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For Your Wﬁe
bome:“onﬁr imn—-
ly and efficiently.
' ves have a monthly allowance
i o - sitin a Sa Accountin
TS st

k—settle bills by cheque
—and thus have an accurate recordo

~Sucha ness-like 'method also gives a
* woman the feelmg of happ md ndence
in having a bank account o L\

THE MGRCHANTS BANK

Head Office: Montreal, OB & Established 1864,

WATFORD BRANCH, . . F. A. MocLEAN, Manager.

ALVINSTON BRANCH, = 5 G H.C NORSWORTHY, Manager.

Sarnia and Port Huron are growing very rapidly., There
have never been such opportunities for yovng. people
who have a good training in Bookkeeping and
Stenography.

The Secretarial Course in
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" gives this training.

. Buess, for kulmx that snake. Come in

College opens for Wintqr Term. January 5th.

Order Your Stationery and
Printed Forms Now

’

It js certainly to your advantage as well as
ours to give us your order now for your printed
forms—such as Letterheads, Envelopes, Receipt
Books, Bill Heads, Statements, etc. As you
already know, paper prices have no limit—up
above the clouds and still going strong. We
have been very fortunate in having a heavy
stock of fine bond papers, secured nearly two
years ago. Our supply is now running short—
but we are still filling orders at the old prices of
two years ago until our present stock is gone.
Order your supplies Now—a few weeks later
and wesstill have to meet heavy increases.

Sugar-Making
Utensils

Galvanized Sap Buckets. ... $35 00 per 100
Eureka Sap Spouts........ 175 per 100
Metal Products Spouts..... 3.75 per 100
TIN PAILS  GALVANIZED PAILS  DIPPERS

HAMMERS BRACES  BITS ETC.

N. B Howden Estate

wm»mmmm“momhomou“omumomo

I have moved my Plumbing and Tin-
smithing business frcm,T. Dodds &
Son’shardware store to more convenient
premises 3 doors scuth. Your orders are
solicited and will receive my hest
attention.

EDWARD MACKNESS
Phone 105 WATFORD

\'"A.

Carm

of the Corners"
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could face m. Joe Jut wink
this ‘pew ‘thought that Chet Iey'l
words put into her le‘!‘t. Then
she ted, with her han(l on the
gate latch,

"Wm there be some secraps for
Prince?” she asked. “Or bones?’

“I believe I can find something for
Pringe,” Miss Amanda replied. *“I owe
him' ‘more than one good dinner, X

and we will see.”

Carolyn -May thought that' Miss
Amanda, in her house dress and ruffled
apron, with sleeves turned back sbove
her dimpled, brown elbows, was pret-
tier than ever. Her cheerful observa-
tions quite enlivened Carolyn May
again.

“I think’you are lovely, Miss Aman-
da," she sald as ehe helped wipe the

“l Think You Are Lovely, Miss
Amanda.”

dishes after the carpenter had gone
back to the shop. “I shall always love
you. I guess that anybody who ever
did love you would keep right on doing
e0 till they died! They just couldn’t
help it!”

“Indeed?” said the woman, laughing.
“And how about you, Chicken Little?
Aren’t you universally beloved too?”

“Oh, I don't expect so, Miss Aman-
da,” said the child. “I wish I was.”

“Why aren’t you?”

“I—I— Well, I guess it's just be-
cause I'm not,” Carolyn May said des-
perately. “You see, after all, Miss
Amanda, ’'m only a charity child.,”

“Oh, my child!” exclaimed Miss
Amanda, | “Who told you that?”

“I—I just heard about it,” confessed
the little visitor,

“Not from Aunty Rose Kennedy?”

“Oh, no, ma’am.”

“Did that— Did your uncle tell you
such a thing?”

“@h, no! He's just as good as he
can be. But of course he doesn’t like
ehildren. You know he doesn’t. And
be just ’bominates dogs!

“So, you see,” added the child, “I am
charity. I’'m not like other girls that's
got papas and mammas. ’'Course I
knowed that before, but it didn’t
seem—seem so hard as it does now,”
she confessed with a sob.

“My dear! my dear!” cried Miss
Amanda, dropping on her knees beside
the little girl, “don’t talk so! I know
your uncle-must love you.”

“Oh, Miss Mandy!” gasped Carolyn
May, “don’t you s’pose he loves other
folks, too? You know—folks he'd be-
gun to*love ever so long ago?”

