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GRLS! HAR GROWS
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) ’*gen you want it—Guide-Advocate

To clean ur
bowels without
cramping or over-

: o head-

—
S

e

ne DY morning.  Nicest laxative
§:d cathartic on earth for grown-ups
and children, 10c a box—all drug
stores. ' :

35.Cent “Danderine” Does Wonders
for Lifeless, Neglected Hair

A-l gleamy n}:asa
P of luxuriant hair
/ Z —’% full of gloss,
M//i/—‘r S lustre and life
shortly follows a

genuine toning
up of neglected

scalps with de-
pendable ‘‘Dan-
derine.”

Falling  hair,

itching scalp and
the dandruff is
corrected immediately. Thin, dry
wispy or fading hair is quickly in-
vigorated, taking on mnew strength,
color and youthful beauty. “Dander-
ine” is delightful on the hair; a re-
freshing, stimulating tonic—not
sticky or greasy! Any drugstore.

“I’'ll e s20ime Doon, Mother,”
Writes Sammy

Sammy is a keern little lad. He
looks much younger than he is—only
sixteen—and he hus much more wis-
dom than is usual at his age. For
two years he worked in a foundry
doing a man's work. His frather
worked beside hlin and helped him
master the art of pouring molten
metal. One day Samay complained
of a pore side but his people didn't
worry much. “It'll be all right in
the morning,” mother .said; “go and
take a rest.” Dut it wasn't all right
in the merning, nor the morning
after, no, nor a week after. It was
then time for a doctor to examine
Sammy. The doctor looked him.over
several times, then took him to a
specialist. Both medical men agreed
that Sammy was consumptive and
both held out some hope if he “took
lhg cure” at once.

Sammy is quite a faverite up in
the Muskeka Hospital for '(‘onmrmp-
tives. He keeps the other patients in
zood humor with his pleasant smile
and his quaint stories of I'rench Que -
E:‘f" where he spent his boyhood days.

Tell the folks I'll be home soon,”
he wrote In his last letter; and he
probably will be, for he is making
splendid progress.

The Muskoka Hospital for Con-
sumptives, the Haven of the poor af-
:iicted with tuberculoses, is in a
arge measure reliant upen public
generosity for its funds to carry on
its work. ¥

Contributions may be sent to Hon. |

. A. Charlton, President, 223 College
Street, Toronto, Ontario.

Miller's Worm Powders do not
need the after-help of castor oil or
any purgative to complete their
thoroughness, because they are thor-
ough in themselves. One dose of
them, and they will be found pala-
table by all children, wiil end the
worm trouble by making the stomach
a_nd bowels untenable to the para-
sites. And not only this, but the
powders will be certain to exert most
beneficial influences in the digestive
organs. m

A. D. Bone

Painter and Decorator
Paper Hanging
Watford - Ontario
G.ood Work, Prompt Atten-
‘hon., Reasonable Prices and

Estimates Furnished.
Satisfaction Guaranteed.
Residence St Clair street

L J

Have You Tried Our
Malto Gream
Bread

IT’S REAL

Not an Imitation

Bakery and Confettionery :
[ e

P

PRINTED MATTER of all kinds

! Veterinary College.

Trains leave Watford station as
follows :

GOING WEST
Accommodation, 111.,..,.8.42 am,
Chicago Express, 17.....11.59 a.m,
Detroit Express, 83......6.51 p.m.

Express:.........9.11 p.m,

GOING EAST
Intario Limited, 80.....7.48 am,
Chieago Express, 6......11.22 a.m.
Express ........: e +00.2.50 pim.
Accommodation, No, 112..6.08 p.m.
7.E.McTAGGART, Agent, Watford.

Yonge and Alexander Sts., Toronto
Noted for high grade instruction and
superior employment service. Enter
any time, Catalogue free.

W. J. ELLIOTY, Principal,

MEDICAL

JAMES NEWELL, PH.B, M.D.
LR.CP.&S., M.BM.A., England,
Coroner County of Lambton, Wat-
ford, Ont. Office—Corner Main and
Front Sts. Residence—Front st., one
block east of Main st.

