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.1114<Was Fading Away
Young Woman—Scarcely 
Thirty—Seemed to Be 

Dying on Hur Feet.

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills Cured

*** think It should be the duty of the 
schools to teach children how to keep 
Well,” writes Miss Nannie E. Naydon, 
S well-known and highly esteemed 
Resident of Bristol. “Ignorance of the 
laws of health and the use of improper 
Remedies destroyed my vigor, and led 
•ne to the verge of invalidism. I was as 
S girl ruddy and strong. Nothing 
Seemed to affect me until I was about 
thirty. Then gas began to form in the 
Stomach. I suffered with bloating and 
a general failure in strength set in. If 
S went upstairs my breath hurt. My 
system was very irregular, and until I 
Crew pretty bad I didn't pay much heed 
to my condition. Then I got blue, wor
ried all the time, wakened in the night, 
and couldn’t get to sleep agpin. None 
of the medicine I took helped me. One 
clay I was reading of a very interesting 
case like mine cured by Dr. Hamilton's 
Pills. I took the same treatment. It 
•vas just right—didn’t physic me to 
ideath, but took hold of the weak, sick 
parts of my system, and set things 
right. It seems as if Dr. Hamilton’s 
•Pills have made me young again, and 
all my color, spirits, vigor, and health 
Of former days have returned to stay.”

Every girl and woman should use 
Dr. Hamilton’s Pills regularly. They 
help a woman In many ways. Beware 
of the dealer who asks you to take an 
Inferior pill on which his profit is 
larger than on Dr. Hamilton’s. Sold 
ân yellow boxes, 25c per box, all deal
ers, or The Catarrhozorre, Co., King
ston, Ont.

CORNS CURED” W IN 24 HOURS
You can painlessly remove any corn, 

cither hard, soft, or bleeding, by 
applying Putnam's Corn Extractor. It 
never burns, leaves no scar, cbntains no 
acids; is harmless, because composed 
only of healing gums and balms. Fifty 
years in use. Cure guaranteed. Sold 
by all druggists. 25c bottles. Refuse 
•substitutes. - *

PUTNAM’S PAINLESS 
CORN EXTRACTOR

At Four 
O’Clock

•an ___
Story of a Narrow 

Escape

By CLARISSA MACKIB

CUNBURN,
blisters,

SORE FEET.

I
 Everybody now admits
Zam-Buk best for these. 
Let. It give YOU ease 
and comfort. “““

Druggists and Stores everywhere

i

I

amBuk

We keep everything to be found in 
» first-class Bakery.

We sell the best makes of leading 
confectioners.

We get up Wedding Cakes equal 
to any.

Delicious Icecream]
by the dish or in bulk.

Summer Beverages of all 
kinds.

All the Leading Brands of 
Cigars.

Southern Fruits in Season.

Let Us Serve You.

S. H. MITCHELL
North End Bakery.

CENTRAL
Business College

STRATFORD. ONT.
ONTARIO’S BEST

BUSINESS COLLEGE.

Our courses are up-to-date and practi- « 
cal. We hove a large staff of experienced J 
instructors and our graduates get the 
high grade positions. We do more for 
our students than any other similar « 
school. We have three departments,— )

COMMERCIAL, SHORTHAND ami <{ 
TELEGRAPHY.

You owe it to yourself to know what 
we are doing. Get our free catalogue at

D. A- McLACHLAN - PRINCIPAL

OUR CLUBBING LIST.
Thk Quids-Advocate and 

jPemily Herald and Weekly'Star
with premium.......................

Weakly Mail-Empire with pre
mium .................................

Weekly Farmers Sun...............
Weekly London Free Press. . 
Weekly London Advertiser...
Weekly Globe ...........................
Northern Messenger.................
Weekly Montreal Witness....
Hamilton Spectator.................
Weekly Farmer’s Advocate...
Toronto Saturday Night..........
Daily News...............................
Daily Star.................................
Daily World......................*...
liait and Empire.....................-
Morning London Free Press., 
Hvtuing London Free Press.
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Jaros Wostokow stared sullenly at 
young Maitland as the paymaster 
shoved his pay envelope through the 
little grated window.

"Ion dock me that day I lose?" he 
growled threateningly.

“It’s the rule of the company, you 
know, Jaros,” he said patiently. “If 
It’s worth a day’s pay to you to get 
drunk it’s your own fault Take my 
advice and leave the rum alone. Then 
you’ll get full pay. Move along and 
give the other chaps a chance."

