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HUSBAND 
SAVES WIFE

From Suffering by Getting 
Her Lydia E. Pinkham’s 
Vegetable Compound.

Pittsburgh Pa.—" For many months 
I was not able to do my work owing to 

a weakness which 
caused backache 
and headaches. A 
friend called m y 
attention to one of 
your newspaper 
advertisements and 
immediately my 
husband bought 
three bottles of 
Lydia E. Pinkham’a 
Vegetable Com­
pound for me. 
After taking two 
bottles I felt fine 

and my troubles caused by that weak­
ness are a thing of the past. All women 
who suffer as I did should try Lydia E. 
îinkham's Vegetable Compound.”— 
Mrs. Jas. Rohrberg, 620 Knapp St. 
N. S., Pittsburgh, Pa.

Women who suffer from any form of 
weakness, as indicated by displacements, 
inflammation, ulceration, Irregularities, 
backache, headaches, nervousness or 
“the blues,” should accept Mrs. Rohr- 
berg’s suggestion and give Lydia E. 
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound a 
thorough trial.

For over forty years it has been 
correcting such ailments. If you have 
mysterious complications write for 
advice to Lydia E. Pinkham Medicine 
Co., Lynn, Mass.

Onr Aim-----Satisfaction

WATFORD SHAVING and 
HAIRDRESSING PARLORS

Hot Baths and Laundry agency 
in connection.

Dry Cleaning a Specialty.
Razors Honed.

W. N. FLEETHAM • Proprietor. 
Successor to B. E. Fulcher.

HEU1CAL.

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

Coroner County of Lambton,
Watfbrd, Ont-

OFFICE—Corner oi Main and Front streets. 
Residence—Front street, one block easi of 
Main street

C. W SAWERS, M D.
WATFORD, ONT

Formerly of Napier) Office —Main 
Street, formerly occuoied by Dr. Kelly. Phone 
13 a. Residence—Ontario Street, opposite Mr 
A. McDonnell's. Night calls Phone 13B.

W. G. SIDDALL, M. D-
WATFORD - - ONTARIO
Foimerly of Victoria Hospital, London. 

OFFICE—Main street, in office formerly occupied 
by Dr. Brandon, Day and night calls phene 
26.

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 
preserve the natural teeth.

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

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

G. N. HGWDEN
d. ns, J..D. s.

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

Appliances and Methods used. Special attention 
üo Crown and Bridge Work. Office—Over Dr 
Kelly’s Surgery, MAIN ST.—WATFORD

Ve-fceriaarv Buigeon.

J McCILLICUDDY
Veterinary Surgeon,

SONOR GRADUATE ONTARIO VETKRIN- 
ary College, Dentistry a Specialty. All 

ases of domestic animals treated on scientific 
principles.

Office—Two doors south of the Guid.i-Advocatc 
office. Residence—Main Street, one door not th 
of Dr. Siddall’s office.

iilMfl
TIME TABLE

Trains leave Watford Station as follows 
GOING WEST

Accommodation, 75...... 8 44 a.m.
Chicago Express,I3........i2 3i p.m.
Accommodation, ........  6 44 p.m.

GOING EAST
.Accommodation, 80 ......  7 38 a.m.
New York Express, 6.... 11 16 a.m.
New York Express, 18.......2 47 p.m.
Accommodation, 112.. . 4 56 p.m.

C. Vail. Atrent Watfor<i
Soldiers’ Day, Watford, Aug. 20.

Tteserve the date.

(Continued from Page 6.)

of which testified to Its long continued 
uso as an avenue for some creature to 
and from tills remarkable shaft.

1 ventured out upon the limb, then 
beat a hasty retreat for fear that I 
might be discovered by our enemies 
below and hurried to retrace my steps 
to Tars Tarkas.

I soon reached him, and presently we 
were both ascending the long ladder 
toward the opening above.

Tars Tarkas went in advance, and as 
I reached the first of the horizontal 
bars I drew the ladder up after me, 
and, handing it to him, he carried It a 
hundred feet farther aloft, where he 
wedged it safely between one of the 
bars and the side of the shaft.

