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T HE F A MIL Y DO0C TO0R
A StoryNOT for years had George Ferguson lad to do

so mauol of the manual labour on his farmi
as ho was doing tbis summer. His thrce
staiwart sons had ta.ken most of tbat burden

off bis shouiders. But now ail tlree were in khaki
at Camp Borden. H1e counted on having their heip
for barve8t, wlený the farmer soldiers wouid be given
leave, but lie bad to get througli tbe baying witii the
ald o! on.iy oid Charlie, wbo lad long been a retainer
on tiie Fe'rguson f armn.

Andi now witb tbe constant forking o! bay the old
feeling of numbness, w'hich at Intervals for a 'long
tume lad troubleti hlm in tbe little finger of bis loft
band, began Vo cause hlm serions discomfort. His
wife urged bim to con suit tbe local physician, but lie
sVibbornlly refused. The oniy occasion on whîch hoe
liad ever required the attentions of a doctor were
furtber balk tban bds memory carnied. H1e bati
severai Vîmes bad to summon tbe doctor to Vhe bouse,
but Lt was a]ways for Mrs. Ferguson, and at these
ites lie u.sually retreated to the barn, w'here hoe

pretenided Vo be working at varlous Vasks until somne-
one brougît out word that Lt was a 'boy and that
botb Mrs. Ferguson and the baby were doing fine.

New, no persuasion on bis wife's part could induce
hlm Vo consuit the doctor about bis finger. In trutb,
lie wau mucli more alarmea about Lt tban lie cared
to acknowledge; lie was afraid that if thie doctor
once saw it lie wouid want to amputate, and Ferguson
woudd sooner face Vhe prospect of dyiag by Luches
than tbat of having a single incli cut off at one
sio by Vhe surgeon's knife.

But now the situation was becoming serions. H1e
doggediy porsisteti in keeping at tbe wonk, aithougli
encli day Lt caused hlm more and more pain.

"WeIl, George Kirby Ferguson," at iengtb ex.
Clae his wife, "if you won't do anytbing for your-
self, ll have to do Lt for you. I'm going to write
this very day to the doctor of Vhe Famliy Beacon and
ask hM what to do."

"Doctors don't know anytblng about sucb things,":
lie repiac, impatientiy. "Tbey're jusV looking for
chances to cnt yen up for practice. Tliat paper doc-
tor can't cut Lt off any'way, so you can do as you Ilke."

And sbe did write. She toid in detal, aibeit
ramblingiy and with repetition, ail the syimptoms,
and gave a fuli account of the oid injury Vo bis éib.ow
whic liber lius'band lad suff ereci wben a boy and
wbich hie bad always maintalned was the cause o!
the trouble In bis finger.

T Eûs ekpse ihu any answerto bier

mail carrier dId noV bave to place the Ferguson mail
lu the R. F. D. box; Mrs. Ferguson was at Vhe gaVe
to tako it fromn bis b.snds.

Hastenlng into the bouse, slie nervousiy spread
Vhe paper out on the kitcben table andti urned i ts
pages until she came to the one wltb Vhe column
headeti, "The Fsirnly Doctor." Yos, thero Lt was, lier
long letter condensat into siglit sbort linos, and tbe
answer ailmost eqnaily brie!, wlVb many, words sbe
diti not nnderstand, but witb the directions for treat-
nment apparently clear anti explicit.

This is wbat she read-

(G. K. F., Ont.-Man, flfty-elight, lu good health, suf-
fersq partial numliness of smal41 ing-er on loft haud. Wlien
hand is in certain posItions it cauess înuch pain. When
patient was about tweive year.9 of age be was strueck on
elbow. Would fuIs have an effect an present condition
of band? Ans.-4t is9 prcbaible that cieitrlclal tissue is
cra,pressing the ùinar nerve at thie sent of the olsd lu-
jury. Dlssectlng out the nerve might relieve the prosent
sjvup)toms; but fresI svnspt(oms migbht foIlow format, on
o! r,w scar tissue. Iointernally (two to Olve graIns
of CAr. pai t ldde weIfl diluted ftbree 11mes pAIly) and tho
tîncture o! lodine to thie seat of in3ury migbit cause
absorption.

"lTincture of! iodine to the. seat of injury."
S1. know wbat tincture o! iodine was. She bad

a smali bottie oif LV, thie contents of wlIleb abe applieti
w'ith a feather to bier corns. Wby badn't sbe thouglit
o! .Vbls berse'bf? Sbie conid begin to use Lt at onoe.

1'lodine internaiIly."1 That mnust be sometling dii!-
feront from whst she lad on ber mediaine sheif, or
It would noV bave be-en nuentionet separately.

