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 RUEUMATISH FUR-
OVER 16 YEARS

Mo Retir Of Tho Troul
Since Taking “Frit2-tires”

108 Crwnca Sr., Mowrssar. ()
“I was a great sufferer from "ﬁm?
malism for over 16 years. 1¢o
specialists; fook medicine; used
lotions; but mothing did me good.

ThenIbegan to use “Fruit-a-tives”,
and in 15 days the pain was easier
and the Rheumatism muech better.
Gradually, “Fruit-a-tives” overcame
my Rheumalism; and now, for five
years, I have had no return of the
frouble. I cordially recommend this
fruit medieine to all sufferers.”

P, H. Me HUGH,

50c a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size 25c.
At all dealers or sent postpaid by
Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.

\NSURANCE

H. HUME.

AGRNT POB
¥IRE, ACOIDENT AND SIOK BENEVIT
COMPANIES.
REPRESENTING
Five 0id and Reliable Fire Insurance
Companies
v your property insured
o{rlno: ..ln lf KU&E and get his -ates.
——eALSO AGEN VOR——

P. R. Telegraph and Canada Permanent
Loan ana 8sving Oo.

Tioket Agent For C.P. R.—Ticket
to all points in Manitobs, Northwes
and British Oolumbis

"THE LAMBTON
Farmers’ Mutual Fire Insur
ance Company.

(lnablllhed in 1875)

JOHNEW. KINGSTON PRESIDENY
JAMES SMITH VICR-PRESIDENT
ALBERT G. MINIELLY DIRECTOR
THOMAS LITHGOW DIRECTOR
©UILFORD BUTLER DIRECTIOR
JOHN PETER McVICAR DIRECTOR
JOHN COWAN K. L. SOLICITOR

*F. ELLIOT
ionERT 1. WHITE}"‘E INSPECTORS
g‘LEXMgAMIEESON AUDITORS
ivlc WILLOUGHEY, MANAGER AND

atford. SEC.-TREASURER

PETER McPHEDRAN, Wanstead P,

Agent torWarwick and Plympton.

@ ELLIOTT g% o

Yonge and Charles Sts., Toronto.

©ives superior training for positions as
stenographers, pn\'nte secretaries, ac-
<countants, office assistants, commercial
teachers. Demand for our graduates
more than ten times our supply. Open
all year. KEnter any time, Write for
eatalogue, :

W. J. ELLIOTT, Principal.

Winter Term From Jan. 5th

RATFORD, ONT.

Western - Ontario’s largest
and best Commercial School.
We give thorough courses
and have experienced instruc-
tors in Commercial, Short-
hand and Telegraphy depart-
ments. We assist graduates
to positions. Write for our
free catalogue. It may in-
terest you.

D. A. McLACHLAN, Prineipal.

¥

Five nice young roan bull calves
for sale., Can also spare a ‘few
young efves: still have a few dork-
ings and black leghorn ‘cockerels
left at prices you can afford to pay.
Get 1nto the breeds that will lay
when egg prices are high,

ED de GEX, Kerwood P.0.

S Mi%\w == s

CRANDTRUNK 22 5vead
TIME TABLE
Trains leave Watford Station as follows:
GOING WEST

Accommodation, 75......8 44 a.m,
Chicago Express,13......12 34 p.m.
Accommodation, ...... 8 44 p.m
GOING EAST
Accommodation, 80 ..... 788 a.m.
New York Expreu 6,211 16 am.
Accommodation, 12.. . 4 20 p.m.
C. Vail Agent Watfors
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If Joseph Stagg had obeyed the pre-
cept of his little nlece on this particu-
lar afternoon and had been *“looking
ap,” instead of having his nose in the
big ledger, making out monthly state-
ments, he might have discovered the
coming storm in season to withdraw
his permission to Chet to take Caro-
lyn May out on the Tce,

It was always dark enough in the
little back office in winter for the hard-
ware dealer to have a lamp burning. Se
he did not notice the snow flurry that
had taken Sunrise Cove in its arms
until he chanced to walk out te the
front of the store for needed exercise.

“I declare to man, it's smewing!™

muttered Joseph Stagg. “Thought we'd |

got through with that for this season.”

He opened the store door. There was
a chill, clammy wind, and the snow
was damp and packed ‘quickly under
foot.

“Hum! If that Chet Gormley were
here now, he might be of some use for
once,” thought Mr. Stagg.

