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wer this quegion by continuning to
reconzame%d.:o h-pprechtc, ln: to
use Zam-Buk—the greatest house-
hold healer of modern times,

Use llt for all skin troubles, ec.
::lml.:,' ringworm, l-e:.% nl:.:eu.

ing, c'bap;ped' hands, cold sores,

<uts, bruises, buras, scalds, etc.
1 Al Deslers, 50c’Box,

INSURANCE

J.. H. HUME.

AGANT FOR
FIRE, ACOIDENT AND SICK BKNEWIT
COMPANIES.
REPRESENTING
Five 0)M and Reliable Fire Insurance
Companies

you want your property insureG
oall on J. B’\ HUME and get his -ates;

e ALSO AGEN FOR——

P. R, Telegraph and Canads Permanent
Loan ana Saving Oo.

Tioket Agent For C.P. R.—Ticker
te all polnte in Manitoba, Northwes
and British Oelumbis

THE LAMBTON
Farmers’ Mutual! 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 McVICAR DiIRECTOR
OHN COWAN K. \. SOLICITOR
»
R.'OF;S.E%I'JI‘L]].O\}:HITE} FIRE INSPECTORS
ALEX. JAMIESON
P. J. MCRWEN AUDITORS
W. G WILLOUGHLY, MANAGER AND
Watford. SEC,-TREASURER
PETER McPHEDRAN, Wanstead P,
Agent forWarwick and Plympton.

ot to70)

Yonge and Charles Sts., Toronto.

Gives supertor training for posi‘gions as
stenographers, private secretaries, ac-
countants, office assistants, commercial
teacbers. Demand for our graduates
more than ten times our supply. .Open
all year. Enter any time. Write for
catalogue,

W. J. ELLIOTT, Principal.

ONTARIO’S BEST BUSINESS

R°TFORD, ONT.

We give thorough courses.
We give individual ingtruction.
We have no summer yacatior.
Stndents may enter at any
time. Commence your course
now. We place  graduates in
positions. Write for our free
catalogue.

D. A. MCLACHLAN, Principal.
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CHANTRY FARM ,
Five nice young roan. bull calves )
for ‘sale. Can also spare a few ¢

: ung ewes: still bave a few dork-

‘ngs and black leghorn cockerels
Iefg at prices you can afford to pay.
Get 1nto the breeds that will lay
when egg prices are high.

ED de GEX, Kerwood P.0.

t Strathroy $937 to have the town
‘books sudited by the ' Provin-
Departm:
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CHAPTER XVille =~ Xiar:
e e b
The Journey.

1t was certalnly a fact that Amanda
Parlow immediately usurped some
power In the household of the Stagg
howestead. She ordered Joseph Stagg
mot to go down to his store that next
day. And he did not! - :

Nor could he attend to business for
several days thereafter. He was too
stiff and lame and his burns were too
painful,

Chet Gormley came up’each day for
instructions and was exceedingly full
of business. A man would have to be
very exacting indeed to find fault with
the interest the boy displayed in run-
ning the store just as his employer de-
sired it to be run.

“I tell you what it i3, Car'lyn,” Chet
drawled, in confidence. *“I'm mighty
sorry Mr, Stagg got hurt like he did,
But lemme tell you, it's just givin’ me
the chance of my life!

L

Miss Mandy Parlow’ll git married for
sure now I

“Oh, yes,” sighed the little girl.
“They'll be married.”

“Well, when folks git married they
allus go off on a trip. Course, they
will.  And me—I'll be runnin’ the busi-
ness all by myself. It'll be great! Mr,
Stagg will see jest how much value I
be to him. 'Why, it'll be the makin' of
me!” cried the optimistic youth.

Yes, Carolyn May heard it on all
sides. Everybody was. talking about
the affair of Uncle Joe and Miss
Amanda,

Every time she saw her uncle and
her “pretty lady” together the, observ-
ant child covld not but notice that they
were utterly wrapped up in each other,

Miss Amanda could not go past the
easy chair in which the hardware deal-
er was enthroned without touching
him, He, as bold as a boy, would
seize her hand and kiss it,

Love, a mighty, warm, throbbing
apirit, had caught them up and swept
them away out of themselves—out of
their old selves, at least. They had
heyes only for each other-—thoughts

nly for each other.

Even a child could see something of
this. The absorption of the two made
Aunty Rose's remarks very impressive
to Carolyn May.

A week of this followed—a week In
which the trouble in Carolyn May's
heart and brain seethed until it be-
came unbearable. She was convinced
that there wonld soon be no room for
her in the big house. She watched
Aunty Rose pack her own trunk, and
the old lady looked very glum, indeed.
She heard whispers of an immediate
marriage, here in the house, with Mr.
Driggs as the officiating clergyman.

