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Carolyn 
of the CornersTO ALL WOMEN 

WHO ARE ILL (Continued from t>

This Woman Recommends 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege

table Compound—Her 
Personal Experience.

McLean, Neb.—“I want to reeom 
mend Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable 

Compound to all 
women who suffer
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from any functional 
disturbance, as it 
has done me more 

ood than all the 
loctor’s medicine. 

Since taking it I 
have a fine healthy 
baby girl and have 
gainedin health and 
strength. My hus
band and I both 
praise yeur med
icine to all suffering 

•women.”—Mrs. John KorrBLMANN, R. 
Ma 1, McLean, Nebraska.

This famous root and herb remedy, 
Iiydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com
pound, has been restoring women of 
America to health for more than forty 
.years and it will well pay any woman 
who suffers from displacements, in
flammation, ulceration, irregularities, 
tackache, headaches, nervousness or 
■“the blues” to give this successful 
remedy a trial.

uoyeu me dlûtc ucr mumcr ncut
away,” said the carpenter gruffly.

Aunty Rose looked at him levelly. 
"I wonder," she said. “But, you see, 
she isn’t wholly a Stagg."

This, of course, did not explain mat
ters to Carolyn May in the least Nor 
did what Aunty Rose said to her on 
the way home in the hot, stuffy hack 
help the little girl to understand the 
trouble between her unde and Mr. 
Parlow.

“Better not let Joseph Stagg see you 
so friendly with Jedldlah Parlow. Let 
sleeping dogs He," Mrs. Kennedy ob
served.

CHAPTER V.

For special suggestions In regard to
Ïrur ailment write Lydia E._Pinkham 

edicine Co., Lynn, 
enenc

dedicine Co., Lynn, Mass. The result 
of its long experience is at y our service.

•A ELilCAi

JAMES NEWELL. PH. B-, M.C
L. R C. P. & S„ M. B M. A., England, 

Coroner County of Lambton,

vveLtftjrd, Ont
OFFICE—Corner oi Main and Front streets 

Residence—Front street, one block east o 
main street

C. W SAWERS, M. D.
WATFORD, ONT

Formerly of Napier) Office —Main 
Street, formerly occunied by Dr. Kelly. Phonr 
Cl a. Residence—Ontario Street, opposite M 
A. McDonnell’s, Night calls Phone 13B.

W. G SIODALL. M. D-
WATFORD - - ONTARIO
Formerly of Victoria Hospital, London. 

OFFICE—Main street, in office formerly occupied 
toy Dr. Brandon. Day and night calls photie

DENTAL.
GEORGE HICKS,

D D S., TRINITY UNIVERSITY, L. D. S. 
Royal College of Dental Surgeons, Post graduate of Bridge and Crown work. Orthodontia and 
Porcelain work. The best methods employed tc 
lyreserve the natural teeth.

OFFICE—Opposite Taylor & Son’s drug store 
MAIN ST., Watford.

At Queen’s Hotel, Arkona, 1st and 3rd Thurs
day. at each month

C, N. HOWDEN
13. P. S, T-i P. S

GRADUATE of the Royal Collage of Dental 
Surgeons, of Ontario, and the University of 
Toronto. Only the Latest and Most Approved 

Appliances and Methods used. Special attentior 
1lo Crown and Bridge Work. Office—Over Dr 
Kelly’s Surgery. MAIN ST.—WATFORD

XTe-beriaarv Buigeon. 
J. McCILLICUDDY 

Veterinary Surgeon,
TJONOR GRADUATE ONTARIO VETBRIN 
r» ary College. Dentistry a Specialty. Al 

diseases of domestic animals treated on scientifi 
principles.

Office—Two doors south of the Guide-Advocate 
office. Residence—Main Street, one door north 
of Dr. Siddall’s office.

Auctioneer

J. F. ELLIOT,
Ldoeneed Auotloneer

For the County of Lambton.

PROMPT attention to all orders, reasonable 
terms. Orders may be left at the Guide 

Advocate office.

Gordon Hollingsworth
L censed Auctioneer

For the County of Lambton.

CAREFUL attention paid to all orders. Term 
reasonable and Satisfaction guaranteed. 

Orders may be left at the Guide-Advocate office.

