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SUFFERED FROM

VIOLENT CATHARTICS

The Warning of Mr. Geo. C.
Fox Is One That Should
Be Heeded by All

Few men on the road are better
known than genial George Fox, whose
friends throughout the West are legion
Jn the following letter he expresses
gratitude for signal services rendered
by Dr. Hamilton’s Pills. He goes on to
say: “Until I used Dr. Hamilton’s
Pills and experienced their wonderful
mildness and curative power, I esti-
mated the value of every pill by its
activity. Talking about this to a well-
known physician I met on the train
the other day. he explained there are
different kinds of drugs that act upon
the bowels, the most agtive being
known as drastic. Except in extreme
cases whére the life of the patient
depends upon
the bowels, pills should never be dras-
tic. Purgatives cause catarrh of the
bowels and inflammation; their dose
must be increased, causing even more
harm. With such a clear explanation
I could see why Dr. Hamilton’'s Pills
are curative and not irritating, why
they are mild, yet most searching.

“From my experience I recommend
everyone that takes pills to give up
the old-fashioned harsh, purging pill,
and, instead, to use Dr. Hamilton’s.
They cure headache, biliousness, con-
stipation, bad stomach, and keep the
system in perfect condition.”

Refuse any substitute for Dr. Ham-
flton’s Pills; sold for 256c., all dealers,
or The Catarrhozone Co., Kingston,
Ont.

Dr. Hamilton’s Pills
“Cure Constipation
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RICHARD BROCK & SON
AGENTS FORy
International

Machinery »v Engines

AN Kinds of Implements
furnished on short notice.
Gasoline Engines
suitable for all kinds of work.
BAKER AMD CARGILL
LIGHTNING RODS
BUGGIES AND CARRIAGES
CREAM SEPARATORS

The best goods on the miarket at the
closest prices.

Agent for the Celebrated

PAGE WIRE FENCE |

30 years’ expex:ience in auctioneering,
Yambton and Middlesex licenses,
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
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1 REBECCA'S
B WEAVING
E A Story of Little River E
% e 3
By CLARISSA MACKIE .

In the weaving shed under the wal-
nut tree, Rebecca Oswald sat with idle
hands before the big loom. There was
a pungent smell of green walnuts and
the peculiar odor of rankly growing
hollyhocks that latticed the window
with fluted pink cups.

Rebecca’s lips were curved in a
bitter smile as she dreamed in the
mellow gloom of the shed. Her slender
form, erect and motionless, was sharply
| outlined against the light.

Within the shed everything was im-
maculately clean and fresh with the
penetrating odor of cedar shingles.
The big loom filled one end of the
room with its massive frameyork, and
in the corners were rolls of rag carpet
| and several baskets filled with bright
hued rag strips.

Maria Oswald paused in the door-
way, her round eyes peering sharply
at her sister’s tense profile. ‘“Rebec-
ca, what the land are you doing?’ she
asked sharply.

Rebecca started and turned her head,
“] wasn’t doing anything, Maria. I was
resting awhile.”

The older sister advanced and sat
down in a chair near the loom; het
keen eyes searched Rebecca’s sen-
' gitive faee and her own reddened with.
indignation. “I saw Ida Benjamin’s
boy coming out of the gate. What did
he want?” she demanded.

“He brought some rags; his mother
wants some mats made—for Hdna,”
said Rebecca quletly.

“Of course you won’t make them,”
protested Maria.

“I must—If I don’t, Ida will say itd
because of Edna marrying Myron.”

“If that ain’t just like Ida Benja-
min—the spitefulest critter that ever
drew breath! Why didn’t she take the
rags down to Peterkin?” Suddenly
Maria’s disturbed countenance became
an urbane mask. “Don’t you dare cry,
Rebecca Oswald,” she added fiercely;
“she’s coming now!”

A shadow darkened the doorway,
and Ida Benjamin entered. She was
a tall, strongly built woman, with
colorless hair rolled stifly away from
her sallow skinned face. Cold blue
eyes were set unpleasantly close to a
prominent nose hooked above a bitter
mouth. She carried herself with the
proud insolence of one whose weapons
are always unsheathed. Ida Benja-
wmin’s keenest weapon of attack and
defense lay behind the even rows of
her false teeth. Now she rustled for-
ward with an amplitude of starched
skirts.

“Busy as a bee, Rebecca. I declare
you're always at it, ain’t you? i
take this chair, Maria. You needn’t
get up.” She beamed amiably upon
the sisters.

Rebecca removed her foot from the
treadle and turned to the newcomer.
“Robbie brought the rags, Ida. What
color warp do you want?” i

“White, I guess. Do you think you
can get them done by the 1st ofi Octo-
ber? They are for Edna’s new house
and”— She paused significantly.