Suddenly he bethought him of the
errand that had taken the boy away
from the store.

“Hey, Stagg!” shouted a shepkeeper
from over the way, who had likewise
come to the door, “did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”’ asked Joseph Stagg,
puzzled,

“There she goes again! That'l ice,
old man. She's breaking up. We'll
have spring with us in no time now.”

The reverberating crash that had
startled Chet Gormley had startied Jo-
seph Stagg as well.

“My goodness!” gasped the hard-
ware dealer, and he started Instantly
away from the store, bareheaded as he
was, without locking the door behind
him—something he had never done be-
fore, since he had established himself
in business on the main street of Sum«
rise Cove.

Just why he ran he could scarcely
have explained. Of ceurse, the chil.
dren had not gone out in this smow«
storm! Mrs, Gormley-—little sense as

e

For Asthma and Ca!anb —-It is one of
the chief recommendations of Dr. Thom-
as’ Ecleetric Oil that it can be used in-
ternally with as much success as it can
outwardly. Sufferers trom asttima and
catarrh will find that the Oul when used
according to diregtions will give immedi-
ate relief. ' M erers from these
ailments have found relief in the Oil and
have sent testimonials, m

¢ ley,” she commanded.

“Where's That Plagued Boy?”

he belleved the seamstress possessed—
would net have allowed thewm to ven-
ture.

Yet, why had Chet not returned?

He quickened his pace. He was run-
ning—slipping and sliding over the we?
snow—when he turned into the street
on which his store boy and his wid-
owed mother lived.

Mrs. Gormley saw him /coming from
the windows of the tiny front room.

Mr. Stagg plunged into the little
house, head down, and belligerent.

“Where’s that plagued boy?’ he de-
manded. “Don’t tell me he's taken
Hannah’s Car’lyn eut on the cove in
this storm 1"

' *“But—you told him he could!®
wailed the widow.

“What if I did? I didn’t know ’twas
going to snow like this, did 1?”

“But it wasn’'t snowin’ when they
went,” said Mrs. Gormley, plucking up
some little spirit. “I'm sure it wasn't
Chetwood’s fault. Oh, dear!”

“Woman,” groaned Joseph Stagg, “it
doesn’t matter whose fault it is—or if
it's anybody’'s fault. The mischief's
done. The ice is breaking up. It's
drifting out of the inlet.”

Just at this moment an unexpected
voice broke into the discussion.

“Are you positive they went out on
the cove to slide, Mrs. Gormley?”

“Oh, yes, I be, Mandy,” answered
the seamstress. “Chet said he was
goin’ there, and what Chet says he'll
do, he always does.”

“Then the ice has broken away and
they have been carried out into the
lake,” groaned Mr, Stagg.

Maady Parlow, came quickly to the
little hall.

“Perhaps not, Joseph,” she said,
speaking directly to the hardware deal-
er. “It may be the storm. It snows so
fast they would easily get turned
around—be unable to Lnd the shore.”

Another reverberating crash echoed
from the cove. Mrs. Gormley wrung
her hands.

“Oh, my Chet! Oh, my Chet!” she
wailed, “He'll be drowned!”

“He won’t be, if he’s got any sense,”
snapped Mr, Stagg. “I'll get some men
and we'll go after them.”

“Call the dog, Joseph Stagg. Call the
dog,” advised Miss Amanda.

“Heh? Didn’t Prince go with 'em?”

“QOh, yes, he did,” wailed Mrs. Gorm-
ley.

“Call the dog, just the same,” re-
peated Amanda Parlow. “Prince will
bear you and bark.”

“God bless you! So he will,” cried
Mr. Stagg. You've got more sense
thar! any of us, Mandy.”

“And I'll have the chapel bell rung,”
she said.

“Huh ! what’s that for?"

“The wind will carry the sound out
across the cove. The boy, Chet, will
recognize the sound of the bell and it
will give him an idea of where home
is.”

“You do beat all!” exclaimed Joseph
Stagg, starting to leave the house.

“Find a cap of Chet's, Mrs. Gorm-
“Don’t you see
Mr. Stagg has no hat? He'll catch his
death of cold.”

“Why, I never thought!” He turned
to speak directly to Miss Amanda, but
she had gone back into the room and
was putting on her outer wraps. Mrs.
Gormlew red-eyed and weeping,
brought the cap.