A. D. HONE
Painter and Decorator

Paper Hanging
WATFORD - ONTARIO
GOOD WORK

PROMPT ATTENTION 
REASONABLE PRICES 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
ESTIMATES FURNISHED

RESIDENCE—ST CLAIR STREET

Wedding Stationery of the finest 
quality at The Guide-Advocate.

A Tragic Situation.
Such was the Introduction of Caro

lyn May to The Corners. It was not 
a very exciting life she had entered 
Into, but the following two or three 
weeks were very fulL 

Aunty Rose Insisted upon her being 
properly fitted out with clothing tor 
the summer and fall. Carolyn May 
had to go to the dressmaker’s house 
to be fitted and that Is how she be
came acquainted with Chet Gormley’s 
mother.

Mrs. Gormley was helping the dress
maker and they both made much of 
Carolyn May. Aunty Rose allowed her 
to go for her fitting alone—of course 
with Prince as a companion—so, with
out doubt, Mrs. Gormley, who loved 
a “dish of gossip,” talked more freely 
with the little girl than she would have 
done In Mrs. Kennedy's presence.

One afternoon the Uttle girl ap
peared at the dressmaker's with 
Prince’s collar decorated with short, 
curly shavings.

"I take It you’ve stopped at Jed Par- 
low’s shop, child,” eald Mrs. Gormley 
with a sigh.

“Yes, ina’am," returned Carolyn 
May. “Do you know, he's very llb’ral."

“‘Llb’ral?’ repeated Mrs. Gormley.
“I never heard of old Jed Parlow bein' 
accused of that before. Did you, Mrs. 
Maine?"

Mrs. Maine was the dressmaker; 
and she bit off her words when she 
spoke, much as she bit off her threads.

•‘No. I never—heard Jed Parlow— 
called that—no!" declared Mrs. Maine 
emphatically.

“Why, yes," little Carolyn May said 
quite eagerly, "he gives me all the 
shavings I want. I—I guess folks 
don't Just understand about Mr. Par- 
low,” she added, remembering what 
her uncle had first said about the car
penter. “He Is real llb’ral."

“It's a wonder to me," drawled Mrs. 
Gormley, "that he has a thing to do 
with a certain party, Mrs. Maine, con
siderin’ bow his daughter feels toward 
that certain party's relation. What 
d*you think?”

“I guess—there’s sumpln—to be 
said—on both sides o’ that contro
versy," responded the dressmaker.

“Meanln’ that mebbe a certain par
ty's relative feels jnst as cross as 
Mandy Parlow?" suggested Mrs. Gorm
ley.

“Yep,” agreed the other woman. 
Carolyn May listened, much puzzled, 

She wondered just who “a certain 
party” could be.

Mrs. Maine was called away upon 
some household task aud Mrs. Gorm
ley seemed to change the subject of 
conversation.

‘Don't your uncle, Mr. Stagg, ever 
speak to yon about Mandy Parlow?" 
she asked the little girl.

Carolyn May had to think about this 
before answering. Then she remem
bered.

“Oh, yes,” she said brightly.
“He does? Do tell 1" exclaimed Mrs. 

Gormley eagerly. “What does he 
say?"

Why, he says her name Is Miss 
Amanda Parlow.”

Mrs. Gormley flushed rather oddly 
and glanced at the child with suspi
cion. But little Carolyn May was per
fectly frank and ingenuous.

“Humph !" ejaculated Chet’s mother. 
“He never says nothing about bein’ In 
love with Mandy, does he? They was 
goto’ with each other steady once."

The little girl looked puzzled.
’“When folks love each other they 

look* at each other and talk to each 
other, don’t they?" she asked.

"Well—yee—generally," admitted
Mrs. Gormley.

"Then my Uncle Joe and Miss Aman
da Parlow aren’t to love," announced 
Carolyn May with confidence, “for they, 
don’t even look at each other."

“They used to. Why, Joseph Stagg 
and Mandy Parlow was sweethearts 
years and years ago! Long before 
your mother lett these parts, child.”

“That was a long time ’fore I was 
horned," said the little girl wonder
ing! y.

“Oh, yes. Everybody that went to 
The Comers’ church thought they’d 
be married."

“My Uncle Joe and Miss Mandy?" 
“Yes.”
"Then, what would have become Of 

Xjuifc* Una*)** «marled Garaixn Max. J.

••Ub, Mrs. Kennedy hadn’t gone tc 
keep house for Mr. Stagg then," re
plied Mrs. Gormley. "He tried sev'ral 
triflin’ critters there at the Stagg place 
before ehe took hold."

