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SHE RECOMMENDS 
“F8UIT-MMS”

Mrs. Corbett Read the 
Advertisement and Tried It

Avon, May 14th, 1914.
“I have used ‘Fruit-a-tivcs’ tor 

Indigestion and Constipation with most 
excellent results, and they continue to 
he my only medicine. I saw ‘FruiNa
tives’ advertised with a letter in which 
Some one recommended them very 
highly,sol tried them. The results were 
more than satisfactory, and I have no 
hesitation in recommending ’FruiNa
tives” ANNIE A. CORBETT.

Time is proving that ‘Fruit-a-tives’ 
can always be depended upon to give 
prompt relief in all cases of Constipation 
etnd Stomach Trouble.

60c. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25c. 
At dealers or sent postpaid by FruiN 
a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

Business and

Shorthand

Westervelt School
Y M. C. A. Building

London, Ontario

( allege in Session Sept. 1st to July. 
1 dialogue Free. Enter any time.

J. W. Westervelt, Principal

FALL TERM FROM AUG. 30

CENTRAL

STRATFORD. ONT.

This is Ontario’s best practical train
ing school, with COMMERCIAL, 
SHORTHAND and TELEGRAPHY 
departments. Our courses are thorough 
and instructors are experienced. We 
place graduates in positions. Write 
for onr free catalogue at once and see 
if it interests you.

D. A- McLACHLAN - PRINCIPAL-

PIANO S
Bell, Gerhardt .Heintzman, Marten 

Orme.
Organs

Bell and Doherty.

Sewing Machines
White, Standard, and New Home 

Rotaries, Raymond and New
Williams.

Renfrew Standard Gasoline Engines
Start without cranking.

Renfrew Standard Cream Separators 
Best by every test.

Gramophones, Records and Snpplle 
of all kinds.

Schlemmer
Sfebig

CHANTRY FARM
KIER w o o d

Shorthorn Cattle

Lincoln Sheep
ED. DeCEX, 

Kerwood
Proprietor
Ontario
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TIME TABLE.

Trains leave Watford Station as follows
GOING WEST

Accommodation, 75 .......... 8 44 a.m.
Chicago Express, 3, flag.... 12 1.3 p.m. 
Accommodation, 83 ........ 6 39 p.m.

GOING EAST
Accommodation, 80 ........ 7 43 a.m.
New York Express, 6 ....11 11 a.m.
New York Express, 2,.........3 05 pm.
Accommodation, 112........ 5 16 p.m

C. Vail, Agent Watiord

A grouchy man thinks he laughs best 
who laughs least.

Why doesn’t the self made man never 
suffer from remorse ?

Even a color blind man can tell a 
fljagrecn-back when he see» it.

HIRAM’S 5 
JOY-RIDE

BY EDITH G. BAYNE

IRAM SPENDLOW and his 
wife sat over a late “snack" 
of macaroni-and-cheese and 
mince pie. Hiram had just 

been reading an article in a magazine 
about those aerial greyhounds known 
as Zeppelins and as he munched he 
ruminated.

“I’d like fust rate to hev a ride in 
one o' them things, Mirandy 1” he 
said.

His wife had taken up her knitting 
again to knit off a needle before 
retiring. She sent him a glance of 
derision over the top of her glasses.

“Land sakes, Hi !” she said, and 
then added, “Ain’t yew quit eatin' 
yet ?’’

Hiram helped himself to a fourth 
plateful of the macaroni-and-cheese. 
Miranda yawned.

“Wall, I’m off to bed, Hi,” she 
announced, putting her work aside. 
“Mind and see all ’em doors are 
looked.”

In the process of time her hus
band ascended creakily the stairs. 
It was after he was in bed that he 
remembered Miranda’s injunction to 
see to the fastening of the doors. 
There had been a series of burglaries 
in the neighborhood, so he must not 
overlook this duty. He rose stealth
ily so as not to waken his wife, who 
was snoring placidly by his side, and 
having slipped on some garments, he 
went downstairs and fastened the 
front door. Then he went to the 
south-west side of the house where 
a small door leading out into the 
garden stood wide open.