Jaros flung a backward glance of 
hate toward the paymaster and the 
cashier as he went out, and he saw 
something In that brief glance that 
caused a light to flicker Into his dull 
gray eyes.

The men had all received their pay, 
and the paymaster and the cashier 
were alone. Maitland was gazing down 
at the girl with an unmistakable look 
In his eyes, and the girl, Miss Lane, 
was blushing consciously.

Jaros Wostokow turned away satis
fied. With something tangible to work 
upon he could have revenge upon the 
miserly paymaster. Alla, his golden 
haired daughter, could help him. She, 
too, hated Americans. If Dick Mait
land loved Edith Lane, then It was 
through Miss Lane that disaster would 
come to him.

On the following Monday afternoon, 
just as Edith Lane had turned the cor
ner of the street beyond the Fleck 
foundry, she was approached by a 
tearful young girl, who inquired the 
way to the nearest hospital dispensary.

“My mother—she Is suddenly 111. She 
Is dying Just beyond here. I know not 
what to do!" she wailed In a voice with 
a foreign accent

Edith looked at her quickly. She 
was young and pretty and evidently 
poor. The neighborhood was one in
habited by many of the foreigners who 
worked at the foundry.

“Take me to your mother," she said 
hastily. “Perhaps I can revive her 
While yon run for a doctor. There must 
be a drug store near by. The druggist 
will direct you to a doctor." 
»••••••
At 10 o’clock that same evening Dick 

Maitland received a telephone message 
from Edith’s home.

“Have you seen Edith?” asked Mrs. 
Lane anxiously. “She hasn’t been 
home since noon.”

“Not since noon? Why, she left the 
office at 5 o’clock, as usual—said she 
was going out to play cards this even
ing. What can have happened?" Dick 
was anxious.

“I’ll call up all of her girl friends 
and see If she has stopped anywhere, 
but It is tinlike Edith to do anything 
like that. She is so thoughtful.”

“Call me the Instant you get a word 
from her,” said Dick. “I’ll wait here 
till you phone again.”

He hung up the receiver and paced 
the floor with a worried frown creas
ing his forehead.

What had become of Edith Lane? 
Had she met with an accident on her 
way home and was lying dead or dy
ing and quite unknown in one of the 
city hospitals? He would inquire of 
each one.

He leaped to the telephone again, for 
it was ringing madly. A girl’s voice 
came to his ear, strained and rather 
frightened, but he forgot the tones in 
the words that came over the wire.

“Come, come to me. I am in great 
trouble, in danger—No. 8 Vroon street 
Come at once. Help!”

It was Edith calling to him for help! 
He dashed Into his outer garments, 

paused to notify Mrs. Lane of the dis
covery and that he was on the way to 
Edith, and then he was down In the 
street jumping into a taxicab.

Vroon street was miles away, the 
driver told him, on the outskirts of the 
city, and it would take a half hour to 
get there at a fast clip.

“Get me there In twenty minutes and

you’ll not regret it!” snapped Dick, and 
the man earned the money.

Vroon street was a pit of blackness, 
lighted by a solitary lamp post halfway 
down its length. There was a dark 
bulk of frame tenements against the 
sky with long spaces of vacant lota be
tween.

The cab stopped before a small de
tached cottage standing In the midst 
of a large empty lot, and Dick bade 
him wait, but the man refused.

“I’ve got another fare waiting for 
me,” he protested and pocketed the 
money Dick paid him. “There’s a car 
line three blocks east of here. You can 
walk that easily.”

The machine moved away, and Dick 
felt in bis pocket for his revolver. It 
was there. He approached the cottage 
with a sinking heart 

It was dark and gloomy, but some
body within the house had been watch
ing for him, for the door opened In
ward, and as he passed through some
thing soft and thick was tossed over 
his head, tied tightly about bis neck, 
and he was grasped In strong arms and 
his hands and feet bound, and he was 
tossed In the corner of a room on to 
bare boards.

Footsteps crossed the room heavily 
and left the house, and the front door 
was locked, and some person left the 
premises.

A great silence fell upon the cottage. 
ITie bag which was tied tightly ovei 
Dick’s face acted as a gag until he 
worked his jaws sufficiently to free 
himself. Then his lips parted stiffly, 
and he called Edith’s name once, twice, 
three times.

“Is that you, Dick?” came her hystep 
leal voice at his elbow. “How did you 
get here?”

“You phoned for me to come, didn’t 
you?” he asked.

“No; I haven’t had a chance! Fvl 
been abducted, Dick, and you must bq 
too, for you are all tied up, and thal 
dreadful thing is therel” She began tt 
sob.

