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HIS UFE RUINED 
BY DYSPEPSIA

Until He Tried "FRUIT-A-TTVES" 
The Wonderful Fruit Medicine

MR. FRANK HALL

Wyevale, Ontario.
•‘For some two years, I was a 

sufferer from Chronic Constipation and 
Dyspepsia.

I tried every remedy I heard of 
without any success, until the wife 
of a local merchant recommended 
*Fruit-a-tives\

I procured a box of ‘Fruit-a-tives* 
and began the treatment, and my 
condition commenced to improve 
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 great debt to 
‘Fruit-actives' for the benefit I derived 
front them.”

FRANK HALL.

BOc.abox, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25c. 
At «fl dealers or sent postpaid by 
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa, Ont.

INSURANCE

J. H. HUME.
▲OINT FOB

FIFE, ACCIDENT AND 8ICK BENEFIT 
COMPANIES.
HKPRK8ENT1NO

Five Old and Reliable Fire Insurance 
Companies

It you want your property insured 
call on J. H. HUME and get his rates. 

----ALSO ADEN FOB----
P. R. Telegraph and Canada Permanent 

Loan ana Saving Co.
Ticket Agent For C. P. R.—Ticket

to all points in Manitoba, North wee 
and British Columbia

THE LAMBTON
Farmers' Mntnal Fire Insur 

ance Company.
(Established in 1875)

JOHN W. KINGSTON President 
JAMES SMITH Vice-President 
ALBERT G. MINIELLY Director 
THOMAS LITHGOW Director
GUILFORD BUTLER Director
JOHN PETER McVTCAR Director 
JOHN COWAN K. C. Solicitor
R(IBERT ] ( WHITE } FIRE 'nspKCTors

ALEX. JAMIESON ) auditorsP. J. McEWEN f auditors
W. G WILLOUGHBY, Manager and 

Watford. Sbc.-Trbasurbr
PETER McPHEDRAN, Wansttad P. 

Agent for Warwick and Plvmpton. >

, ELLIOTT,

Yonge and Charles Sts., Toronto.

Enjoys an excellent reputation for 
high grade business training and tor 
placing graduates in good positions. 
Enter any time. Write for catalogue.

W J. ELLIOTT, Principal.

Corner Dundas and Richmond streets. 
Fall Term opens September 2, 1919. 

Individual Instruction. Efficient Teach
ers. Courses up to date. Enter any 
day.

J. Morritt, 
Principal.

CEthRk

«V.TFORO. ONT.

The largest and and best 
Commercial school in West
ern Ontario. We give individ
ual instruction and students 
may enter our Commercial, 
Shorthand or Telegraphy De
partments at any time. We 
assist graduates to positions. 
Write now for our free cata
logue and learn the nature of 
qur work.

D. A. McLACHLAN, Principal.

Kitty, My Pretty 
White Kitty 

*
By 8. a HACKLEY

(Copyright. 1919, by the McClure News
paper Syndicats.)

“De house is full up, sah.” The 
shining, white-aproned embodiment of 
suavity and importance, on the steps 
of the high-class boarding house of the 
Misses Lovejoy, in the little health 
resort town of Boiling Springs, bowed 
until his clipped head well-nigh 
touched the elusive pink spider lilies 
in the flower boxes beside the piazza 
steps. “I has to ostend to you de in- 
tensitest regrets o’ my ladies, but eb- 
buh room is takened. De last one wah 
bespoke by wiah dis foahnoon.”

When a man all his fifty years gets 
everything he wants and goes 700 
miles on his physician’s recommenda
tion of the water and baths for a rheu
matic knee, he naturally feels vexed 
when, at his journey’s end, he doesn’t 
get the first of his wishes granted.

Terry Alderson’s fine dark eyes 
clouded a bit as he turned away and 
started across the high sloping street 
toward the Coppell house, recommend
ed as the second beet boarding house 
In Boiling Springs.

And just then “Miss Nellie,’’ a little, 
slim, auburn-haired and smiling lady 
about thirty-five years of age, with the 
gentlest, softest brown eyes, came up 
the street. Alderson met her at her 
gate. His face cleared instantly, and 
when she stooped to pat the immense 
white cat that advanced to meet her, 
with “Kitty, pretty white kitty, are you 
glad to see me?” on her lips,,an unrea
soning twinge of jealousy went over 
him. Why should a beauteous creature 
like that waste affection on a cat?

That evening Alderson sat on the 
upstairs porch that opened off his room 
at Mrs. Coppell's, and in the full light 
of the moon he watched Miss Nellie 
Lovejoy as she stood by the row of 
sweet-scented daturas, whose great, 
dew-covered white bells made a glory 
of the Lovejoy side yard. Then he 
saw her stoop and pat the white cat 
that followed her.