“Why not take them down to Peter
kin? He’s starving for work, and Re-
becca’s got all she can do,” interpo-
lated Maria acidly.

“] want nobody but Rebecca should
touch them,” protested Ida Benjamin.
“Being Edna’s wedding outfit, they are
very special, and Rebecca makes such
| pretty mats.”

“Very well, Ida; I can make them.
There's plenty of time before the 1st
of October. Tell me how you want
them made,” said Rebecca quietly.

While the two women discussed the
making of the rugs—or *“mats,” as they
are called in Little River—Maria arose
and silently left the weu ing shed. '

Alone with Rebecca Oswald, Mrs.
Benjamin dropped the ball of rags she
| had been displaying to the weaver
! and leaned back in her chair. “Well,

Rebecca, I hope you don't hold any

hard feeling toward me and Edna,”

she said, with a malicious smile.

“We never have been Intimate
friends, Ida; you know that,” said Re-
becca proudly, “but why do you imag-
ine that [ should feel any especial en-
mity toward you now?”

For an instant Ida Benjamin’s sallow
face reddened; then, as if Rebecca’s
question offered an opening for which
she had long waited, the color left her
cheeks sallow and strained, and she
spoke coldly and deliberately:

“You needn't pretend you ¢on't mind

! losing Myron White after keeping com-
pany with him for five years. of
course he's older than Edna, but the

| very minute he set eyes on her he lost
| his Heart. You can't blame him, Re-
becca; Edna’s so young and fresh, and
you—and me. too—arg not 23 young as

|
i
|
|

we used to be. There; you needn’t red-
den np and look so prond. Rebecca.
You might as well Jook the truth in the
face as to pretend you don’t care.”
{ “Have you got anything more to
say ?” asked Rebecca icily.

1da Benjamin hesitated. An eager
question had burned ‘her tongue for
five years. To her coarse grained mind
there was no indelicacy in the asking
of such a question, but she did shrink
from Rebecea’s answer. She felt in:
stinctively that Rebecea Oswald would
speak nothing but the truth. Her eager-
ness now found vent in the question.

“Sarah Quigley says that years ago,
before 1 married Jonah Benjamin. he
courted you and wanted to marry you,

I told her it wasp't so und that he uoy
er appeared to like you, but just the
same it spoiled all my wmourning To
fim. I haven’t been to the cemetery
since she told me that, Did he ask ron
to marry him?' lda Benjamin's vuice
sank to a low tone of bitter anguish,
and her harsh face was distorted with
an effort for control. She leaned for-
ward, her eyes fixed on Rebecca’s face.

“That’'s why you've been so hateful
to me the last five years—because
you're jealous of that?” asked Rebecca
pityingly.

The other woman flared fercely.
“I’'m not jealous, not a mite, but I can’t
have it that way."”

Now the power was in Rebecca’s
hands. She could flay lda Benjamin's
suffering heart with a detailed account
of how the defunct Jonah bad in his
youth wooed her. His doglike devotion,
his obstinate refusal to take *no” for
an answer, had been a village jest.
These facts were weapons in Rebecca's
hands. “With them she might avenge
herself upon this woman who had de-
prived her of the man she loved and
destroyed her happiness through.somse
long cherished jealousy.

Ida Benjamin was waiting for Re-
becca’s answer, hoping it would be a
denial that she might carry forth to
cbnfound her fellow busybodies, with
whom she waged alternate war and
peace and in whose midst reputations
were won and lost in an hour.

All at once Rebecca seemed to see
down_ into Ida Benjamin’s sordid little
‘ souwl, and a revulsion of feeling swept

over her. A strange light came into

ner eyes as she looked at the woman
ksmndlug there so curiously subdued

and expectant, suffering tortures ot
1 jealousy, and she was filled with pity.

Then it was that Rebecca Oswuald
spoke to her enemy and told her first
lie. “Jonah came to see me a few
times, Ida, but 1 guess he got tired of
me. | want you to bear in mind he
never asked me to marry him.” Re-
becca was quite pale when she coo-
cluded.

The other woman sighed relievedly.
Her head went up with her accustomed
insolence. *I1 never helieved a word of
it, Rebecca. I knew Sarah Quigly was
lying. 1 suppose you're willing to re-
peat that before her?”

“1 think 1 have said enough,” re-
plied Rebecca wearily. The sunshine
had faded from the pond, and the
shadows seemed reflected in her face.