How beautiful the moonlight was ! 
Hiram stepped out upon the veran
dah and stood gazing up at the 
glorious silver orb that rode the 
heavens.

Hist ! What was that ?
He pricked up his ears and went 

forward a few steps to the fence.
A whirring sound, like the drum

ming of a hundred partridge filled 
the air. But this was the month of 
May and a closed season. The sound 
became a prolonged buzz. Hiram 
sprang over the fence and dashed 
across the orchard, and then down 
the long slope to the river bank. 
He saw something that at first 
glance appeared to he a whale lying 
upon the water, but he rubbed his 
eyes and looked again. This time 
it seemed to be a huge inflated 
canvas cigar, and below it he , now 
discerned a long car fitted out with 
an engine whence the throbbing 
sound proceeded.

A Zeppelin !
Hiram lost no time in covering 

the remaining distance between him 
and the wonderful craft and, as he 
ran panting down the hillside, he 
spied a man tinkering above the 
engine. The man turned at his 
approach and stood upright. He 
wore an aeronaut’s cap and goggles 
and a long belted overcoat.

“What be yew doin' here, strang
er ?” Hiram demanded.

“Hoch der Kaiser,” responded the 
man gutturally.

“Eh ?” asked Hiram, sharply.
The aeronaut strode over to Hiram 

with a gait like a prize gander out 
a-walking, and fetched down his big 
hand heavily on his shoulder — 
Hiram’s thinly-clad shoulder. “Hoch 
der Kaiser," he grunted again.

“Speak English," said Hiram ir
ritably, shrinking under the blow 
from the mailed fist, “What be yew 
doin’ on my property, eh ?’’

The aeronaut pointed to the Zep
pelin with an air of pride.

“Will you der ride take up in der 
air, yet ?” he asked in fair English 
and in a friendlier tone.

Hiram gasped and blinked his 
eyes rapidly. A ride in a Zeppelin ! 
It was a temptation—and yet his 
knees began to shake under him. 
What if the thing went out of kilter 
two or three miles up in the sky ? 
But then—how chesty he would feel 
before Si Perkins and Jonas Pettingill 
to-morrow, when he was telling 
them about his experience, down at 
the village store !

“Why—I—I don’t mind if I do, 
stranger,” he said. “How do yew 
git into the blamed thing ?”

The aeronaut showed him how to 
climb over the bulwarks and then 
sprang into the carriage after his 
guest and seized the steering wheel.

Every IOc x 
Packet of

WILSON’S

FLY PADS
WILL KILL MORE FLIES THAN /

Cfi°° uinnTu nr .aux/ /.S8-° WORTH OF ANY 
\ STICKY FLY CATCHER/

Up, up, up, they rose !
Hiram caught his breath and 

clung to his host’s arm like a terrified 
child to its mother. He could feel 
every separate hair in his head 
standing up, and down in the vicinity 
of his belt there occurred simultane
ously a sensation of “all-goneness.”

The great throbbing pulsating 
craft had now ascended among the 
lowest clouds and was speeding along 
at a tremendous rate.

“Hey !" cried Hiram, clutching 
his companion’s arm spasmodically, 
Be yew goin’ clean up to the 

moon ?”
“What’s eatin’ you !” growled the 

other, and he pressed a speed-lever 
and began to sing :

’Hilee, Hilo, das limmer, das 
glimmer—”

“How—how fast does this here 
bird go ?” asked Hiram.

“Two thousand and eighty-five 
kilometres an hour !”

“Gosh-all-hemlock !”
Hiram peered earthward.
“What’s that long silvery thing 

down thar ?” he demanded, pointing 
to a thread-like line like a piece of 
shining cord, on the earth’s surface.

“St. Lawrence River."
“An’ them things ?”
Hiram pointed to a cluster of 

bright spots like an uneven chain of 
frankfurter sausages.

“Great Lakes.”
The aeronaut described a circle 

and started eastward again.
“Whar yew goin’ now ?"
“Ottawa,” was the reply.
The aeronaut drew out a sheet of 

paper from an inner pocket and, 
lighting a match, held it over a series 
of dots and figures drawn in red ink.