“I wouldn’t mind being that cat,” he 
thought whimsically.

The next afternoon, coming from the 
bathhouse at the springs, some dis
tance from the boarding place, Aider- 
son overtook Miss Lovejoy going 
home from her work as a clerk at 
Framm’s store. He spoke to her, and 
making a pretense of desiring some in
formation, walked along with her as 
far as her gate.

Ten days of religiously drinking the 
mineral waters and taking the baths 
and Alderson’s rheumatic knee was 
nearly well, but he was having strange 
feelings in the vicinity of his heart.

He had never cared anything for 
women as he knew them in the North, 
but he had never before been acquaint
ed with an auburn-haired Southern 
lady, with a voice like soft, rippling 
water and eyes like pools in the forest.

Boxes of roses began quite frequent
ly to come down on “No. 11,” the late 
afternoon train, from the nearest big 
town for Miss Nellie Lovejoy, and 
fancy wicker boxes of chocolates with
out number, with “T. M. Alderson’s” 
card inclosed.

And M: ’s Nellie glowed and dimpled 
and smiled until the Framm customers, 
who had always loved her, fairly wor
shiped her.

And in the seventh heaven of delight 
Jonathan received the boxes of candy 
and flowers, and watched through the 
front door screen each afternoon the 
gentleman from Detroit, as he lingered 
at the gate, loath to lift his hat from 
his handsome gray head in good-by to 
Miss Nellie.

About three o’clock one morning of 
the fifth week of his stay in Boiling 
Springs Alderson was awakened by a 
“meowing” in the back yard. For an 
hour there was a continuous squalling. 
When the cat finally ceased its noise 
Alderson, who loved late sleeping, 
could sleep no more. He rose thorough
ly exasperated.

The next night there was a repeti
tion of the feline serenade. Alderson 
bounded from his bed and saw in the 
yard below the balcony the big, white 
cat that belonged at the Lovejoy 
house. He threjv a convenient golf 
stick in its direction and returned to 
bed, but sleep was gone.

“To whom does the white cat that 
stays at your house belong?” Alderson 
asked a bit stiffly of Miss Nellie as he 
overtook her on her way home that 
afternoon.

“|5now Darling?” she smiled. “Oh, 
he belongs to Mrs. Gilman, an old lady 
who has made her home here so long, 
and we all make a pet of him,” she 
went on in her musical tones.

“If he keeps up that after-midnight 
noise as lie did last night and the night 
before,” Alderson commented, “some
body’ll make a corpse of him.”

“Whv. we—we didn’t hear any 
joise,” Miçs Nellie remonstrnt«>d. “vnn

--------- «xreezrfag, sur.'Aider-
son.”

Three nights went by before the 
white cat again serenaded the Ooj *®ll 
house. Then two nights togethe; '1- 
derson’s rest was broken. At that ire 
he was the only boarder who slept ■ i 
that side of the Iwuse, and the on»/ 
one who heard the caterwauling. Ar 
the end of the second night Alderson 
went to the Lovejoy house and re
monstrated.

Miss Nellie was not at home, but 
Misses Euphemin and Jessie expressed 
their regret and promised to try to get 
Mrs. Gilman to keep “Snow Darling” 
in at night. Alderson went home 
somewhat mollified.

Jonathan watched him uneasily#as 
he took his departure.

“Ef my ladies knowed what was 
good fur ’em,’ he commented, “deytl 
Invest in about a dime’s wuth o’ ‘Shoah- 
death-to-cats’ and administer hit un
beknownst ! But bein’ ole maids, poah 
thengs, dey don’t know dat when you 
gits a man mad—he’ll fuhgit about 
bein’ in de marryin’ notion !”

Before breakfast next morning A1-, 
derson appeared at the Lovejoy house, 
tremulous with nervous anger. Miss 
Nellie opened the door. “I’m sorry it 
the kitty disturbed you,” her soft 
voice was very sweet, “but Mrs. Gil
man loves him so, she can’t bear to re
strain his liberty and fasten him up at 
night.”

Alderson’s exasperation broke out in 
mild fury. “Loves the pestiferous 
bunch of fur, does she? I love sleep, 
too, and I’m going to stay in the house 
where I am ahd get it ! The next time 
that cat disturbs me, I’m going to re
strain his liberty—with a bullet !”

“That wouldn’t be right," quavered 
Miss Nellie.

Alderson turned abruptly and left 
her without another word.

He was not disturbed that night, but 
the next day he kept out of Miss Nel
lie’s way. The night after, at the 
usual hour of half-past three, he was 
awakened by a feline wailing. He rose 
^nstantly. A single shot from his pearl- 
handled revolver and “Snow Darling” 
was no more.