The woman’s smooth cheeks burned
suddenly and she stood up.

“I'm 'most sure he'd never stop lov-
ing a person if he’d once begun to
love ‘em,” said Carolyn May, with a
high opinion of the faithfulness eof
Uncle Joe'’s character.”

“Do you want to know if your Uncle
Joe loves you?’ she asked Carolyn

May at last. “Do you?”

“Oh, I do!” cried the little girl.

“Then ask him,” advised Mg
Amanda. *“That's the only wsav to do
with Joe Stagg, if you want to get
at the truth., Out with it, square, and
ask him,”

“I will do it,” Carolyn May said se-
- riously.

After the child had gone the woman
went back into the little cortage and
her countenance did not wear the fare-
well smile that Carolyn May had
looked back to see.

QGripping at her heart was the old
pain she had suffered years before and
the conflict that had seared her mind
g0 long ago was roused again.

“Oh, Joe! Oh, Joe! How gould

you?” she moaned, rocking herself t¢
-end_fro. “How coyld youl”.. ..

J bouse, Prince and me; but they mayn’t

W U #0585
Mmm*uulr lnu."!
.guess winter's onto us, Aunty Rose"
This anow did not amount to much;
anomthWMu
Mr, Stagg said, :This B
ever, the chance
w(!klnthowooﬁ!orm
e-wmma(aonmd,pm-_

On this day lh' eamutl‘y desired
to get him off' by himself, for her
heart was filled with a;great: purpose.
She felt that tqﬁy nmlt come to an
understanding.

On “this’ particaiar oceasion: Uncle
Joe sat down upon the log by the
brook where -Migs Amanda  had once |
sat. Carolyn May stood before him,
“Am T just a charity orphan? Didn’t
my papa leave any money a-tall for
me? Did yon take me just. out of
charity 7"

“Bless me!"” gasped- the hardware
dealer,

“I—I wish you'd answer mie, Uncle
Joe,” wént on Carolyn May with a
brave effort to keep from crying.
Joseph Stagg was too blunt a per«
son to see his way to dodging the
question,

“Hum! Well, I'll tell you, Car'lyn
May. There isn’t much left, and that’s
e fact, It isn't your father's fault. He
thought there was plenty. But a busi-
ness he invested in got into bad hands
and the little nest egg he’'d laid up for
his family was lost.”

“Then—then I am just charity. And
80's Prince,” whispered Carolyn May.
“I—I a’pose we could go to the poor-

|

like dogs there. You're real nice to
me, Uncle Joe; but Prince and me—
we really are a nuilsance to you.”
The man stared at her for a moment
in silence, but the flush that dyed his
cheeks was a flush of shame.

“Don’t you MlMke it any more here
with Aunty Rose and-<and me?' he
demanded.

“Oh, yes! Only—only, Uncle Joe, I
don’t want to stay, If we're a nuisance,
Prince and me. I don't want to stay, if
you don’t love me,”

Joseph Stagg had become quite ex-
cited.

“Bless me!” he finally cried once
more. “How do you know I don't love
you, Carolyn May?”

“Why—why— But, Uncle Joe! how
do I know you do love me?" demanded
the little girl. “You never told me so0!”
The startled man sank upon the log
again.

“Well, maybe that's go0,” he mur-
mured. “I s'pose it isn’t my way to be
very-—very—softilke. But listen here,
Car’lyn May.” f

“Yes, sir.”

“I ain’t likely to tell you very fre-
quently how much I—I think of you.
Ahem ! But you'd better stop worrying
about such things as money and the
like. What I've got comes pretty near'
belonging to you. Anyway, unless I
have to go to the poorhouse myself, I
reckon you meedn't worry about going,”
and he coughed again dryly.

“As far as loving you— Well, I'l
admit, under cross-examination, that I
love you.”

“Dear Uncle Joe!” she sighed ecs-
tatically. “I don't mind if I am charity.

“If You Love Me It Takes All the Sting
Out.”

If you love me, it takes all the sting
out. And Y1l help to make you happy,
too!”

(To be continued next week.)

CASTORIA

For Infants and Children
In Use For Over 30 Years

Always bears M——
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Alvinston couucil will have two silent

kn 'wn, for m
“highways betw
Los Angeles as “the quaint old razor |

man,” discloses- a ‘gecret long kept: 3

that the real name ‘of the old peddlcr,
was Anna O’Connell, For many yeai
loﬂ,glou in the d, she had wo ,
men's clothing to ble ber to eum«'
a living unmolested.