In like manner I dislodged the lower 
bars as I passed them, so that we soon 
had the interior of the tree denuded of 
all possible means of ascent for a dis­
tance of a hundred feet from the base, 
thus precluding possible pursuit and 
attack from the rear.

CHAPTER IV.
The Chamber of Mystery.

WHEN we reached the opening at 
the top Tars Tarkas drew to 
one side that I might pass ont 

%mm» and investigate, as, owing to 
my lesser weight and greater agility, 
I was better fitted for the perilous 
threading of this dizzy, hanging path­
way.

The limb upon which I found myself 
ascended at a slight angle toward the 
cliff, and as I followed it I found that 
it terminated a few feet above a nar­
row ledge which protruded from the 
cliff’s face at the entrance to a narrow 
cave.

As I approached the slightly more 
slender extremity of the branch it bent 
beneath my weight until, as I balanced 
perilously upon its outer tip, it swayed 
gently on a level with the ledge at a 

'distance of a couple of feet
Five hundred feet below me lay the 

vivid scarlet carpet of the valley. 
Nearly 5,000 feet above towered the 
mighty, gleaming face of the gorgeous 
cliffs.

The cave that I faced was not one 
of those that I had seen from the 
ground, and which lay much higher, 
possibly a thousand feet But so far 
as I might know, it was as good for 
our purpose as another, and so I re­
turned to the tree for Tars Tarkas.

Together we wormed our way along 
the waving pathway, but when we 
reached the end of the branch we 
found that our combined weight so de-

Instantly I Sprang Toward It to Wrench 
It Open Again.

'ÆM.

pressed the limb that the cave's mouth 
was now too far above us to be 
reached.

We finally agreed that Tars Tarkas 
should return along the branch, leav­
ing his longest leather harness strap 
with me, and that when the limb had 

) risen to a height that would permit me 
to enter the cave I was to do so, and 
upon Tars Tarkas* return I could then 
lower the strap and haul him up to 
the safety of the ledge.

This we did without mishaps and 
soon found ourselves together upon the 
verge of a dizzy little balcony, with a 
magnificent view of the valley spread­
ing out below us.

Below us upon the river’s bank the 
great white apes were devouring the 
last remnants of Tars Tarkas’ former 

| companions, while great herds of plant 
i men grazed in ever widening circles
1 about the sward, which they kept as 

close clipped as the smoothest of 
lawns.

Knowing that attack from the tree 
was now improbable, we determined 
to explore the cave, whicb we had ev­
ery reason to believe was but a continu­
ation of the path we had already trav­
ersed, leading the gods knew where, 
but clearly away from this valley of 
ferocity.

As we advanced we found a well 
proportioned tunnel cut from the solid 
cliff. Its walls rose some twenty feet 
above the floor, which was about five 

1 feet In width. The roof was arched.
We had no means of making a light, 

and so groped our way slowly Into the 
ever Increasing darkness, Tara Tarkas 
keeping In touch with one wall while 
I felt along the other. To prevent our 
wajidering Into diverging ^ranches 
and becoming separated or lost in some 
intricate and labyrintbic maze we 
clasped hands.

How far we traversed the tunnel In 
this manner I do not know, but pres­
en tlx we„came to an obstruction whicb

blocKed our runner prvsrvsa.
It seemed more like a partition than 

a sudden ending of the cave, for It was 
constructed not of the material of the 
cliff, but of something which felt like 
very hard wood.

Silently I groped over Its surface 
with my hands and presently was re­
warded by the feel of the button, 
which as commonly denotes a door on 
Mars as does a doorknob on earth.

Gently pressing it, I had the satis­
faction of feeling the door slowly give 
before me, and in another instant we 
were looking into a dimly lighted apart­
ment which, so far as we could see, 
was unoccupied.

Without more ado I swung the door 
wide open and, followed by the huge 
Thark, stepped into the chamber.

As we stood for a moment In silence 
gazing about the room a slight noise 
behind caused me to turn quickly.