Next day a very fat and exceedingly 
irate lady telegraphed her son to come 
to her. Jacob came. Alderson was 
haled into the police court and fined 
ten dollars for shooting Mrs. Gilman’s 
cat.

“I’ll go to jail and dry up before 1 
pay that fine!” he informed the court

“Sixty days in jail or the fine paid !” 
answered the judge.

“I’ll live on bread and water for the 
next two months in my cell before I 
will pay that fine!” Alderson com
mented.

The town rang with the tale.
“De jailer says dat Detroit man’s 

a-gettin’ pale and his rheumatism’s 
cornin’ back on him—not gittin’ his 
mineral baths and de water. He say 
he plumb oneasy about him!” Miss 
Nellie overheard Jonathan saying to 
the cook about a week after Alderson’s 
incarceration.

Suppose he died of the heat or some
thing? For three nights Miss Nellie 
cried herself to sleep. Then she could 
stand it no longer. She went to the 
judge’s office and paid Alderson’s fine.

The judge, supposing that Alderson 
had requested his landlady to bring 
the money, to spare himself mortifica
tion, seiit an order to the jailer : “Re
lease T. M. Alderson. Fine paid.”

“Judge said your fine was paid and 
to turn you out. That’s nil I know !” 
The jailer answered Alderson’s remon
strance.

He went to the judge. “Who dared 
to pay that fine?” he demanded.

“Lady brought it. Supposed you sent 
it by your landlady,” answered his 
honor.

Fuming with anger, Alderson strode 
off in the direction of the woods across 
the river. In a thicket of pines lying 
pçone on the pine needles, sobbing like 
a hurt child, he came upon Miss Nellie. 
At sight of the little disconsolate fig
ure In the leaves he felt his anger cool. 
A twig broke under his feet. She sat 
up, shaking.

“Oh, don’t be angry with me!” she 
begged. “They said you were sick and 
suffering in that awful jail and I—I 
couldn’t bear it ! I went and paid your 
fine !”

With the touch of the wind, sweet 
with piney fragrance, in his flushed 
face and Miss Nellie’s low* sobs in his 
ears, Alderson’s pride and obstinacy 
fled. Nothing mattered but that little 
white bundle at his feqt. He bent over 
and lifted her.

“You were afraid I couldn’t rough it 
out?” he said, very tenderly. “You 
thought I needed somebody to look 
after me? I do, and for all time! 
Won’t you do it, little girl?”
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For Infants andiChildren

In Use For Over 30 Years
Always bears 
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ECONOMY

NACE1
PAYS FOR ITSELF

BY THE
COAL IT SAVES.
MORE HEAT - ' 

LESS COAL ‘
MOST DURABLE

MOST ECONOMICAL
COSTS LEAST FOR RERMRS.

Come in and talk it over.

C. H. BUTLER

We shall be pleased to advise you 
about our Correspondence Courses 
in Shorthand, Typewriting, Book
keeping and Penmanship.

Fresh, rich, full-flavoredi tea 
—the same every time

REDRPSB
TEA'is good tea
Sold only in sealed packaigjes

Holloway’s Corn Cure takes the corn 
out by the roots. Try it and prove it.

TAYLORS GUARANTEE

THE STRONGEST,8Af EST CURE FOR

COUGHS, COLDS
* - '«WD «LL

BRONCHIAL IRRITATION
it acts directly upon the eliminating 
organs of the body, thus enabling the 
systom to throw off the worevt Cough 
or Cold In from one to three days. It 
gives Instant relief, and will not upset 
the stomach
Throat and Lung Balm’is" thoroughly 
[•■'able, and Is absolutely guaranteed 
NO. 263£ The Proprietary or Ratent 

Medicine Act.

DIRECTIONSr-Adults, one-half teaspoon- 
ful every hour, or as often as necessary, 
CHILDREN:ten years old, 15 drops; 
5 years old, 7 drops; 2 years old, 
5 drops,

PRICE—35c, 65c end $1.20 
-(shake the bottle)

MANUFACTURED,ONLY BY

THE TAYLOR DRU
6 STORES IN LONDON 6 

ESTABLISHED 1868

Taylor’s 
Throat and 
Lung Balm

is different from ordin
ary cough syrups, mix
tures, etc., because it 
acts not only upon the 
throat and lung pass
ages, but also upon the 
eliminating organs of 
the body. This enables 
the system to throw off 
the worst cough or cold 
in a few hours.
Taylor’s Throat ami Lung Bate» 
gives almost instant relief, auri 
as the dose is small—only J-C 
teaspoonful—it cannot upset the 

stomach.

Prices 35c, 
65c, $1.20

Nothing equals our 
Stomach and Liver 
Cure for a general 

tonic.

Taylor & Sons !
WATFORD