Carolyn May studied things out for
herself. Being a child, her conclu-
slons were not always wise ones,

She felt that she ‘might be a stum-
bling block to the complete happiness
of Uncle Joe and Amanda Parlow,
They might have to set aside thelr own
desires because of her. She felt vague-
ly that this must not be,

“I can go home,” she repeated over
and over to herself,’ :

“Hcme"” was still in the New York
city apartment house where she had
L_‘lued 80 happily before that day when

her father and mother had gone aboard
the fll-fated Dunraven.

Their complete loss out of the little
girl's life had never become fixed in
her mind. It had never seemed a surety
—not even after her talks with the
sailor, Benjamin Hardy. ¥

Friday afternoon the Iittle girl went
to the churchyard and made neat the
three little graves and the one long
one on the plot which belonged to
Aunty Rose Kennedy. She almost
burst into tears that evening, too,
when she kissed Aunty Rose good
night at bedtime. Uncle Joe was down
at the Parlows’. He and Mr. Parlow
actually smoked their pipes together
In harmony on the cottage porch.

Aunty Rose was usually an early
riser; but the first person up at The
Corners on that Saturday morning was
Oarolyn May. She was dressed a fnll
hour before the houschold was usually
astir,

She came Yownstalrs very softly,
carrylng the heavy bag she Im‘
brought with her the day she had first

seeaa 4a Mha Narnore  Sho had Ner

“Why, maw says that Mr. Stagg and

i to go in that car and sit with him.”

 THE TORTURES
OF RHEUMATIS;

Happlly Stopped When - i
Began To Take “Fruit-a-tives”

8 Orrawa Sr., How, P. Q.

“For a year, I sulfered with Rken-
maftism, being foreed to stay in bed
for five months. I tried all kinds of
medicine without relief and thought
Iwould never be able to wilk again.

One day while lying in bed, 7 read
about ‘* Fruit-a-tives” the great fruit
medicine; and it seemed just what I
needed, so I decided to try it.

The first box helped me, and 1
took the tablets wegularly until every
trace of the Rheumatism left me.”

LORENZO LEDUC.
50¢. & box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25¢.
At all deslers or sent postpaid by
Fruite-tives Limited, Ottawa.,

purse 1= ner pocket, with all her money
In it and she had in the bag most ox
her ry pc ions

She washed her face and hands. Her
bair was already combed and neatly
bralded. From the pantry she secured
vome bread and butter, and, with this
In her hand, unlocked the porch door
end went out. Prince got up, yawning,
and shook himself. She sat on the
steps to eat the bread and butter, di-
viding it with Prince.

“This is such a beautiful place,
Princey,” she whispered to the mon-
grel, “We are golng to miss it dread-
fully, I s'pose. But then— Well,
we'll have ‘the park. Only you can't
run so free there.”

Prince whined. Carolyn May got up
and shook .the crumbs from her . lap.
Then she unchained 'the dog and
picked up her bag. Prince pranced
about her, glad to get his morning run,

The Itttle girl and the dog went
out of the gate and started along the
road toward Sunrise Cove.

The houses had all been asleep at
The Corners, So was the Parlow cot-
tage when she trudged by.. She would
have liked to see Miss Amanda, to
kiss her just onee, But she must not
think of that! It brought such a
“gulpy” feeling into her throat.

Nobody saw Carolyn May and Prince
until she reached Main street. Then
the sun had risen and a few early per-
sons were astir; but nobody appeared
who knew the child or who cared any-
thing about her.

At the rallroad station nobody spoke
to her, for she bought no ticket. She
was not exéictly clear in her mind
about tickets, anyway. She had found
the conductor on the train coming up
from New York a kind and pleasant
man and she decided to do all her
business with him. \

Had she attempted to Luy a ticket
of the statlon agent undoubtedly he
would have made some inquiry. As it
was, when the traln came along Caro-
lyn May, after seeing Prince put into
the baggage car, climbed aboard with
the help of a brakeman.

“Of course, if he howls awfully,” she
told the baggageman, who gave her a
check without question, *I shall have

There were not many people in the
car. They steamed away from Sun-
rise Cove and Carolyn May dabbled
her eyes with her handkerchief and
told herself to be brave.

The stations were a long way apart
and the conductor did not come
through for some time. - When he d'}d
open the door and come into the car
Carolyn May started up with a glad
ery. It was the very conductor who
had been 80 kind to her on the trip up
from New York,

The rallroad man knew her at once
and shook hands most heartily with
her;,
““Vhere are you going, Carolyn
May?” he asked.