To my astonishment, I saw the door 
close with a sharp click as though 
moved by an unseen hand.

Instantly I sprang toward it to 
wrench it open again, for something 
in the uncanny movement of the thing 
and the almost palpable silence of the 
chamber seemed to portend an evil 
hidden in this rock bound chamber.

My fingers clawed futilely at the un­
yielding portal, while my eyes sought 
in vain for a duplicate of the button 
which had given us ingress.

And then from unseen lips a cruel 
and mocking peal of laughter rang 
through the desolate place.

For moments after that awful laugh 
had ceased reverberating through the 
room Tars Tarkas and I stood in tense 
and expectant silence. But no further 
sound broke the stillness, nor within 
the range of our vision did anything 
move.

At length Tars Tarkas laughed softly 
after the manner of his strange kind 
when in the presence of the horrible or 
terrifying. It is not a hysterical laugh, 
but rather the genuine expression of 
the pleasure they derive from the things 
that move earth and men to loathing 
or to tears.

I looked up at the Thark, a smile 
upon my own lips, for here, In thith, 
was greater need for a smiling face 
than a trembling chin.

"What do you make of It all?" I 
asked. “Where in the deuce are we?” 

He looked at me in surprise.
“Where are we?” he repeated. “Do 

you tell me, John Carter, that you 
know not where you be?”

“That I am upon Barsoom is all that 
I can guess, and but for you and the 
great white apes I should not even 
guess that, for the sights I have seen 
this day are as unlike the things of my 
beloved Barsoom as I knew it ten long 
years ago as they are unlike the world 
of my birth. No, Tars Tarkas; I know 
not where we be.”

“Where have you been since you 
opened the mighty portals of the at­
mosphere plant years ago after the 
keeper had died and the engines stop­
ped and all Barsoom was dying that 
had not already died of asphyxiation?

“Your body even was never found, 
though the men of a whole world 
sought after it for years, though the 
jeddak of Helium aud his granddaugh­
ter, your princess, offered such fabu­
lous rewards that even princes o£ royal 
blood joined in the search.

“There was but one conclusion to 
reach when all efforts to locate you 
had failed—that you had taken the 
long, last pilgrimage down the mys­
terious river Iss to await in the valley 
Dor upon the shores of the lost sea of 
ICorus the beautiful Dejah Thoris, your 
princess.

“Why you had gone none could 
guess, for your princess still lived”— 

“Thank heaven!” I interrupted him. 
“I did not dare to ask you, for I feared 
I might have been too late to save her. 
She was very low when I left her in 
the royal gardens of Tardos Mors that 
long gone night—so very low that I 
scarcely hoped even then to reach the 
atmosphere plant before her dear spirit 
had fled from me forever. And she 
lives still!”

“She lives, John Carter!”
“You have not told me where we 

are,” I reminded him.
“We are where I expected to find 

you, John Carter—and another. Many 
years ago you heard the story of the 
woman who taught me the thing that 
green Martians are reared to hate— 
the woman who taught me to love. 
You know the cruel tortures and the 
awful death her love won for her at 
the hands of the beast Tal Hajus.

“She, I thought, awaited me by the 
lost sea of Korus.”

“You know that it was left for a man 
from another world—for yourself, 
John Carter—to teach this cruel Thark 
what friendship la, and you, I thought, 
also roamed the care free valley Dor.

“Thus were the two I most longed 
for at the end of the long pilgrimage I 
must take some day, and so as the 
time had elapsed which Dejah Thoris 
had hoped might bring you once more 
to her side—for she has always tried to 
believe that you had but temporarily
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"This, John Carter, is—heaven.”

returned to your oWn planet—I at last 
gave way to my great yearning, and a 
month since I started upon the jour­
ney the end of which you have this 
day witnessed. Do you understand 
now where you are, John Carter?"

“And that was the river Iss, empty­
ing into the lost sea of Koras, in the 
valley Dor?” I asked.

“This is the valley of love and peace 
and rest to which every Barsoomian 
since time immemorial has longed to 
pilgrimage at the end of a life of hate 
aud strife and bloodshed,” he replied. 
“This, John Carter, is—heaven.”