“I’ll have to be going now.” Mrs.
Benjamin stood in the doorway looking
down at the weaver, a curious hesi-
tancy in her harsh voice and a strange
expression mingled with the trinmph
in her hard eyes. It was almost as if
ghe felt sorry for Rebecca Oswald.

When Rebecca was alone she stared
through the lattice of hollyhocks. with
a strange sense of desolation. It had
been a hard day. The pressure of hu-
| miliation had been strong upon ber,

and she had suffered. All at once she

| beat her fists upon the  window sill
f with a little fury of despair, *It isn't
" fair and just,” she sobbed. After

awhile she ardse and closed the win-
| dow. Touching the loom with oune
| slender hand, she looked down' at the
| maze of purple warp blurring before
| her eyes.

| *1 suppose pepple’s lives are like rag
carpetf-some’s plain, some’s striped
i and others are just ‘hit or miss,’ with
lots of bright colors. Mine's been in
stripes, with lots of gray and black in
between for trouble. I guess it has
stopped now just as 1 was beginning a
beautiful stripe, thinking all the rest
of the carpet was going to be that rosy
color. But I've got to keep on weav-
ing. 1It’ll be drab colored for awhile
until 1 get some sense into me.” She
dashed away the tears and straight-
ened proudly. “I’ve got to weave those
mats for Ida Benjamin, I've got to
make them so as to pay me back for
telling that le.”

The door flew open with startling
suddenness, and Myron White stood
there, handsome, black eyed and with
black brows meeting in a heavy frown.
His attitude was one of mingied shame
and defiance.

“Rebecca, Maria was down to the
store, and she told me that Ida Benja-
min had brought mats for you to make.
Where are they—here?” At Rebecca’s
nod of assent Myron bent down and
swept Mrs. Benjamin’s bags of rag
balls into his arms and deposited them
in a wheelbarrow he had left outside
the door. Then he came back and
faced Rebecca in the gathering gloom
l of the weaving shed.

“I'm a doggoned fool,” he sald bitter-
1y. “I've gone and cut myself off from

the only woman I ever wanted to mar-
ry just because—oh, I've got to tell it
so’s to do right by you, Rebecca. You
know 1 was getting up courage to ask
you to marry me when Ida Benjamin
got after me. I don’t know what she
meant by it, but she said Edna was
dying for love of me. Well, what
could I do? When Maria told me you
was going to weave mats for us I just
made up my mind I'd be a man, so I'vé
been and told little Bidna all about it—
that if you won’t have me I don’t card
whether anybody else does or not. And
she was just as glad as I was—sald she
was planning to elope with Lance Way-«
land anyway, and she said she hated
me &nd my old rag mats. I can't trust
myself to talk to Ida Benjamin, but
I'm going to take her rags back I
won’t have you making mats for her.
I hope you'll forgive me for all the
trouble. 1 guess you never want to sed
me again.” He turned and walked dis-
piritedly toward the door. *“I don’f
suppose I deserve you should forglve
me,” he added.

Rebecca’s eyes were heavy with un.
shed tears. She who had patiently
taken up the weaving of her drab fu<
ture suddenly found her weft was rosé
and gold. All at once her restored
happiness found utterance in broked
words:

“Myron, I shall never—forgive you=<
£ you go away now.” vt
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Stop that Ktch for 25c¢.

Does it seem to you that you "can’t
stand another minute of that awful burn-
ing itch?

That it MUST be cooled ?

That you MUST have relief ?

Get a mixture of Oil of Wintergreen,
Thymol, and other soothing ingredients
as compounded only in D.D.D. Pres-
cription, e

The very first drops STOP that - awful
burning instantly.

The first drops soothe and heal.

The first drops give you a feeling of
comfort that you have not enjoyed  for
months, or perhaps years. ¥
X Take our word on 1tas your
dru ggist.

Get a §1.00 or a 25 cent
D.D. Prescription to-day.

Taylor & Son, Druggists,

local

bottle of D,

Chinese Similes.

some of the ordinary expressions of
the Ctinese are pointedly sarcastic
enough. A blustering, harmless fellow
they call “a paper tiger.” When a
man values himseif overmuch they
compare him to *“a rat falling into a
scale and weighing itself.”” Overdoing
a thing they call “a hunchback mak-
ing a bow.” A spendthrift they com-
pare to “a rocket” which goes off at
once. Those who expend their charity
on remote objects, bn; neglect thelr
families, are said to ‘‘hang a lantern
on a pole, which is seen afar, but gives
no light below.”

Her Line.
“Now vur cook has gone away I
don't knuw what we shall do.”
“l thought you toldl me your wife
was snch a good cook?”
“Not a bit of it. 1 told yon my wife
was an expert in broils,
stews.”—Baltimore American.

roasts and

rhe Potent Factor.
“Can’t 1 get a steak here and eatch
the 1 o’clock train’”
“It depends on your teeth, sir”’—
Megeendorfer Blatter.