Carolyn May looked at Mrs. Gorm
ley encouragingly. She was very much 
Interested to Uncle Joe and Miss 
Amanda Parlow’s love affair.

“Why didn’t they get married—Uke 
my papa and mamma?" she asked.

Oh, goodness knows!" exclaimed 
Mrs. Gormley. "Some says 'twas his 
fault and some says 'twas hem. And 
mebbet ’twas a third party’s that I 
might mention at that." added Mrs. 
Gormley, pursing np her lips to a very 
knowing wey.

“One day,” she said, growing confi
dential, “It was in camp-meeting time 
—one day somebody seen Joe Stagg 
drivln’ out with another girl—Char
lotte Lenny, that was. She was mar
ried to a man over to Springdale long 
ago. Mr. Stagg took Charlotte to 
Faith camp meeting.

"Then, the very next week, Mandy 
went with Evan Peckham to a barn 
dance at Crockett’s, and nobody ain’t 
ever seen your uncle and Mandy Par- 
low speak since, much less ever walk 
together.”

One particularly muddy day Prince 
met the returning hardware merchant 
at the gate with vociferous barkings 
and a plain desire to Implant a wel
coming tongue on the man's check.
He succeeded to muddying Mr. Stags'» 
suit with his front paws, and almost 
cast the angry man full length Into n 
mud puddle.

Drat the beast!" ejaculated Mr. 
Stagg. “I’d rather have an epileptic 
fit loose around here than him. Now, 
look at these clo’es! I declare, Car’- 
lyn, you’ve Jest got to tie that mongrel 
up—and keep him tied!"

All the time, Uncle Joe?" whis
pered the Uttle girl.

“Yes, ma’am, all the time! If I find 
him loose again. I’ll tie a bag of rocks 
to his neck and drop him to the deep
est hole to the brook.”

After this awful threat Prince Uved 
a precarious existence, and bis mis
tress was much worried for him. 
Aunty Rose said nothing, but she 
saw that both the little girl and her 
canine friend were very unhappy.

Mrs. Kennedy, however, had watch
ed Mr. Joseph Stagg for years. In
deed, she had known him as a boy, 
long before she had closed np her own 
little cottage around on the other road 
and come to the Stagg place to save 
the hardware merchant from the con
tinued reign of those “trifling crea
tures" of whom Mrs. Gormley had 
spoken.

As a bachelor Joseph Stagg had 
been preyed upon by certain female 
harpies so prevalent to a country com
munity. Some had families whom they 
partly supported out of Mr. Stagg’e 
larder ; some were widows who looked 
upon the well-to-do merchant as a 
marrying proposition.

Aunty Rose Kennedy did not need 
the position of Mr. Stagg's housekeep
er and could not be accused of assum
ing it from mercenary motives. Over 
her back fence she had seen the havoc 
going on to the Stagg homestead after 
Hannah Stagg went to the city and 
Joseph Stagg’s final female relative 
had died and left him,Alone to the big 
house.

One day the old Qnaker-llke woman 
could stand no more. She put on her 
eunbonnet, 'came around by the road
to the front door of. the Stagg bouse, 
which she found open, and walked 
through to the rear porch on which the 
woman who then held the situation of 
housekeeper was wrapping up the best 
feather bed and pillows In a pair of 
the best homespun sheets, preparatory 
to their removal.

The neighbors enjoyed what followed. 
Aunty Rose came through the ordeal 
as dignified and unruffled as ever; the 
retiring Incumbent went away wrath- 
fully, shaking the dust of the premises 
from her garments as a testimony 
against “any slch actions."

When Mr. Stagg came home at sup
per time he found Aunty Rose at the 
helm and already a different air about 
the place.

“Goodness me. Aunty Rose," he 
said, biting Into her biscuit ravenous
ly, “I was a-golng down to the mill- 
hands’ hotel to board. I couldn’t stand 
It no longer. If you’d stay here and 
do for me, I’d feel like a new man.”

“You ought to be made over Into a 
new man, Joseph Stagg," the woman 
said sternly. “A married man."

“No, nol Never thatl" gasped the 
hardware dealer.

“If I came here, Joseph Stagg, It 
would cost you more money than 
you’ve been paying these no-account 
women.”