She died on: the doorstep of ther *

home of Edwin Turner, towmuter.
The Turners were her friend§ of ¢ar—
1y 'years. When her wanderings
brought her to San Franciseo shg al- '
ways went fo their home. ey
chanced to be out this time when she
called. A lodger in the house in-!
i formed her they would soon be back.
She was weak and ill, and as she:
turned on the doorstep she sank '
' down, clutching at her heart, and
died:

Mr.. Turner told her story.

“More than twenty years ago,” he .
said, “my wife and. I made the ae-
quaintance of a Canadian gentle-'
woman, Mrs. Anna O'Connell, = She

was then living:
{ with her only child;.

band, a Canadia!

native of Yorkshire,

died.

“In the earthquake of 1906 Mrs:
O’Connell and her daughter dropped
out of sight. We heard nothing of
them and, finally, we went on a long
vigit to the island of Guernsey, im
the English Channel, my native
place. About five years ago we re-
turned to San Franeisco.

“One evening, when my wite was
alone at home there was a knock at
the door, Opening it she saw & lit=
tle old man wearing a small mous-
tache. ‘I am the brother of your old
friend, Mrs. Anna O'Connell, the
caller said. ‘Don't I resemble her?”
My wife replied: ‘Yes, the likeness is
gtriking; come in.’ They had a cup
of tea and talked!

“Suddenly theé old man rose, put
his arms around my wife and salc* ‘K
am Mrs. O’Connell; look well at me.*
“My wife was too surprised for
words. Then the old peddler e«
plained that she had adopted men's
clothes in order to make a living, for
her daughter had died ahd she was
alone. She was in the house whem
I returned home. My wife and Kk
both promised to keep her secret.

“From that time she visited us
once a year. We were her only inti-
mates. She had wished to live in San
Francisco, but the climate of the
south guited her delicate health bet-
ter and so she made her home in
Pasadena.

“She sold razor and knife-blade
sharpeners, walking from place to
place, and getting frequent lifts
from passing motor cars. We will
gsee that she has decent burial.

Drury Cracks a Jcke.

Premier E. C. Drury of Ontario
has a sense of humor. It has not
been very much in evidence so far.
Perhaps that is because of the ser-
fous nature of the business he has
had in hand.

But the humor in the man flashed
out a bit at the recent dinner of the
Schoolmen’s Club at Hart House.

“I confess that it is with a dis-
tinet sense of disappointment that X
face this audience,” he began. The
audience was entirely a masculine
one, made up of Public and High
School and University men, and edu-
cationists at large. Said audience
sat tight and waited,

“When I was invited to come here
and speak,” he went on, ‘“‘the invita-
tion was given me over the telephone.
Perhaps I did not hear distinctly but
I understood over the telephone that
I was being invited to the School
Ma’ams’ Club. And when I get here
this is what I find,” and he extended
his hand toward the mere maleg in
front of him.

American Consuls In Toronto.

The American Consul in Toronto
from 1906 to 1918 was Robert 8.
Chilton, who ,had been for seven
years chief of the confular burean of
the State Department. His successor
was a native of South Carolina, Ju=
lius D. Dreher, LL.D., Ph.D., former-
iy a lieutenant in the Confederate
army and for twenty-five years presi-
dent of Roanoke College, He was
appointed a consul by President
Roosevelt, and was transferred to
Toronto by President Wilson in 1913,
He left there in 1915 to become con-
sul at Colon, Panama. The consul
who succeeded him in Toronto, and
who still holds the office, is Chester
W. Martin, who, like his predecessor,
has held office under both Republi-
can and Democratic Administrations.
He was consul at Amherstburg, Ont.,
1897-1906 (under McKinley and
Roosevelt) ; at Martinique, 1906-08;
at Barbados, 1908-15. So Mr. Martin
has been 22 years in the consular ser-
vice without interruption.

A New Disease.

An_ untraveled countryman once
treated himself to a trip to Toronto.
There for the first time in his life
he saw a schoolgirl go through her
gymnastic exercises for the amuse-
ment of the little ones with’ whom
she was playing. After gazing at her
with looks of interest and compassiont
for some time, he asked a boy near
by if she had fits. “No,” replied the
boy; “them’s gymnastics.” ‘“Ah, how
sad,” said the man. “How long has

po)icemen'p!nced upon Main street,

| she had 'em?"
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