“Ja wohl !” he muttered.
“What’s that ?” demanded Hiram.
1 Here we are,” said the aeronaut, 

and he slowed down a bit and turned 
a crank at his side which kept the 
craft floating evenly along. “Take 
up a bomb.” He pointed to a row 
of pear-shaped objects depending on 
chains from an iron rod in the car
riage, which Hiram had not discern
ed before.

“Take one,” he repeated as Hiram 
stared open-mouthed. There was 
nothing to do but obey, for the aero
naut’s face wore a threatening look 
in the moonlight.

‘It’s purty hefty,” Hiram com
plained, lifting the bomb.

* Hold it over—and when I say 
‘go,’ drop it.”

"WJiat ! And kill somebody ?”
“Drop it—or I drop YOU over

board.”
Away far below shone a tiny clus

ter of lights.
“Parliament Buildings,” announced 

the aeronaut, “Go !”
Hiram’s eyes started from his 

head.
“I—I can’t be a traitor to my 

country,” he cried.
“Aoh Himmel ! Drop it, I say !” 

shouted the German:
Down came the heavy fist on his 

his shoulder again. It was useless 
to protest. Hiram dropped the 
bomb.

“God forgive me, he cried. I hope 
it misses.1’

But it did not miss. Even as he 
spoke they heard the explosion be
low, and the lights went out on Par
liament Hill. The Zeppelin travel
led a short distance further eastward 
and again hovered like a huge bird of 
prey over a blur of lights. They 
could hoar the “sounds of revelry bv 
night” coming faintly up to them. A 
ball was in progress below, there.

“Governor-General's residence,” 
said the aeronaut. “Drop another !”

And poor Hiram, the cold perspir
ation standing out upon his face, 
obeyed, and another messenger of 
destruction fell upon the spot where 
the capital’s beauty and chivalry 
were gathered.

“Say stranger,” demanded Hiram, 
as the Zeppelin sped away eastward, 
ain't yew done enough damage for 
one night ? I reckon we killed about 
ten thousand peaceable folks down 
thar l”„

The stranger laughed a demoniacal 
laugh.

“Ich ga bibble,” he said. . i(
Which, being interpreted, is ‘ I 

should worry.”
The Zeppelin rose to an amazing 

height and became cloud-enVeloped. 
Hiram’s ears were filled with a whist
ling sound and his long whiskers 
parted in the centre and flew back 
like a split comet. The atmosphere 
was thin and hard to breathe in. A 
mist fell and stars were put out 
momentarily.

“Whar are we ?” inquired the shiv
ering Hiram.

“Over Lake Ontario—in a fog.”
Foamy clouds flashed past them 

in their course as they rose again 
higher and higher. Big bright stars 
came out again and twinkled by with 
a lightning-like velocity.

“Toronto,” announced the speed 
demon as a new blur of light appear
ed on the starboard side.

“Stranger, I want yew to put me 
off,” said Hiram. “I ain’t got on 
enough clothes !”

He was obliged to raise his voice 
to a shout before his companion 
heard him.

“Put me off at onct ! I ain't goin’ 
another step.”

But the other only laughed exult- 
ingly, and accelerated the speed. 
They flew like a torpedo.

Hoch der Kaiser !” roared the 
German.

“Gimme that wheel,” cried Hiram 
wrathily.

The aeronaut refused to surrender 
it.

“I kin run any traction injine in 
the hull province of Ontario,” cried 
Hiram, “an' I guess I kin handle 
this here machine. Yew take me 
back home or gimme that thar 
wheel !”

