choice. .,
A0 RO i iai e
Butcher bulls, choice, .
oL oo R
do., medium: ii..ooe
Feedets. ., .......q:
00 1 ORI
Stockers. .. .....
do., medium.,........
L e | SRS
RORES oy viinrasst
ORI s o e
Milkers, choice, each..,
Springers, each ...
Calves, veal, cho
do., medium
do., common .,
Yearling lambs

Spring lambs, each . ...
HEwes, light . ..........
Sheep, heavy and bucks,
Hogs fed and watered. .
IS A T TN PR
do,, weighed off cars..

.-

While at work at H. F
house, Forest, where the
raised, Wm. Walden fell |
a distance of 12 feet. He
head and'[shoulders, and
juries to his spine which |

ed him to the house.