C. W. SAWERS, M.D., Phone 13
Watford, Ontario. Office—Main st.
Residence—Ontario st, east. Office
hours—=8.30 to 9.30 a.m., 2 to 4 and
7 to 8 p.m. Sundays by appointment.

DR. G. N. URIE, BA.

Licentiate General Medical Council United
om. Member College Physicians and
urgeons of Ontario.

Successor to Dr. W. G. Siddall
Hours: 8.30 to 9.30 a.m.; 2 to 4 p.m.
7 to 8 p.m. Sunday by appointn:ent.
Office; Resjdence Main. St., Watford
Phone 32.

DENTAL

GEORGE HICKS, D.D.S., Trinity
University, L.D.S., Royal College of
Dental Surgeons, Post graduzte of
Bridge and Crown work.Orthodontia
and Porcelain work. The best meth-
ods employed to preserve the natural
teeth. Office~Opposite Siddall’s Drug
Store, Main st.

G. N. HOWDEN, D.D.S, L.D.S,,
Graduate of the Royal College of
Dental Surgeons of Ontario, and the
University of Toronto. Only the
Latest and Most Approved Appli-
ances and Methods used. Special
attention to Crown and Bridge work
Dffice—Over Dr. Sawers’, Main st.,
Watford, Ont.

VETERINARY SURGEON

J. McGILLICUDDY, Veterinary
Surgeon. Honor Graduate Ontario
Dentistry a
speciatly. All diseases of domesbic
animals treated on scientific prin-
ciples. Office—Two doors south of
the Guide-Advocate office. Residence
—Main street, one door north of Dr
Siddall’s office.

INSURANCE

THE LAMBTON

FARMERS’ MUTUAL FIRE
INSURANCE COMPANY
(Established in 1875)

JOHN W. KINGSTON....President

JAMES SMITH..... Vice President
ALBERT G. MINIELLY...Director
fHOMAS LITHGOW...... Director
GUILFORD BUTLER...... Director
JOHN PETER McVICAR. .Director
JOHN COWAN K.C....... Solicitor
J. F. ELLIOT

ROBERT J. WHITE.Fire Inspectors
ALEX. JAMIESON

|P. J. MCEWEN........... Auditors
! w. G. WILLOUGHBY, Manager and

Watford Sec.-Treasurer

ROY E. McFHEEDRAN Wanstead
Agent for Warwick and Plympton

“Sickness Stalked Into
This Happy Little Home”

When Jim Harrow moved into his
pretty white-washed cottage he
thought he had reached the height of
happiness. His wife and his baby boy
londly voiced their pleasure, LOO.
Everything seemed to be “breaking
right” for Jim.

But the happy days didn't 1
long. Sickness fell upon Mrs. Harr
“It's just a pain in my back, mu
rheumatism,” she said. But Jim kne
how a previous attack of pleurisy had
weakened her, so he called in a doc-
tor The doctor hinted at "lung trou-
ble” and advised a complete exa -
ation. Jim took his wife to a
cialist, who quickly confirz i
verdiet. “Consumption,” he
band and wife stared at ¢
hopeless misery, but cheer wa
coming. “Don’t wor ral
tor, ‘o ycar’'s treatu
koka Ideapital for Co:

Charlton Yrepldon H Culil
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LD Mr, Gimlet was
sitting all alone by
himself. The cold
December wind
was driving the
snow against the
frosty windows,
and now and then
it seemed to fairly
screech at  him.
Some of the snow
appeared to have
got into his huir,
and some of the frost into his heart,
for he looked old, and cold, and grim.
The firelight shadows that played on
the wall were like the thoughts that
went to and fro in his mind in the
light of the memories of the brighter
days of the past. The empty chairs
reminded him of his friendlessness, the
slow ticking of the old clock, as it
tried to be a companion, only made
him feel how lonely he was. He felt
as much out of the world, as far away
from its gladness as the picture of his
grandfather that hung over the shelf.

Mr. Gimlet was wondering what he
would get for Christmas. He ha?d
spent many vesrs in wondering wha*
he would get, and had getten a good
many things. No one had a better
house than he, few had as much money
as he had. There was a park, there
was a garden; within and without and
all about him were the thinzs that
money can buy. Yes, Mr. Gimlet was as
rich as money and things can innke o
mun. And yet, although all these
things had not made him happy, he
was wishing for more. He did not
know any better than to wish for more,
and, though he could not think of any
thing that he needed, he hoped that
someone would think of something o1
other that he might want and that
might give bim a gleam of real Christ-
mas joy.