“I don’t care," said Mr. Stagg reck
lessly. “Go ahead. Do what you 
please. Say what you want I’m 
game."

Thereby he had put himself Into 
Aunty Rose’» power. She had reno
vated the old kitchen and some of the 
other rooms. If Mr. Stagg at first 
trembled for his bank balance, he wae 
made so comfortable that he had not 
the heart to murmur.

Of course, Carolyn May let Prince 
run at large when she was sure Unde 
toe waa well ont of sight of the nnuse.

« ir sue was very coreiui to cut in niu 
up again long before her uncle was ex 
peeled to return.

Prince had learned not to chase any
thing that wore feathers; Aunty Rose 
herself had to admit that he was n 
véry Intelligent dog and knew what 
punishment was for. But how did he 
know that In trying to dig out a mole 
he would be doing more harm than 
good?

The mole to question Uved under a 
piece of rock wall near the garden 
fence.

When Uncle Joe came home to din
ner on one particular Saturday he 
walked down to the corner of the gar
den fence, and there saw the havoc 
Prince had wrought. In following the 
line of the mole’s last tunnel he had 
worked his way under the picket fence 
and had torn up two currant bushes 
and done some damage to the straw
berry patch.

“And the worst of it is," grumbled 
the hardware dealer, “he never caught 
the mole. That mongrel really Isn’t 
worth a bag of dornlcks to sink him to 
the brook. But that’s what he’s going 
to get this very evening when I come 
home. I won’t stand for him a day 
longer."

Carolyn May positively turned pale 
as she crouched beside the now 
chalned-up Prince, both arms about 
his rough neck. He licked her cheek. 
Fortunately, he could not understand 
everything that was said to him, there
fore the pronouncement of this terri
ble sentence did not agitate him an 
atom.

Carolyn May sat for a long time un
der the tree beside the sleeping dog 
and thought how different this life nt 
The Corners waa from that she had 
Uved with her father and mother to 
the city home.

If only that big ship, the Dunraven, 
had not sailed away with her papa 
and her mamma!

Carolyn May had been very brave on 
that occasion. She had gone ashore 
with Mrs. Price and Edna after her 
mother’s last dinging embrace and her 
father’s hnsky “Good-by, daughter,” 
with scarcely a tear.

Of course she had been brave 1 Mam
ma would return to a few weeks, and 
then, after a time, papa would Uke- 
wise come back—and ohl so rosy and 
stout 1

And then, In two weeks, came the 
fatal news of the stoking of the Dun- 
raven and the loss of all but a small 
part of her crew and passengers.

Vaguely these facts had become 
known to Carolyn May. She never 
spoke of them. They did not seem real 
to the Uttle girl.

But now, sitting beside the con
demned Prince—her companion and

The Little Girl Felt Bitterly Her Lone
liness and Grief.

only real comforter during these 
weeks of her orphanhood—the little 
girl felt bitterly her loneliness and 
grief.

If Uncle Joe did as he had threat
ened, what should she do? There 
seemed to be no place for her and 
Prince to run away to.

"I’m quite sure I don’t want to 
live," thought Carolyn May dismally. / 
“If papa and mamma and Prince are 
all dead—why! there aren’t enough 
other folks left to the world to make 
It worth while living In, I don’t be
lieve. It Prince Isn’t going to be alive, 
then I don’t want to be alive, either."

By and by Prince began to get very 
Uneasy. It was long past his dinner 
hour, and every time he heard the 
screen door slam he Jumped up and 
gazed eagerly and with cocked ears 
and wagging tall In that direction.

“You poor thing, yon," said Carolyn 
May at last. "I s’pose you are hungry. 
It Isn’t going to do yon a bit of good 
to eat ; but you don’t know It. Ill ask 
Aunty Rose If she has something for 
you."

She got up wearily and went across 
the yard. Aunty Rose stood Just In
side the screen door.

"Don’t you want any dinner, Car’lyn 
May?" she asked.

“Ma ma’am. 1 euesa Fd better not

set," saio tne emia 
“Why notr i
“’Cause my stomach’s so trembly^

I Just know I couldn’t keep anythin* 
down, even If I could swallow It 
Prince’ll eat Ms, please. He—he don’t 
know any better."

“Tut tut!" murmured the women, 
“He's the most sensible of the two «C 
you. I declare."