He pummelled the aeronaut with 
both fists and the latter handed him 
a right swing. The carriage swung 
from side to side. The pair fell to 
at close grips and the wheel spun 
around madly. The craft rocked like 
a ship in a storm and begun to swoop 
and descend in a spiral motion. The 
aeronaut sprang to a brake and she 
rose again, swiftly. Hiram, unable 
to reach the steering-wheel, pressed 
a button with the hope of lowering 
the great machine to terra-firm a, but 
instead it began to spin about like a 
merry-go-round. He saw seven 
moons. Madly he tugged and jerked 
at brakes and levers and experiment
ed with spark-plugs. The Zeppelin 
responded to some of his erratic 
movements and keeled right over. 
He hung on until she righted herself, 
but the German had been spilled ! 
Peering earthward, Hiram could see 
him, an infinitesimal figure, falling 
through the great cloud spaces.

The sight galvanized him to fresh 
action. He must reach the ground 
before the sun rose or somebody 
would take a pot-shot at him !

He put his foot on a bar of the 
generator. It gave. Ha! She re
sponded ! With a tremendous flop 
she heaved forward snd downward. 
Hiram now had the wheel and was 
turning it about slowly. Something 
made him look up and with dilating 
eyes he saw the gas-bag shrinking 
and shrivelling up, overhead. The 
mechine began to sink in swooping 
gusts. Hiram lost his head. Throw
ing both arms up, he leaped upon 
the edge of the carriage—and leaped 
off into space.

He felt himself falling, falling 
through leagues of atmosphere. 
Choked were his lungs—stopped his 
heart. He struck old Mother Earth 
at last, with a thud—a rather em
phatic thud. His senses reeled diz
zily for a long moment, then blindly 
he reached up his arms—vaguely 
glad that they were still attached to 
bis body and that he was still all in 
one piece. As he gradually awaken
ed from a death-like stupor, he was 
glad also to hear a voice—a dear 
familiar voice. It was saying :—

“Hiram Spendlow, this is what 
comes o’ eatin’ cheese a-goin’ to 
bed ! Hain’t I always said as how 
yew can’t stand a rich supper last 
thing at night ? An’ if yew intend 
to sleep thar on the floor, jist hand 
me up some o’ them bedclothes, 
please.” .

— -SR

Nearly everyone Em
^ i Upping, tearing headaches 

at times. Disordered etora- 
aoh—slusrerish liver does it. 
Cheer up 1 here’s the real if—Chr- *relief-Cham her lain's

- Stomach and Liver Tablets
They put the stomach and bowels right 
All druggists, 25c., or by mail from 9 
Chamberlain Medicine Co., Toronto

CHAMBERLAIN’S
. TABLETS .

The Dreadnought dt the Land

A Mild Pill for Delicate Women.— 
The most delicate woman can undergo a 
course of Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills 
without fear of unpleasant consequences. 
Their action, while wholly effective, is 
mild and agreeable. No violent pains or 
purgings follow their use, as thousands 
of women who have used them can 
testify. They are, therefore, strongly 
recommended to women, who are more 
prone to disorders of the digestive organs 
than men, m

Forty armored automobile cars went 
out with the second Canadian Contingent 
and are now doing invaluable work for 
the Empire on the fields of Flanders.

Imagine a huge car with a highly 
powerful engine, the whole of it from 
front to back covered in completely with 
a miniature house of half to three.- 
quarter inch tempered steel because of 
the penetrative power of modern rifles. 
This small armored fort on wheels con
tains room for five or six passengers, 
namely, a chauffeur, two or three rifle
men, and a man to work the machine 
gun in the steel turret which stands out 
above the centre ot the car, and which 
is capable of being turned in every 
direction while the car is going at full 
speed.

Such are the formidable laud dread
noughts which, with 300 of the best type 
of young Canadian mechanic soldiers, 
are held ready for the deadly work of 
cutting up the German retreat when the 
great drive materializes in dead earnest.

And for these wonderful instruments 
of death, roads are not an absolute 
necessity. When they were tried out in 
Toronto, where they were made, they 
were taken across all kinds of ground 
which for the most part would have 
seemed impracticable to motor traffic. 
And that in despite of the terrific weight 
of the conveyance itself and what it 
carried. This is what actually happened, 
at the tests :

First, the armored car had to descend 
into the steep ditch at the roadside and 
out again. Down went the front wheels 
—then rose as easily over the far side 
of the ditch as though it were nothing. 
Then the rear wheels were in the ditch, 
and they, too, climbed the steep bank 
with ease.