“All the way with you, sir,” she re- &
plied. -

“To New York?”

“Yes, si. I'm going home again”

“Then I'll see you later,” he said,
without asking for her ticket.

The conductor remembered the little
girl very well, although he did not
remember all the details of her story.

He was yery kind to her and brought
her satisfying news about Prince in
the baggage car, The brakeman was
nice, too, and brought her water to
drink in a paper cup.

At last the long stretches of streets
at right angles with the tracks ap-
peared—asphalt ets lined with tall
apartment house:?ls could be noth-
ing but New York city, Her papa had
told her long ago that there was nq
other city like it in the world. !

8he knew One Hundred and Twen«
ty-fifth street and its elevated station,
That was not where she had boarded
the train going north, when Mr, Price
had placed her in the conductor's care,
but it was nearer her old home—thaf
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she wanted to get out there and he
arranged to have Prince released.

The little girl alighted and got hef
dog without misadventure; She was
down on the street level before the
traln continued on its journey down-
town.

At the Grand Central terminal the
conductor was met with a telegram
sent from Sunrise Cove by a certain
trantic*hardware dealer and that tele-

The Brakeman Was Nice, Too, and
Brqught Her Water in a Paper Cup.

gram told him something about Caro-
lyn May of which he had not thought
to ask,

CHAPTER XIX.
The Home of Carolyn Ma:.

It was some distance from the rafl-
road station to the block on which
Carolyn May Cameron had lived all
her life until she had gone to :stay
with Uncle Joe Stagg. The child knew
she could not take the car, for the con-
ductor would not Jet Prince ride.

She started with the dog on his
leash, for he was not muzzied. The
bag became heavy very soon, but she
staggered along with it uncomplain<
fngly. Her disheveled appearance,
with the bag and the dog, gave people
who noticed her the impression that
Carolyn May had been away, perhaps,
for a “fresh-alr” vacation, and was
R»ow coming home, brown and weary,
to her expectant family, s

But Carolyn May knew that she was
coming home to an empty apartment—
to rooms that echoed with her moth-
er's voice and in which lingered only
memories of her father’s cheery epirit,

Yet it was the only home, she feit,
that was left for her.

She could not blame Uncle Joe and
Miss Amanda for forgetting her.
Aunty Rose had been quite disturbed,
too, since the forest fire. She had
given the little girl no hint that pro-

wision would be made for her future.

Wearily, Carolyn May traveled
through the Harlem streets, shifting
the bag from hand to hand, Prince
pacing sedately by her side,

“We're getting near home now, Prin-
cey,” she told him again and again.

Thus she tried to keep her heart up.
She came to the corner near which she
had lived so long and Prince suddenly,
sniffed at the screened door of a shop,

“Of course, poor fellow! That'’s the
butcher’s,” Carolyn May said.

She bought a penny afternoon pa-
per on & news stand and then went
into the shop and got a nickel's worth
of bones and scraps for the dog. The
clerk did not know her, for he was
2 new man.,

They ventured along their block.
The children all seemed strange to
Carolyn May. But people move so fre-
quently in Harlem that this was not
at all queer. She hoped to see Kdna
or some other little girl with whom she
had gone to school. - But not until she
reached the very house itself did any-
body hail her.,

“Oh, Carolyn May! 1Is that you?"

A lame boy was looking through the
iron fence of the areaway. He was
the janitor’s son.

L “Oh. Johnny! I'm real glad to see
you!” cried the little girl. Then she
added more slowly. “We—we've come
home again—me and Prince.”

“You've growed a lot, Carolyn May,”
sald the boy. “My pop and mom's
away.” :

“Tll go up into Edna's flat, then,”
the weary little girl sighed.

“The Prices have gone away, too.
They won't be back till tomorrow
sometime,” r

“Oh1” murmured Carolyn May.,

“But, say, I can get the keys to your
f£st. The water’s turned on, too. Every-

thing's gx]l right up there, for Mrs,
Price she sweeps and dusts it all every
once in a while. Shall I get the keys?"!

“Oh, if ‘you will, please!” returned
the relieved child,

The boy hobbled away, but soon re.
turned with the outer-door key and
the key to the apartment itself, Car-
olyn May 'took them and thanked him,
Then _sl}e gladly went in and climbed
the two'flights to their floor.

She #aw nobody and eastly let her-

she knew. So she told the brakeman

self into the flat. It had been recently
aired nnld dusted. Every piece of fur-
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“Oh, Princey, it's home!” she whige
pered. “This is our real, real homel
I—I loved 'em all at The Corners; but
it wasw't like thi§ there!”