His tone was cold and ironical, its 
bitterness but reflecting the terrible 
disappointment he had suffered. Such 
a fearful disillusionment, such a blast­
ing of lifelong hopes and aspirations, 
such an uprooting of old age tradition, 
might have excused a vastly greater 
demonstration on the part of the 
Thark.

I laid my hands upon his shoulder.
“I am sorry,” I said, nor did there 

seem anything else to say.
“Think, John Carter, of the count­

less billions of Barsoomians who have 
taken the voluntary pilgrimage down 
this cruel river since the beginning of 
time, only to fall into the ferocious 
clutches of the terrible creatures that 
today assailed us.

“There is an ancient legend that 
once a red man returned from the 
banks of the lost sea of Korns, re­
turned from the valley Dor, back 
through the mysterious river Iss. The 
legend has It that he narrated a fear­
ful blasphemy of horrid brutes that in­
habited a valley of wondrous loveli­
ness, brutes that pounced upon each 
Barsoomian as he terminated his pil­
grimage and devoured him upon the 
banks of the lost sea, where he had 
looked to find love and peace ana nap- 
piness.

“But the ancients killed the blas­
phemer, as tradition has ordained that 
any shall be killed who return from 
the bosom of the river of mystery.

“But now we know that it was no 
blasphemy, that the legend is a true, 
one and that the man told only of what 
he saw. What docs It profit us, John 
Carter, since even should we escape we 
also would be treated as blasphemers? 
We are between the wild thoat of cer­
tainty and the mad zitidar of fact We 
can escape neither.”

“As earth men say, we are between 
the devil and the deep sea, Tars Tar­
kas,” I replied, nor could I help but 
smile at our dilemma.

“There is nothing we can do but take 
things as they come and at least have 
the satisfaction of knowing that what­
ever race or horde slays us eventually 
will have great numbers of dead to 
count

“But about yourself, John Carter,” 
he cried at last “If you have not beèn 
here all these years, where indeed have 
you been, and how Is it that I find you 
here today?”

“I have been back to earth,” I re­
plied. “For ten long earth years I have 
been praying and hoping for the day 
that would carry me once more to this 
grim old planet of yours, for which, 
with all its cruel and terrible customs, 
I feel a bond of sympathy and love 
even greater than for the world that 
gave me birth.

“For ten years I have, been enduring 
a living death of uncertainty and doubt 
as to whether Dejah Thoris lived. 
Now, for the first time in all these 
years, my prayers have been answered 
and my doubt relieved.

“Yet I find myself, through a cruel 
fate, In the one tiny spot of all Bar­
soom from which there Is apparently 
no escape and if there Is at a price 
which would put out forever the last 
flickering hope which I may cling to of 
seeing my princess again.

“Only a bare half hour before I saw 
you battling with the plant men 1 was 
standing in the moonlight upon the 
banks of a broad river that taps the 
eastern shore of earth’s most blessed 
land. I have answered you, my friend 
Do you believe?”

“I believe,” replied Tars Tarkas, 
“though I cannot understand.”

As we talked I had been searching 
the Interior of the chamber with my 
eyes. It was perhaps 200 feet In length 
and half as broad, with what appeared 
to be a doorway In the center of the 
wall directly opposite that through 
which we had entered.

As I extended my hand to search for 
the controlling button that cruel and 
mpeUing.lflugh rang out once more bo

close to me this time that r intTrttI 
rily shrank back, tightening my 
upon the hilt of my great sword.

And then from the far corner of \ 
great chamber a hollow voice chant 
“There Is no hope, there Is no hope; ! 
dead return not, the dead return 
nor la there any resurrection. Hog 
not, for there Is no hope.”

Though our eyes Instantly turned I 
ward the spot from which tho volt 
seemed to emanate, there was no 
In sight, and I must admit that cd 
shivers played along my spine and 1 
short hairs at the base of my he 
stiffened and rose up, as do those up 
a hound's neck when In the night 
eyes see those uncanny things whlci 
are hidden from the sight of man.