“How much weight have you on 
there?” demanded a farmer onlooker, 
thinking of the mud-holes which had 
stumped him in his own buggy. “You 
fellows can’t be carrying a real load and 
doing stunts like that, too.”

“Can’t we !” retorted the engineer in 
charge of the test. We’ve two tons of 
machinery and two tons of extra weight 
on board. Watch.”

Earlier in the day a hollow in the field 
had been filled with soft clay. Towards 
this the car was now directed. The front 
wheels striking the soft spot sank to the 
hubs, but plowed steadily ahead, un
daunted. The rear wheels sank even 
deeper, if that were possible, and still 
the car moved forward through the clay.

The new Canadian armored car career
ed up hill and down, over logs that stood 
within half an inch of the height of the 
hubs from the groun 1. Front wheels 
over, then rear wheels. With one side 
high and the other low. through shifting 
sand or slippery clay, ire car moved for
ward or backward with ease.

“Why,” said the farmer, “that thing 
could climb a stairs.”

“Climb a stairs,” snorted the engineer, 
“This car can climb steeper than a stairs. 
A forty-five or forty-nine degree slope 
won’t feaze it.”

It can be operated from either end, 
backward or forward. Each wheel is 
geared to the engine independently of 
the others. Accident might lame two or 
even three wheels, or their footing might 
be poor—yet the fourth wheel could 
drag the monster along.

The engine is self-starting and the 
lights electric, so as to enable them to 
be flashed on and off at will. The turret 
can, if necessary, be covered in as a pro
tection against snipers whilst dashing 
through a village or under trees in which 
they might be located.

As for the work of such a car it can do 
everything that cavalry and artillery 
combined can do. It can go ten times as 
far and three times as fast as cavalry. 
It can dash out of the lines at 20 to 30 
miles an hour, pull up behind a wood 
while its crew get out and reconnoitre, 
and it is back again and safe before the 
enemy realize what has happened.

As a matter of fact nothing but a 
luckily placed shell can do it any harm, 
and that is purely a matter of chance. 
Usually it is employed only when travel
ling at speed and heavy guns cannot be 
manipulated to hit it. Other purposes 
for which it is invaluable are sudden at
tacks—to blow up bridges or rail heads 
with dynamite, to destroy small clusters 
ot houses where enemy sharpshooters or 
machine guns may have concentrated.

In the present siege operations in 
Flanders they are not paramount in im
portance. But the moment the forward 
movement takes place, then, in combina
tion with aeroplanes their value cannot 
be estimated. They will reduce any re
treat, however well ordered, to à rout. If 
the French and British had had enough 
of them at the German retreat from the 
Marne, the aspect of the war to-day 
would be very different from what it is.

So when the great drive commences, 
you will surely be hearing of the great 
work of the Canadian armored cars.

For Sprains and Bruises.—There is 
nothing better for sprains and confusions 
than Dr. Thomas’ Eclectric Oil. It will 
reduce the swelling that follows a sprain, 
will cool the inflamed flesh ana draw the 
pain as if by tnagic. It will take the 
ache out ot a bruise and prevent the 
flesh from discoloring. It seems as if 
there >vas magic in it, So speedily does 

1 the injury disappear under treatment, m

Prayer lor Health
To be read twice each day tor 365 days

'Teoeii'ny whole nature to Thee, 
Universal Spirit, that I may be receptive 
to Divine influence. ....
* It is the earnest desire ot my soul that 
I be made every whit whole.

May every cell in my body be vital
ized with clean and pure thoughts. May 
every disease or lack of ease dissolve and 
disappear naturally, so that ease and 
■Peace may come instead.

May I ever be fust and considerate to
ward my fellow man and honest with 
myself, free from criticism, suspicion, 
envy, hatred or jealousy.

May 1 breathe freely and deeply, 
thereby stimulating the circulation of 
my blood, which is vital to life.

May my vision be clear and bright so 
that I can see only the good.