Prince perhaps agreed, but' he was
too ‘deeply interested in snuflinz at the
packdge of meat scraps she had pur-
cfased for his supper to reply.

“Well, well, Prince,” she said, “yow
shall have it at-once.” :

Dropping the bag in the private hall,
she west dato the kitchen and stood
on tiptoe to open the door of the closet

“above the dresger. Securing o plate,

she emptied the''contents of the papes

info 1t and set the plate down on thes
floor, }

In spreading out the paper she saw
some big-type headlines on the front
page: :

ROMANCE OF THE GREAT WAR

The Experiences of This Newspaper
Man Like Those of a Character in
a Novel—Lost for Eight Months in
the Desert—At the Mercy Semi-
gavage Tribes, Man and Wife Encape
at Last to Return in Safely and
Health,

His Story Told to Beacon Reperter a
Quarantine.

Carolyn May read no further. It
did not particularly interest the little
girl. -Besides, she was very tired—
too tired to. think of her own supper.
Had she read on, however, even her
simple mind might have been startied
by the following paragraphs printed
below the heading of this startling
story:

Their wonderful good fortune in escap-
ing from the disaster that vierwok whe
stéamer on which they traveled and
which was caught between the gunfire of
a French battleship and two of a Tur-
kish squadron can only be eyualed by
the chance which followed. Naturally,
as a journalist himself, Mr. Cameron is
prepared to' tell the deiails of his re-
markable adventure in the columns of
the Beacon at a later date.

The boat in which they left the sink=
ing Dunraven was separated in the night
and fog from that of the otlier refugees
and was carried by the c¢ nt far to
the south. In fgct, they were vaveloped
by fog until they landed upon a stretchy
of deserted beach.

There was no town near, nor even am
encampment of Arabs, But soon aftes
thelr disembarkation, and before the of=
ficer in command could take means to
communicate with any civiiized, cr semi.

~civilized, place a party of mo'inted andl

armed tribesmen swooped down on the
castaways.

These people, being Mohammedans, and
having seen the battle the day before
between the French and the Turhs, come
sidered the castaways enemies a1 swepk
them away with them into the ' -sert ter
& certain oasis, where for n:i...; elgh$
months Mr. John Lewis Cameron and hig
wife and the other refugees from the
Dunraven were kept without being afe
lowed to comimunicate with their friends,

Mr. Cameron was on furlough fromy
his paper because of ill health. At the
beginning of his captivity he was In &
very bad way, indeed, it is said. But
months in the hot, dry atmosphere
the desert have made a new man of him,
and he personnlly cannot hold much rams
cor against ! : Mohammedan tribe tha$
held him & ;v.oner,

There w:: ::ore of the wonderfuk
story, but 1! sleepy little girl had
given it no attention whatsoever.
Prince had eaten and lain down in hiw
familiar corner. The little girl had
gone softly into her own room
made up her bed as she had scen heg
mother and Mrs! Price make it,

Then she turned on the water i
the bathtub and took a bath. It
delightful to have a real tub inst
of the galvanized bucket they used a$
Uncle Joe’s.

She put on her nightgown at lasf,
knelt and said her prayer, includis
that petition she had never left out
it_since that first night she had koel§
at Aunty Rose's knee:

“God bless my papa and mammng
and bring them safe home.”

The faith that moves mountains was
in that prayer.

Carolyn May slept the sleep of the
wearied if not of the carefree, 'The
noises of the street did not disturk
her, not even the passing of the fires
department trucks some time nftes
midnight.

Nor did nearer-sounds arouse her,
She had no knowledge of the fack
that a procession of A. D. T. boys

| and messengers from the railroad €O,

pany came to ring the bell of the
Price’s apartment. Later the janitor's
family was aroused, but the little lamé
boy thought it would be better for hlnt-‘
to say nothing about having scen Car
olyn Liay and of Laving given her th¢
keys. )

So when in the early morning a tuxb"
cab stopped at the street door mnd &
bushy-haired, troubled-looking man got
out and helped a woman clad in browm
to the sidewalk. the Jjanitor had nos
knowledge of the fact that Carolym
Muytand Prince were upstairs in the
apartment that had
i . been so long

“4ad the Prices are away,” said.
Uncle Joe in a troubled voice, “What
do you think of that, Mandy?” ;

“Oh, Joe! where could the dear <hild-
have gone?” .

“I haven't seen her,” declared the
Janitor. “But I can let you into the
flat. There's been lots of. telegramd
to Mr, Price in the night—and
weren’t all yours.” You're Ca
May's uncle, ain't R W ukem

‘Stagg.

(Continued on ne xt page.)