Dick’s strong teeth tore at the bag 
until he made a hole In it Little by 
little he worked until his eyes ap* 
peared at the aperture he bad mad» 
What he saw caused him to sink back 
almost fainting.

A small kerosene lamp was placed on 
a kitchen chair and threw a feeble 
light around the bare, dirty room, j 
Near him, leaning against the wall, 
was Edith Lane, still wearing her 
street attire, but, looking white and 
distraught with a great fear. Her an
kles and wrists were tied securely, 
but her face was free. She was star
ing wildly at something on the floor 
not three feet distant from them.

There was something cylindrical In 
shape, and attached to it by wires was 
an ordinary nickel alarm clock ticking 
away In the most resolute manner. 
The hands pointed to past 11 o’clock.

“Tell me everything you know about 
the matter, dear,” commanded Dick 
as he recognized that they were to be 
the victims of a dynamite plot and 
whenever that clock’s hands reached 
the fateful point there would be the 
end of the world for them.

Edith told him In a voice that shr

McClary
save fuel—to cut out 

dust, fuss and bother 
and to heat your house 

evenly and comfortably 
in the coldest weather. We 

guarantee the “ Sunshine 
Furnace to save enough to 
pay for itself quicker 

han any other 
furnace you can 

buy
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o’clock?” askefi Dick.
“Yes. What can we do? I can’t stir 

hand or foot.”
“If he said 4 o’clock It was to delude 

ns with the belief that we had plenty 
of time to free ourselves. It’s proba
bly set for midnight” Dick’s teeth 
gritted at the bag that partly envel
oped his head. After a few minutes 
of frantic effort bis head was thrust 
through, and then, rolling over on his 
Side, he worked his way along the few 
feet of space that separated him from 
the clock. When be was near enough 
to study the alarm dial on the face he 
saw that he was right It was set for 
12 o’clock, and it was now fifteen min
utes before midnight

How he reached the lamp Dick nev
er knew. It required heroic effort to 
brace himself against the chair with
out knocking it over. He held his 
bound wrists above the flame In the 
chimney and did not wince as his 
flesh scorched. After an eternity of 
waiting the heavy cord that bound 
his wrists charred through and broke 
away under the strain of his muscles.

“The rest Is easy!” ho called cheeri
ly to the girl He found his pocket- 
knife, cut himself free from the bag 
and the cords at his feet and hastened 
to release his sweetheart For an In
stant they stood In thankful apprecia
tion of their deliverance from death; 
then they prepared to leave.

“There Isn’t time to put this thing 
out of business and save our lives, 
too,” explained Dick hastily. “To tell 
the truth, I don’t know Just what to 
do, and there’s danger of killing ns 
both If I meddle with It I’ll take a 
look around and see If the house la 
empty. If there’s no other living be
ing here we’ll have to cut out and 
run. It’s a good thing the cottage 
stands alone. The explosion won’t 
harm much else except the bnildlng.” i

The house proved to be entirely 
empty. In fact there were “To Let” 
cards in the windows. Dick extin
guished the lamp, led Edith to the 
door, and in a moment they were has
tening down the street toward the car 
line.

Their car was bouncing down the 
avenue at a good pace when a clock 
struck midnight Almost at the same 
Instant there came from the direction 
of Vroon street a muffled roar.

Dick’s hand closed tightly on that 
of his sweetheart. It was the work
ing out of Jaros Wastokow’s revenge, 
and by God’s grace they had baea 
saved from death.

Jaros never went back to the foun
dry to work. When the police sought 
him he and his daughter had disap
peared, and later it was learned that 
they had returned to their old home in 
Russia. _

Met Him Halfway.
“I am so glad I have met you, as I 

have two favors to ask cf you.”
“What are they?”
“I want you to lend me $10 and 

not to nay a word abqut it to any 
one.”

“Two favors at once, man! That’s 
too much of a good thing. One of 
them—yes. I won’t breathe a word 
of this to a living soul.”

The Conditions Diffennt.
Husband (with newspaper)—When 

I’m at home you are forever hammer
ing at that piano or else your tongue 
is running like a trip hammer. It 
wasn’t so before we were married.

Wife—No, it wasn’t. Before we were 
married you held my hands so I 
couldn’t play and kept my lips so 
busy that I couldn’t talk.

A Question of Judgment.
Two men were hotly discussing the 

merits of a bo'ok. Finally one jf them, 
himself an author, said to the other :

“No, John, you can’t appreciate it. 
You never wrote a book yourself.” 