"Two Vo fAve grains o! the pat. lodlde." The. last
ci wae evideuUly a mîstake for n. Patent iodine, that's
wb-at glie must ask for at the drug store. It mjust
'b. a powd.r.

"Two to flve grains." Her husband's case waa
getting sexiious; hie lad better have the Aive grains.
Se would get the. drugglst Vo put Lt up in powders
of Vhe proper anieunts.

À mometary doubt crossat lier mind. Her llttle

That May Have Corne True
By J. ADDISON REID

W HETIHER this story is actually true, or nlot,
depends a good deal on what may have bee-n

the experiences of some people who read it, or of
other people tbey happen to ltnow about. This mucli
iz affsoute tact: that the nowspaper paragrapli
w'hieb Mrs. Ferguson cI.ipped from the medical
columun ef the Famlly Beacon appeared word for
word a.nd letter for letter in a weekly paper of
Domninion-wide circulation under date of August the
sixteenth, nIneteen bundred and sixteen.

'bottie of lodine was marked "Poiso n." But the paper
said "patent Lodine." Doubtless this meant that the
poison bad been taken out; or else the tincture part
of the bottqe's contents wu. the poison and the lodine
witbout the tincture wouid be for Internai use. Any-
way, tbe Family Beacon doctor wouldii't bave pre-
s'cribed it if it liadn't been ail riglit.

She went over tbe paragraph agadn very caretuly
to make sure sbe liad Lt rigbt, for she didn't intend
to let the. druggist know the source of lier reciipe or
to tell hlm that she had ibeen writing to the paper
for mediical advice. The Fergusons did not have a
reputation for closeness and she didn't intend to
bave Lt tbougbt that tbey were too mean to employ
Dr. Macartbur, but had to get theïr medical. advice
free froin a newspaper. AIl the samne, she cut the
paragrapb out and placed it carefully in lier purse.

"Good mornlng, Mrs. Ferguýson," exclaimed the
druggist, com'ing forward to mneet bis customer.

"Good morning, Mr. Ross," repiiled the lady, not
quite at lier ease, Her conscience was stili bother-,
ing bier a lîttie about not consulting Dr. Maeartbur,
and, good bonest soul that she was, she couldn't
hlp sbowIng something of this mental conflict. But
thoen, George lad positively refused to lot the doctor
se bis finger, so wbat could she do?

"I want to get soine patent lodine," she stated.
Tbe drugglst iooked somewbat puzzled. There

was even a trace of suspicion In bier face, could she
have read it, for bier siigbt agitation lad not passe,
unnoticed.

"Is Lt incture of !"dne you want, Mrs. Ferguson?"
lie asked.

"No, 1 bave that at homoe; thus is a powder."
"ladine cornes ln crystn!ls. Some, of tbem. are pretty

sinail, but you'd bardly eal tim -powder. Is that
what you want ?"

"Yes, tbat's Lt; and Mr. Ross, will you put it u.p
for me ln papers w4tb Ilve grains ln eacb.'»

IlWbat do you want it for, Mrs. Ferguson?"
His suspicions were now clearly aroueed, and yet

bis customer was one of tlie best known and most
irreproacliable farmers' wlves in thie townwhîp, and
there mnigbt stili be soime reasonable explanation o!
lier agLtated efforts to purcliase a deadiy poison.
She aise percelved bis attitude, but a.ttributed Lt to
a different cause. S'be knew that Dr. Macartbor was
a bai! owner of the drug store, and did the druggist
suspect that shbe liad been writing to tbe paper doctor
for m edîcal advlce instead, of consuiting bis partner?

Wel, any'way, sbe was under no oblig~ation to con-
suit bim; tbis was a free country; she could write
to the paper If sbe wanted to, and sbe didu't bave
to teul wliat sbe wanted to do witb everythlng s
bougbt at a store.

"I want Lt for medicine," sbe ans'wered shortîy.
"You know you'lil bave to s'lgn for Lt In the poison

.book, Mrs. Ferguson, and you'Il bave to tell me
exactly wbat you want Vo do wItb Lt bef ore I can
seou it to ýyou."1

"Poison!" she exelalmed, now tliorougbiy friglit-
ened. "lIt ien't poison. The doctor tolci me to give
Lt to blin internally tbree Uies a day weil diluted."

"Clive Lt to 'wlom ?"
"IWby, to George-to'Mr. Ferguaon."
*"What doctor told yen that? It wasnr't Dr. Mac-

artbur?"
There was sometbllbg in bis voice and words that

frigbtenred ber througb and through. There came'
over lier a 'wild desire Vo tell iLim everytblng and to
inake sure that she waan't niaklng some terrible
fatal mîstaiçe.