Away out on a prairie the Dump
family were holding a consultation,
after the children had gone to bed.
At that moment the father and mother
of the family were perplexed and
even a good deal worried. The Dumps
had been practicing farming for some
time, but without anticipated re
The children didn't 'see anything the
matter with farming. The move out
of the smoky city had been an en-
trance into paradise for them. Don-
ald had ten hens and a rooster. Doro-
thy owned two Muscovy ducks, with
green feathers. Kenneth had a little
pony that they called “Bigger,” be-
cause they thought he would grow.
Small Edith kept a flower bed that
she called her “gardy.” There was a
pony cart. They had raised a 43-pound
watermelon. Father had said that
the rest of the garden wouldn’t
amount to a hill of beans, but it had
There was apt to be enough for yum
yum cake, with raisins in it, to go
around. Why, it was like a perpetual
picnic! And even now, with all
things under the snow blanket, and the
pony and the two cows safe in the
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Yes, Mr. Gimlet Was as Rich as Money
and Things Can Make a Man.

barn, farmer Bump had laugh
the happy, 1ros ehildr
Jake toiled up tie hill t}
so that they all might go sh
down again,  “'The jolly 1
said farmer Dumip,

the Bumps were hold

tion. = Althouvgh the t

CUID B

 tion,  Short erops. and &

. “Sing, Lttle Jesus, sing for me.

! the soug that

i them, and Donald saw it all in his

“Bump catled it §

| the letter:

;. ¥

barn  wete
blanket on
was -about

know how he wag’
No wonder it was an #in

Ennugh to flutten out even §
ttut while the Buthps we

thir o ‘he clldren were Wil |
dre: had Inid ‘ugen ekl

a d ahout the h

to 1 b Christmas stoctiy

a pai hi conversaton do

the n part, had cony

their A little of the

had cicne with it, 8o thay

neleen little unes

ae Hluanket that does not ﬁeep things
warn, b iakes them cold, and wWoa:
der viiat a mortgage could be, and
why no one could take it off withou
money. In his dream Donald heard
a boy singing this song:

There's nothing on‘my Christmas tree.”

You see, this lMttle boy hud a tree,
but there wasn't a thing on it, not even
a leaf, No he planned how to get some-
thing to grow upon it. Finally, he sang
Donald heard in his
dream, and the next time he looked
out there was his tree, full of red and
gold apples, with leaves on all the
Lwigs aud wany pretty things among

dream, So, when he awoke, Donald
thought he would sing the song too,
and see if .Jesus couldn’t take the
shadow of that awful mortgage away,
and he sang:

B8ing, little Jesus, sing for me!
Thercl-'rzea mortgage on our Christmas
When Dorothy awoke she remem-
bered that she had dreamed about
writing a letter to Santa Claus, and
so she went and wrote it. This was

Dear Santa Claus:

There's something the matter with

our cows. They've got a mourtgage on

'em. Only money can cure 'em. Please

come and cure 'em, 80's we can have a

Christmas tree. 1 will be good.

Your hopeful
DOROTHY.

Then, when father went to town,
with txé I'ttle pony, Bigger, he . put
the ietter into the post office, only he
directed it to Mrs, Bump's brother, Mr.
Ephralim Gimlet.

Mr, Gimlet was very much surprised
to hear from the Bumps. He had

The Next Day the Carrier Brought a
Promising Loocking Box.

forgotten that he had a sister, and
that there were a lot of little hope-
ful Bumps. An old trouble bad
made Him bitter and forgetful, and he
had felt more alone in the world than
he really was. As he sat again by
the firelight, but on a clear and moon-
lit night, he mused on things past with
a new tenderness in his heart and wel-
comed a new thought that came warm-
ly to him and brought a lovely pur-
pose with it, He would play Santa
Claus, and give himself the surprise
of making others happy!