How much the world needs kindneas!
Flow easily it is done!—Drummond.

the nervous system.
whote body intp subjection, and the
victim feels sick all over. Parmeles's
Vegetable Pills are a recognized remedy ,

This brings the

in this state and relief will follow their
use, m
Four mnew schools were built in the
East Lambton Inspectorate during the
year, viz :(—No. 13 Enniskillen, No. 7 and
11 Brooke, No. 13 Brooke and No., 8

Euphemia.

WHY HESITATE?

r
An Offer that Involves No Risk for
@ Those Who Accept It,

‘We are so positive our remedy will com
pletely relieve constipation, no matt v
chronic it may be, that we offer to fu
2t frae of all cost if it fails,
Constipation is caused by weakness of
the nerves and muscles of the larpe int
tines or descending colon. To expect a
cure you must therefore tone. up
strengthen those organs and restore then
to healthier activity.
#. We want you to try Rexall Orderli
our guarantee. They are eaten like ¢
and are particularly ideal for children,
Theyact directly on the nerves and muscles
of the bowels.. They have a neutral a
on the other organs or glands® They do
mot purge or cause any inconvenience
whatever. They.will positively overcome
chro_mc or habitudl constipation and the
myriads of associate or dependent chronic
aliments. Try Rexall Orderlies at ourrisk.
Two sizes, yoc. and 25¢. ~Sold only at our

ction

store — The Rexall Store,
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FOR THE OVERWORKED,—What are |
the causes of despondency and melan-
choly ? A disordered liver one cause |

DO YOU ENJOY EATING °

Or Does Everything You Eaf
Distress You?

Experts declare that the reasom
stomach disorders are so common im

this country is due to hasty ‘and
' careless habits of eating. St

troubles and run-down conditions
usually go together. "

John Lind, of Oneonta, N. Y., sayssl
“I have been troubled with a bad,
stomach trouble for fifteen years, and!
became so weak that I could hardlyj
walk or do any work. My appetite;
was very poor, and it seemed impos+
sible to get any relief. Since taking
two bottles of Vinol I find that it hasg
already made a remarkable imp
ment in my health; my digestion
much stronger, and I have gained inf
weight.”

Vinol makes weak stomachs stro
because it strengthens and tones
the weakened, tired and
nerves of the digestive organs.
is easily assimilated by the wi
stomachs, and is delicious to the taste,

Try a bottle of Vinol with the
understanding that your money
be returned if it does not help youw.|

T. B. Taylor & Sors, Druggists,
Watford, Ontario.
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WATFORD
MARBLE WORKS
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Monumenis, Headslones,

e e
3£ 4L 2

;'J Tablets, (Marble or Granite)
) Cut Stone for Eui dings.
N e .

4 Good Work, ! atest Designs
;‘,‘ We Employ No Agents.
|"* Patronize Home and Save
| b Agent’s Ilxpenses.

W

H . ey

N When it is necessary to have
i anything in our li S€0 US.
'.1 Our experience and personal
l; supervision are ab your service.
n -

% JOHN LIVINGSTONE,
i PROPRIETCR.
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'SOCIETIES.

ASSESSMENT SYSTEM

CANADIAN ORDER OF

FORESTERS

Organized and Incorporated 18379

Head Cffice : Brantford, Ont-

Purely Canadian.
| ™ .
| Insurance atia; Minimum Cost.

Death Rate in 1911, 5.95 per 1000,
Average in 32 y
Interest on Reserve Fund paid 150
| Death Claims of $1000 each last
year.

RESERVE FUND,

| Insurance -

Total - - -

[
! Sick and Funeral Den't
|
|
|

MEMBERSHIP OVER 82,0«

No 17 Watford !

| Court Lorne

meets second and fot
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and a prime one. A disordered liver month, Visiti 1 jaonday 1 eably
4 A onth, siting thren Invite
means a disordered stomach, and a dis- | - ren Invited,
ordered stomach means disturbance of | I. E. Collier, F. Sec. J. H, Hume,R.Se¢

Ben. Smith C. Ranger

Y ST v e e e

¥

P W. C. Browne & Son

S
- Furnitupe

Dealers
—AND— ;
Undertakers
RESIDENCE UP-STAIRS

Night Calls Promptly
Attended to. - - -

f~ E—

e S

)Q/.\___

2

e
v

A e e

(
y
g Telephone No. 21,
b

dsdoibdsa Al d

W. C. Browne & Son
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