Mr. Stagg plunged down the steps
and kept on down the hill to the water
front. There was an eating-place here
where the waterside characters congre-
gated, and Mr, Stagg put his head in
at the door.

“Some of you fellers, come out with
me on the ice and look for a little girl
—and a boy and a dog;” said Mr. Stagg..
“Like enough, they're lost in this storm.
And the ice 18 going out.” ; 1

They all rushed out of the eating-
house and down to the nearest dock.
Even the cook went, for he chanced to
know Carelyn May. -

“And let me tell you, she’s ene fare
little kid,” he declared, out of Mr.
Stagg's hearing. “How she come to be
-=lated to that hard-as-nails Joe Stagg

Is & puzmer.- ¢

The hardware dealer might deserve
this title in ordinary ‘imes, but-tlls
was one occasion when he plainly dis-
played emotion,

Hannah's Car'lyn, the little child he
had learned to l6ve, was somewhere on
the ice In the driving storm. He
would have rushed blindly out on the
rotten ice, barehanded and alone, had
the others not halted him,

Joseph Stagg stood on the déck and
shouted at the top of his voice:

“Prince! Prince! Princel”

The wind must have carried his
voice a long way out across the cove,
but there was no reply.

Yhen, suddenly, the clear silver uine
of a bell rang out. Its pitch carried
through the storm startlingly clear.

There was a movement out in the
cove. One fleld of ice crashed against
another. Mr, Stagg stiffed a moan
and was one of the first to climb down
to the level of the ice.

“Have a care, Joe,” somebody
warned him, “This enow on the ice
will mask the holes and flssures some-
thing scandalous.”

But Joe Stagg was reckless of his
own safety. He started out into the
snow, shouting again:

“Prince! Prince! Here, boy! Here,
boy 1"

There was no answering bark.

The clanging of the chapel bell was
a comforting sound. Joseph Stagg did
pot know that, unable to find the sex-
ton, Amanda Parlow had forced the
church door and was tugging at the
rough rope herself.

Back and forth she rang the iron
clapper, and it was no uncertain note
that clanged across the storm-driven
cove that afternoon. It was not work
to which Carolyn May's “pretty lady”
was used. ‘Her shoulders soon ached
and the palms of her hands were raw
and bleeding. But she continued to
toll the bell without' a moment's sur
cease—on and on, till her brain swam
and her breath came chokingly from
her lungs,

“Joe! Joe!"” she muttered each time
that she bore down on the bell rope,
and the iron tongue shouted the word
for her, far across the snow-blotted
cove.

Carolyn May was not the first of the
trio caught out on the moving ice to be
frightened. Perhaps because she had
such unbounded faith in the good in-
tentions of everbody toward her, the
child could not imagine anything real
1y hurting her.

“Oh, isn’t this fun!" she crowed,

bending her head before the beating of
the storm. “Do hang on, Princey.”

But Princé. could not hang on so
well, now that they faced the wind. He
slipped off the sled twice, and that de-
layed them. Under his skates, Chet
could fesl the ice heave, while the
resonant cracks followed each other
like a fillefire of musketry.

“Goodness me!” gasped Carolyn
May, “the ice seems to be going all to
pleces, Chet. I hope it won’t till we
get back to the shore.”

“I'm hopin’ that, too,” returned the
boy.

He had quickly realized that they
were in peril, but he would not let
Carolyn May see that he was fright-
ened—no, indeed!

The boy unstrapped the skates swift-
Iy. He had a very good reason for re-
moving them. If the ice was breaking
up into floes, he might skate right off
into the water, being unable to halt
quickly enough, if on the steel runners,

He now plodded on, head down, drag-
ging the sled and the ehild, with Prince
slipping and scratching along beside
them,

Suddenly he came to open water. It
was 80 bread a channel that he could
not hope to leap it; and, of course, he
could not get the sled and the little
girl across,

“My!” cried Carolyn May, “that
place wasn’t here when we came out,
was it, Chet? It must have just come
here.”

“I don’t think it was here before™
admitted the boy.

Suddenly a sound reached their ears
that startled both; it even made Prince
prick up his ears and listen. Then the
dog sat up on his haunches and began
to howl.

“Oh, don't Prince!” gasped Carolyn
May, “Who ever told you you could
sing, just because you hear a church
bell ringing?”’