“No,” retorted John, “and I never

WATFORD 
MARBLE WORKS
Monuments, Headstones, 
Tablets, (Marble or Granite)
Cut Slone for Buildings,
Good Work, Latest Designs

We Employ No Agents. 
Patronize Home and Save 

Agent’s Expenses.

When it is necessary to have 
anything in our line, see us. 
Our experience and personal 
supervision are at your service.

JOHN LIVINGSTONE,
PROPRIETOR.

SOUTH END BAKEBY
ICE CREAM

I€E CREAM SODA

CRUSHED FRUIT SUNDAE:
DAVID HA RIM

ALL SUMMER DRINKS
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Dr*. Morse's 
EcüdEsm R.oot Pills

exactly meet the need which so often 
arises in every family for a medicine 
to Qpun up and regulate the bowels. 
Not only are t!v y effective in all 
cases of Constipation, but they help 
greatly in breaking up a Cold or La 
Grippe by cleaning out the system 
and purifying the blood. In the same 
way they relieve or cure Biliousness, 
Indigestion, Sick Headaches, Rheum
atism and other common ailments.
In the fullest sense of the words Dr. 
Morse’s Indian Root Pills are 47
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had lured her to a tenement bull dint 
under plea of a dying mother and how 
when the tenement had been reachec 
she had been bound and gagged and 
made to wait until darkness dame 
when she was taken blindfolded in 6 
carriage to this cottage.

A man and a girl, both foreigners 
had arranged the time clock that op 
erated the deadly machine, and they 
had told her that at 4 o’clock In the 
morning she and her lover would be in 
eternity. Then the girl had gone forth 
for awhile and returned to say that 
Dick was on his way.

“Then It was not you who tele
phoned to me?” demanded Dick.

“No; I haven’t had the opportunity.”
“It must have been some one who 

knew me—who knew us both. Did 
you recognize either of them?”

“No; they were masked. Of course 
I could guess that the girl was the 
one who had lured me, but the man 
I did not know, only It seemed as 
though one of his hands was familiar 
—a livid scar like a cross on the back 
of the right hand. It was a work
man’s rough hnjid.”

“You saw it at the paymaster’s wick
et, dear.” said Dick quietly. “Jaros 
Wostokow has a scar like that. He’s 
been sore on me for a long time, but 
I can’t see why_ hS wants to include 
you In his devilish scheme of revenge.”

“As a lure to bring yon, Dick.”
•iHe said the thing would go off at 4

Striking an Average.
"Why didn’t you get a younger tur

key ?” demanded the husband.
“I told the' dealer I was rather 

green,” faltered the young wife, “so 
he advised me to take an old, experi
enced bird.”

The British BrutesI 
Mr. Bacon—I see that more than 

67,000 motor vehicles have been reg
istered in London.

Mrs. Bacon—Of course ! They’ll let 
tfie motor vehicles vote, but won't let 
the woman !

FULL LINE OF
Fancy and Staple Confectionery
Our Cigars are Choice

Exposed.
Six-year-old Nellie saw her father 

run to the assistance of a drunken 
man who had fallen in passing their 
door.

“Papa, papa! Come back!” she 
cried. “You’ll ketch drunk.”

Suspicious.
Bank President—What’s the matter?
Bank Vice President—I was just 

thinking. I sat next to our cashier 
in church yesterday, and I don’t 
quiJ3 like the way he sings “Will 
They Miss Me When I’m Gone?”

Succumbed to Pressure.
"He used to be a straight enough 

young chap. What mad3 him get 
crooked?"

“Trying to make both ends meet, I 
believe.” —
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SOUTH END BAKERY.

SOCIETIES.' "=“’
ASSESSMENT SYSTEM.

CANADIAN ORDER OF
FORESTERS

Organized and Incorporated 1879
Head Office : Brantford, Ont 
Purely Canadian.
Insurance at a Minimum Cost.
Death Bate in 1911, 5.95 per 1000. 
Average in 32 years 5.23.

Interest on Reserve Fund paid 150 
Death Claims of $1000 each last 
year.

RESERVE FUND, DEC. 31, 1911.

Insurance - - $3,609,249.06
Sick and Funeral Ben’fc 245,683.43

Total - - - $3,854,932,49
MEMBERSHIP OVER 82,000.

Court Lome No- 17 Watford
meets second and fourth Monday in each 

month. Visiting Brethren Invited.
J. E. Collier, F. Sec. J. H. Hume.R.Sec. 

Ben. Smith, C. Ranger,
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