"It was tihe Famlly Beacon doctor," shbe answered,
tren*lling; tunmbling at the saie lime in ber purse;
"I wrote to the. paver; bere it4 is," puling out the
newwpaper cllpplng and handing it over the. counter.

The. drugg'ist toolc it and read Lt over carefully.

As lie was d.oîng so, Dr. Macarbhur came IntO
store.

"God moruing, Mrs. Ferguson," lie said, ch,
fuily, holding out his biand.

She took the proffered bsnd limply and lookO
In bis face in a frightened way, making no vel
return o! Vhe doctor's salutation.

"Is there anything wrong, ýMrs. Ferguso>n?"
inquired, witli professional solicitude. "It's a 1
time since I've bad a cail Vo attend thie Fé-rgu
familly."

"Jnst cast your eye over tbat, Doctor," sald
drnggist, passing the ciippiug to bum. 1"Mrs. 1
guson asked me for patent Lodine and said that W1
she. wanted was Vhe crystais put up in five 51I
doses for Internai use."

"Humm. Hmm," murmured the doctor, reading 0u
the printed linos. "H1e evidenti-y int-endod to I
scribe pot. iodide--'potassium lodide, that is, ýý
Ferguson. This would lar-dly be excusable ir
formai presevIption to be fi1Usd by a druggist. S'
tered broadcast to the public this way, it's no0th
but da-, I beg your pardon, Mrs. FergusOn3
a pioce of criminal carelessness."

The friglitened lady was regaining bier self4f
session. She had evidently been saved fron VCe T
of poi.souing bier husband and now 'whlat was b0tl
dng bier most was lier first fear that she wOtild
tliought too penurlous to psy for medical adl'

"I trieti and Vried to get hLm to corne to yotV,
tor, 'but lie wouidn't, so 1-" and sbe toit 1151O
wbole story.

"But now he'Il have Vo," sbe declared, witb de'
mination. "Wly, bere lie is uow," slie added, il
tali figure o! George Forguson aýppeared In the dc
wsy. H1e hsd driven bis wife in Vo the villag"
proceeded witli otiier errande whie she Was il'
drug store. r'

"But wou'id it reaily have killed hlm, Doctor?"
aska, in a fri.ghtened toue, as hier hushand canle
lier side.

-Weil, VIree grains have been known Vo be a i
dose. It's about as poisonous as oyauide of! POta8sl
or bichloride of mercury. But even if yon bad tr
Vo glve it to hLm you would bave found Vliat it
fuses Vo ddiss»lve in wstor. IV là oniy solule
a]coiioi-tiat is the tincture o! lodine-or in a ý
tien oit potassium lodide in water, the drug VliSVt
newspaper man intendeti to pro-scribe for you. V
you fouud Lt wouldn't dissolve you would proa
have become suspiclous yourself. Any-way It's
you Vold Mr. Ross ail aïbout IL

"Your wife lias just discovered, Ferguson," bO e
inneti, Vnrning Vo the narrowiy escapeti vlVicl'i

wifely soicltude and professilbal caree55n
"1tbat this newspaper dQctor,ýsn'V quite reliable,'

"I dovn't know what thLs ls ail about," 351<1 f
guson, wlio bat 'ben iooking înqulringly froifl (
Vo the other, "byut I tidn't intendti Vo akO VIe
anyway. If I've got Vo bave a doctor, l'Il <90 io
VIat I can see sut wbo can ses me, and sot Vo'
ln a newspaper' office Aive hundred miles awey'
wisb you'd take a look at this finger, DocVO(r."

'"JusV coome back Vo the -office. Wiil you ne'~10

Mrs. Ferguson? I think we may be able Vo do ýO
thing beVter Vlian kllbing Ferguson off Quicý 'e
poison. Hbard froni the boys iateiy?"

"Tliey'nre coining back Vhis week for ths avý
sait the oit, mas, as the Vbreo filetd luto the oct
office.

Worried About the, Coal
QAL bas recently gone np 50 cerits a tOfl in 5

eastern cLVLes, owing Vo increased 'e
labour, mining and so forth. The, cost Of co
now $8.50 a Von in Toronto--thougli very'ne mi'oi
Vlan tbaV, up to $1~0.50 a Von ln WNinniPcg-
while pr'ohibitlon Lu Ontario La only a fovW
distant.bi

"Wiiat are you [,oîng Vo, do about licLuor
Ver, Tom?" ashoti a man tiown town o! a S'
fils.

"Wby?" saiti the other.
"Prohibition," salid the other.
"Oh-thaV's noV botherLng me- I'm more 0

over Vbea ceai question."
"Yen, y-es, tint'> another trouble. Price $ol

again?"
"No, VbaV's flot Lt,,",said Vhs other mian reftiy

But V've goV my cellar se cramful o! booeete

no roomo for any coal."