“That’s the chapel bell!” cried Chet
Gormley. “Now I'm sure I'm right.
But we must get around this open

patch in the water.”

He set off along the edge of the open
water, which looked black and angry.
The ice groaned and cracked in a
threatening way. He was not sure
whether the floe they were on had com-
pletely broken away from the great
mass of ice in the cove angd fwas ai-
ready driftifg out into tieTake or not,

Haste, however, he lzuew was im-
perative, The tolling of the chapel
bell coming faintly down the wind,
Chet drew the sled swiftly along the
edge of the opening, the dogz trotting
along beside them, whining. Prince
plainly did not appreve of this.

“Here it is I” shouted the boy in sud-
den joy. “Now we'll be 'all right,
Car'lyn May!”

“Ob. I'm 80 2lmi. Chet” sald the Tit-

ey
% girl. “For I'm getting reai cowq, Q
th1s snow makes me all wet.”

““eep up your heart, Car’lyn May,™
ne pegged. “I guess we'll get w
all right now.”

“Oh, T'm not really afraid,” the Htth*
girl answered. “Only I'd really like te-
be on shore.”

Chet hastened on toward the soumd
of the tolling bell, sharply on the
watch for other breaks in the iee.

Here was another—a wide-spreading
crevasse fllled with black water, Chet!
had no idea to which direction he:
should turn. And, indeed, it seemed Iﬂ»
him as though the opening was m'-
ing wider each moment, The ice -;
which they stood must be eompm
severed from that further up in the llv
let!

The boy had become frlnt.‘,
Carolyn May had little idea of thvelat
danger. Prince sat up and howled. I
seemed to the boy as though they werw
in desperate straits, indeed.

“You've got to be a brave ghg
Car'lyn May,” he said.  “T'm goin’ te
swim across this place and then
you over. You stick to the sled
you won't gcarcely get wet even.”

“Oh, Chet! don't you dare g
drownd-ed !” begged Carolyn May, tere
rified now by the situation.

He turned a bright face, on her a#
he struck out for the edge of the ethes
ice floe. Chet might not have been the:
wisest boy who ever lived, but he
brave, in the very best sense of

word. !
“Don't worry about me,
May,” he chattered.

The desperate chill of the water
most stopped the boy’s heart, !

Three strokes took him across the
patch of open water. !

“We'll be all right In a min
Car'lyn May!” he called, climbing
his feet.

And then he discovered somethi
that almost stunned him. The line
had looped around his wrist had sll'pd
off! He had no way of reaching thé
rope attached to the sled save by
crossing back through the water. !

Chet felt that he could not do it. |

“Oh, Chet! Chet!” walled Cmb.
May, “you've dropped my rope!” |

What he should do, poor Chet coull
not think. His braln seemed comé
pletely clouded. '

But what was the little girl deimg®
He saw her hauling in on the wet rope
and she seemed to be speaking i
Prince, for he stoed directly
her, his ears erect, his tail agm
By and by he barked sharply.

“Now, Princey I"” Chet heard her

She thrust the end of the rope
the dog’s jaws and waved her ::i
hand.tewards the open water .nd
unhappy Chet beyond it.

Prince sprang around, faced u
strait of black water, shaking the end
of the rope vigorously. Chet saw whaf
she meant and he shrieked to the

“Come on. Prince! Come on,
dog! Here, sir!”

Prince could not bark his reply
the rope in 1is jaws, but he
into the v .i»r and swam
toward Chc:.

He stoop ' .nd seized the dog’s
legs when Lc came near and
him seramble out on the Ice. The eﬂ
of the rope was safely in his gnq
again,

“My goodness! My goodness! ‘
could sing a hallelujah!” decl
Chet, his eyes streaming now. *
on, now, Car’lyn May! I'm goin’
drag you across. You hang right
to that sled.” 1|

“Oh, I'll cling to it, Chet,” decl
the little girl. “And do take me

He Turned a Bright Face on Her &
He Struck Out for the Edge of thg
Other Ice Floe. 4

!
this ice, quick, for I think it's floatimg
out with me,”

Chet drew on the rope, the sle@
moved forward and plunged, with jusg
| & little spiash, into the pook
In a few seconds he had “snaked™®
the sled to the edge of the ice flog
| on which he stood. He picked the sobe
bing Carolyn May off the sled andl’
hen lifted that up too. The little #ﬂ.
 was wet below her waist.

(Continued on next page.)