Quickly I walked toward the mou 
ful voice, but it had ceased ere I read! 
ed the farther wall, and then from 
other end of tho chamber came anot! 
voice shrill and piercing.

“Fools, fools!” it shrieked. “Thli 
ye to defeat the eternal laws of II 
and death? Would cheat tlio mystei 
ous Issus, goddess of death, of he 
just dues? Did not her mighty me 
songer, the ancient Iss, bear ye up 
her leaden bosom at your own behes 
to the valley Dor? Think ye, O fooli 
that Issns will give up her ownl 
Think ye to escape whence in all th 
countless ages but a single soul ha 
fled?

“Go back the way ye came, to th 
merciful maws of the children of 
tree of life or the gleaming fangs 
the great white apes. There lies spee 
surcease from suffering. But insist i 
your rash purpose to thread the gold 
en cliffs of tho mouiitains of Ob 
past the ramparts of the Impregnabl# 
fortresses of the holy theras, ana 
npon your way death in its mos# 
frightful form will overtake you.”

And then the awful laugh broke ou# 
from another part of the chambef. /t

“Most uncannÿ,” I remarked, tunti 
lng to Tars Tarkas.

“What shall we do?” he asked. “W# 
cannot fight empty air. I would al* 
most rather return and face foes tat# 
whose flesh I may feel my blade bitef 
and know that I am selling my Ilf# 
dearly, than go down to that obllvio#| 
which is evidently the fairest and mos# 
desirable eternity that mortal man ha» 
the right to hope for.” (j

“If, as you say, we cannot flgh# 
empty air, Tars Tarkas,” I replied^, 
“neither, on tho other hand, can ©mptjf 
air fight us. I shall not.be turûed baefl 
by wind, who have faced and co»e 
quered in my time thousands of sinew# 
warriors and tempered blades, noc 
shall you, Thark.” > J

“But unseen voices may emanat# 
from unseen mid unseeable creature# 
who wield Invisible blades,” ans were# 
the green warrior.

“Hot, Tars Tarkas!” I cried. “Thoi 
voices come from beings as real as yoii 
or I. In their veins flows blood that 
may be.let as easily as ours. The facÇ 
that they remain Invisible to us la th# 
best proof to my mind that they ar# 
mortal, nor overly courageous mortal# 
nt that. Think you, Tars Tarkas, that 
John Carter will fly at the first shrieli* 1 
of a cowardly foe who dare not com# 
out into the open and face a goo# 
blade I” i

hosiJ
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Soldiers’ Day, Watford, Aug. 20» 
Reserve the date.

A Sure Corrective of Flatulency.— 
When the undigested food lies in the 
stomack it throws of gasses causing pains 
and oppression in the stomachic region. 
The belching or eructation of these gases 
is offensive and the only way to prevent 

t them is to restore the stomach to proper 
action. Parmelee’s Vegetable Pills will 
do this. Simple directions go with each 
packet and a course of them taken 
systematically is certain to effect a cure,

Humiu life offers in nothing else so 
beautiful as real friendship; not love, not 
prosperity, not fame, are so fair, so 
precious. So foster it! Let no distrust, 
no absence, no difference of environment, 
dim its luster. Let death itself be power­
less to rob you of its sweetness! Never 
break it, never lose it; it is the sweetest 
touch of mortal lite.

Sores Heal Quickly.—Have you a per­
sistent sore that refuses to heal ? Then, 
try Dr. Thomas’ Eclectrlc Oil in the 
dressing. It will stop slouthing, carry 

, away the proud flesh, draw out the pus 
and prepare a clean way for the new 
skin. It is the recognized healer among 
oils and myriads of people can certify 
that it healed where other oils tailed 
utterly. m

We must remember that success in 
! war, as in nearly everything else, invari­

ably goes to those who show the great­
est determination, and who can best set 
their teeth. That is a remark that applies 
not merely to the soldier and sailor, but 
to the people at home from the highest 
to the lowest.

Soldiers’ Day, Watford, Aug. 20. 
Reserve the date.
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