May my hearing be perfect so that I 
can listen. Listen to the voice ot God 
and all that is good, and be closed to 
everv adverse suggestion.

May my feeling be so acute that I can 
feel tor others and be touched by tender 
and loving sympathy.

May my sense ot taste be so perfect 
that only pure and wholesome food or 
drink shall enter my body.

May my sense of smelling be a quick 
sentinel to assist in the work of regener
ation. ... ,

May the animal side of my nature— 
the tiger, the hyena, the pig and ser
pent be gathered under cover in the 
Ark’of Self-Control so that the Christ 
Spirit shall be the ruling factor in my

All this I ask in faith and humility.
This prayer was given to me in the 

quiet watches of the night since the be
loved companion of half a century was 
translated to a higher expression of life. 
To her sweet memory I dedicate it and 
send it forth with a sincere desire that it 
will bless and brighten every soul it 
contacts and may be instrumental in 
pointing many that are weary and heavy 
laden, toward the goal of health, happin
ess, prosperity and peace.

The Western Fair
The Prize List offered this year by the 

Western Fair Association is the most 
liberal in its history. In the Live Stock 
Departments the prizes are exceptionally 
large. The horse stables have been dis 
infected very thoroughly under the dir
ection ot Dr. Tamblyn, V. S., and every
thing put in first-class condition. In the 
cattle barns there will be increased ac
commodation, as last year tents had to 
be brought into service. A new sheep 
barn is being erected where accommo
dation has been provided for a very large 
sheep exhibit, as it is felt that the in
crease in the Prize List will bring out all 
the large flocks. The Poultry Prizes arc 
increased and should bring out all the 
best birds of Ontario. The prizes foi 
grain and vegetables are also higher this 
year and there should be a large exhibit 
in this department. Prize Lists, entry 
forms, programs and all information from 
the Secretary, A. M. Hunt, London 
Ontario. Dates of fair, Sept. 10th tc 
18th.

How He Won Her
Like a good many others, Willi» 

Wooemwell loved his sweetheart ardent 
ly, but possessed only a paltry pittanci 
to offer her in order to promulgate thei 
connubial bliss.

But this in no way discouraged Willi» 
from making an effort.

At length, after many months of arden 
toil, he approached her with his smal 
savings.

She received him in the drawing-room
“Mary,” he cried passionately, “I la] 

the whole of my fortune at your feet !”
“Fortune !” she replied in surprise. “ 

Wasn’t aware of your possessing one.” -
“It certainly isn’t much, but it wouh 

look immense beside those dainty feet o 
yours!” gallantly responded Willie.

Smoothing It Out
A young Parisian, noted for his grao 

and readiness as a second in many duels 
bad been asked by a friend to accompan; 
him to the mayor’s office and affix hi 
signature as a witness to the matrimouia 
ceremony.

He consented, but when the scene wa 
reached awkwardly forgot himself.

Just as the mayor was ready for th 
last formalities he broke out, to the astou 
ishment of all parties, with t^e iemark

“Gentlemen, cannot this unhappy ai 
fair be arranged ? Is there no way c 
preventing this sad occurrence?”

'Short-lived
“George,” said Hilda, looking up froi 

the moruing paper, “it says here tin 
another octogenarian’s dead. What 
an octogenarian ?”

“Well, I don’t know what they arc 
but they must be very sickly creature! 
You never hear of them but they ai 
dying.”

Holloway’s Corn Cure takes the cor 
Out by the roots. Try it and Drove it. u

Copper ore has been discovered in tl 
Westmanna islands, which lie south i
Iceland.

One tablespoonful of lemon juice 
two of water makes an efficient garg 
for a sore throat.

Practically every part except the di 
phragm and horn of a new talk machii 
that reproduces the usual records is mai 
of cement.

A French investigator has given Juli 
Caesar the credit for being one of t! 
earliest and most earnest opponents 
face suicide.

Thissen — The girl tangoing the 
should be a good swimmer.

Thatteu.—.Why do yoh say that ?
Thissen—Don’t you see the fine ov< 

liand stroke she uses ?