The minutes of that, afternoon drag
ged by Is most doleful procesalo*. 
There was no Idea In the little glrTS 
mind that Unde Joe might change Ms 
Intention and Prince be saved from the 
watery grave promised him. Whs* 
she saw the hardware dealer come In
to the yard almost an hour earllee 
than their usual supper time she 
not surprised. Nor did she think et 
pleading with him for the dog’s llfa 

The lltie girl watched him askanefa 
Mr. Stagg came directly through the 
yard, stopping only at the shed tor * 
moment There he secured a strong 
potato sack, and with It trailing trou* 
his hand went half-way up the knell 
to where there was a heap of stoness 
He stooped down and began to select 
seme of these, putting them In th* 
bag. <

This was too much for Carolyn Mar. 
With a fearful look at Uncle Joe’» ow* 
compromising shoulders, she went t* 
the tree where Prince was chaînait 
Exchanging the chain for the lea the* 
leash with which she always led hi* 
about, the little girl guided the mow 
grel across the yard end «round the 
comer of the house.

Her last backward glance assure* 
her that the hardware dealer had net 
observed her. Quickly and silently she 
led Prince to the front gate, and the* 
went out together Into the dusty road.

"I—I know we oughtn't to," whis
pered Carolyn May to her canine 
friend, “but I feel I’ve Just got to save 
you, Prince. I—I can't see yoe 
drownd-ed dead like thatl"

She turned the nearest comer an* 
went up the road towards the little 
closed, gable-roofed cottage where 
Aunty Rose had Uved before she ha* 
come to be Uncle Joe’s housekeeper.

Carolyn May had already peered 
over Into the small yard of the cot
tage and had seen that Mrs. Kennedy; 
still kept the flower-beds weeded an* 
the walks neat and the grass plot 
trimmed. But the window shutters 
were barred and the front door built 
up with board».

Carolyn May went In through the 
front gate and sat down on the door
step, while Prince dropped to a com
fortable attitude beside her. The do* 
slept The Uttle girl ruminated.

She would not go back to Und# 
Joe’s—no, Indeed! She did not know 
Just what she would do when dark 
should come, but Prince should not be 
sacrificed to her uncle’s wrath.

A voice, low, sweet, yet startling, 
aroused her.

“What are you doing there, Uttle 
girl?" H

Both runaways started, but neither 
of them was disturbed by the appear- 
ansce of her who had accosted Caro-1 
lyn May.

“Oh, Miss Mandy I" breathed the lit
tle girl, and thought that the carpen
ter's daughter had never looked so 
pretty.

“What are you doing there?" repeat
ed Miss Parlow.

“We—we’ve run away,” said Caro
lyn May at last. She could be nothin* 
but frank; it was her nature.

“Run away !" repeated the prett* 
woman. “You don’t mean that?"

|Yes, ma’am, I have. And Prince. 
From Uncle Joe and Aunty Rose,'* 
Carolyn May assured her, nodding her 
head with each declaration.

“Ob, my dear, what for?" aske* 
Miss Amanda.

So Carolyn May told her—and with 
tears.

Meanwhile the woman came Into th* 
yard and sat beside the child on tho 
step. With her arm about the little 
girl. Miss Amanda snuggled her up 
close, wiping the tears away with her 
own handkerchief.

“I Just can’t have poor Prince 
drownd-cd," Carolyn May sobbed. “1’4 
want to be drownd-ed myself, too."

“I know, dear. But do you really; 
believe your Uncle Joseph would do 
such a thing? Would he drown your 
flog?"

“I—I saw him putting the stones le 
the bag," sobbed Carolyn May. “An* 
he said he would."

“But he said It when he was angry, 
dear. We often say things when we 
are angry—more’s the pltyl—which 
we do not mean, and for which we are' 
bitterly sorry afterwards. I am eu raj 
Carolyn May, that your Uncle Joe 
no Intention of drowning your dog.’

9

rareü

r!
(Continued on next page.)

Women and Asthma.—Women are 
numbered among the sufferers from asth
ma by the countless thousands. Iu every 
climate they will be found, helpless its 
the grip of this relentless disease unless 
they have availed themselves of the pro
per remedy. Dr. J. D. Kelloggs’s Asth
ma Remedy, despite its assurance of 
benefit, costs so little that it is within 
reach of all. It is the national remedy 
for asthma, far removed from the class of 
doubtful and experimental preparations. 
Your dealer can supply it. m

mm