So, the day before Christmas things
happened at the Bump house. As Mr.
Jump went to the wayside post box
he found two letters. One of them made
him sad, for it was from the man who
held the mortgage, and it said that the
time for payment had come, It meant
to Mr. Bump, “your money, or your
cows.” But the other letter was from
Mr. Gimlet, and it made Mr. Bump
laugh until he cried, for it was a check
for $300, with some kindly, friendly
words and good wishes, enough to cure
the cows and all the family troubles.

The next day the carrier brought
a most promising looking big box
from Uncle Gimlet, so that the Christ-
mas tree was full of happy surprises
for the little folks and a gift or two
for the big ones. Mother made a big
pie in the dishpan and the children
found out what was in it Dorothy
poked a hole through the pasteboard
crust and pulled out a maple sugar
heart. Donald got a red sugar. heart.
Kenneth got a  white sugar heart.
Bdith ot a yellow sugar heart, Mot

er said it was Unecle Gimlet’s kind
heart that had made
happy.

them all =o

. Gimlet got another letter,

among a Jot of pleasant thii ¥

man very happy He was
bad been sent in for his Chr
tree, but. he wns ot thinking
much of them. ' He cut with thedd
ter in his hand and »n v
bis eyes as he thought i ik
ness of Jove, und felt tha' " he hest
gift that he had recened vax the
happy surprise, that he. tac, diven (o
the people on the prairie faru

swoeets

“Divinity"” Fudge.

Boil together (wo ¢tpiuls ot granu-
lated sugar, one.cupful ot wuiic sirup,
one cupful of water and n ‘ubiespoon-
ful of vinegar uonti] a Htrle of ot hard-
ensg when dropped in cold water, and
then add a teaspoounful 6t vun:lia and
take from the fire. While this mixture
has been cooking. a cupful of granu-
lated sugar should have bheen pur over
the fire in andther saucepun, with a
half-cupful of cold water, and hoiled
until the mixture spins a thread from
the tip of a spoon. This should at this
stage be beaten up with the. stiffly
whipped -whites of two eggs, and this
stirred into the first preparation, which
should by now have cooled slightly.
Beat the two hard until they begin to
stiffen, when turn fn two cupfuls of
chopped nut kernels, Drop on paper
or pour into pans and cut.in shapes
desired.—Delineator,

Hospital for Sick Children

67 COLLEGE STi, TORONTO .

L
Dear Mr. Editor:— e
Your readers have probg,bly had
their appetite for statistics'satiated
during the paet few months. Still
‘they will, no doubt, want to know
something of the work accomplished
by the hospital to which they have
gso generously ‘contributed in the
past. They are shareholders in a
Mission of Mercy. Their dividends
are not pald in coin of the realm.
‘May I trespass upon your gpace to
outline what those dividends are?
Firstly, the daily average of chil-
dren occupying cots in the Hospital
for Sick Children was 255. The
total cared for as in-patients was
6,397. That is equivalent to the
population of a good-gized Ontariq
town. {
And secondly, the out-patient de<
partment. This is a wing of offices
given over to consultation and mino®
operations. On an average there
were 190 young callers a day. )
That is where the dividends are
earned—in the difference made im
the lives of thousands of childrem
through the voluntary contributions
which render it possible ‘to mains
tain an Institution where pallid
cheeks become_rosy and twisted
limbs are made straight.
1f that weie not dividend enough,
one might try to estimate the
encrmous salvage of childlife im
Ontario which has taken place since
“Sick Kids” doctors and “Sick Kids™
nurses have been going out throughi
this province equipped with &
knowledge of children’s diseases,
which they could not get except in
some such highly specialized and
pre-eminently efficient institution
as the Hospital for Sick Children.
On this year's service the Hosply
tal expended $245,126 and find®
itself in the hole to the extent off
$134,284. What comes In around
Christmas-time keeps the Hospitall
going. So long as the word “Christ-
mas” retains its original significance
could any charity possibly enlist
more of the sympathy of your
readers or entitle itself to more of
their support?

Faithfully yours, i
I. . ROBERTSON, i
Chairman Ap1cal Committea

A MINUTE OF MERCY COST ]
FIFTY CENTS k

round robin from all the

Bumps, with the little Bump names and
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