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The finest form in which you
cdn use healing Witch Hazel
and Soothing Cucumber. It
keeps the skin white, soft and
smooth in spite of exposure or
roughering work. 25¢c a bottle,
at yourDruggist’s. 199

NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED, MONTREAL.
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| BUSINESS AND
SHORTHAND

Subjects taught by expert instructors

> “miaéki?

Y. M. C. A BLDG.,
LONDON, ONTY. - _
Students assisted to positions. College
in session from Sept. 20d. Catalogue
free. Enter any time, T e
J.W. Westervelt  J. W. \K‘esternlt. J1.
Principal | uagiered Accounai

CENTRAL
BUSINESS COLLEGE

STRATFORD, ONT.

Our registration again exceeds that
of any previous year. The boy or girl
who has not received our free cata-
logue does not know the great oppor-
tunities of Commercial life, We have
three departments — COMMERCIAL,
SHORTHAND and TELEGRAPHY, and
we offer you advantages not offered
elsewhere in Ontario. You may enter
at any time. Werite for our free cata-
logue at once.

D. A- McLACHLAN - PRINCIPAL.

RICHARD BROCK & SON

International
Machinery 20 Engines

All Kinds of Implements
furnished on short notice,
Gasoline Engines
suitable for all kinds of work.,
BAKER AMD CARGILL WINDMILLS
LIGHTNING RODS

BUGGIES AND CARRIAGES
CREAM SEPARATORS

The best goods on the market at the
closest prices,
Agext for the Celebrated =
PAGE WIRE FENCE
30 years’ experience in auctioneering.
Lambton and Middlesex li~erses,
SaTISFACTION GUARANTEED
RICHARD BROCK & SON
ORNER HURON AND MAIN STS. WATFORD

W. C. BROWNE{& SON
FUNERAL DIRECTORS

LICENSED EMBALMERS

Twenty Years' Experience.

Night and Day Calls promptly
attended to. Phone 21

Residence Above Store, Main Street, l

60 YEARS'
EXPERIENCE

L TRADE MARKS
DESIGNS

! CoPYRIGHTS &c.
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Fall Fair Dates

The Western District Fair Assodiation
Bave fixed the following dates for the
Jairs of that circuit : ;

g ) KRR RSN «+ Sept. 25-26

i COMRADE'S WIFE.

BY GORDON . JOHNSTONE

v R S T

BABRY MALONE lifted his eyes
from the carpet and stared at
the tousled head of the boy reading

‘| the newspayer.

“Did 1 hear you right, Denny?”
he asked. “Did you say Nora Rea-
gan ?” 4

Denny scanned the column and
found the paragraph.

“Yes,” he answered. ‘'‘Mrs. Nora
Reagan, East Thirty-Fourth Street.”

Malone pressed the hot ashes in
his clay pipe and rubbed the bowl
meditatively with” the palm of his
big hand.,

“Read it again, lad,” he urged soft-
ly, as his gaze returned to the flow-
ered pattern of the carpet.

The boy read it with the intona-
tion of a boy reciting a memorized
lesson at school. .

“A'young widow. Has child for
adoption. Unable tp support. Baby
eighteen months old. Irish blue
eyes. Weight twenty pounds.”

Denny laid the paper in his lap
and looked at the big man sitting on
the horsehide chair,

“Will you tear that out and give it
me, Denny ?” the man asked. The
boy complied with his request.

“Irish blue eyes?” he echoed.
“That's what Molly says you have,
Mr. Malone.”

“Sure, Molly talks more than her
neighbors,” smiled Malone, “when
John Curley’s not round. I'll be

. telling Johnny myself, if she don’t be
| minding her tongue.”’

“Johnny’s coming to-night,” the
boy returned.

“Johnny’s coming every night and
all day Sundays. It’s another brother
you'll be having soon, Denny."”

Barry Malone boarded with the
Murphy family, and knew, as he said
himself, ““the ins and outs of it.”

Night after night. he had seen
Johnny Curley and Molly on the
steps of the flat, and it was easy
enough, as he once told Molly, to
"'see the nose on your face.”

Crossing the room, he picked up
his hat and opened the door.

“Where are you going, Barry ?”
called Murphy senior from the Kkit-
chen.

“For a bit of a walk, John,” Malone
answered.

“Hold your whist and I'll be with
you.” \

Mrs. Murphy happily came to his
rescue.

“John,” her voice came to the
man ab the door, “you'll be doing no
such thing. "When you've smoked
that pipe you’ll be after helping me
with the wringer. How can a woman
keep the children’s clothes sweet and
clean with a lazy man round the
house. Molly ? Molly ?”

The imputation was a libel. No
one was ever busier than Murphy
senior. But Molly was nowhere to
be seen, and Malone closed the door
softly ' behind him. Descending the
three flights of stairs, he met the
truant girl and her sweetheart stand-
ing in the doorway.

Malone was on the point of telling
her that her mother was calling
when the boy greeted him.

"Good evening, Mr. Malone.”

“Good evening yourself, Johnny,”
he answered, “It's a fine night.”

“It certainly is.”

“Where are you going, Mr. Ma-
lone,” Molly asked impishly.

“Would you be knowing ?”

Yes.”

Then I'll not be telling you,” he
chuckled. "Tis what a woman don’t
know that worries her,” he said,
turning up the street.

“Taking a few steps, he paused.
He had forgotten to tell the girl her

The Guaranteed “ONE DYE for
&% All l:lndl of Cloth,
'rg.-h“i 'm'n!.w'aag.'.."m..u‘!{" :

mother wanted her.

“Molly I"” he called.

“Yes 2"

“Your moth—""’ )

He stopped. A smile of childish
sweetness spread over his face as he
saw the lovers standing hand in
hand.

“Never mind, alanna,’
and continued up the street.

Reaching - the avenue, he burned
down. By the light in a store win-
dow he took out the ragged paper
and studied the address. Replacing
it in his pocket, he took up his walk,
repeating the number to himself.

Ten' blocks and he had lost it.
This time he scanned it under the
street lamp and looked up at  the
white figures over his head. One
block more. Again repeating the
number he turned the corner.

Half-way down the street he found
the address, and searched the dimly
lighted hallway for the name. Run-
ning his eyes over the dirty mail-
boxes, he found it.

He pressed the button. A pause
ensued. There was no response.
Again he rang and waited. After
what seemed an interminable time
the latch clicked.

Pushing his way in, he climbed
the stairs covered with oilcloth. On
the second landing he backed into
the corner to let a much-perfumed
woman pass. :

On the floor above Nora Reagan
stood in the lighted doorway, a little
red head pillowed against her shoul-
der. Malone paused near the top
and looked at her, The woman
peered into his face.

“Barry "’ she eried. “Barry Ma-
lone!"”” She staggered back into the
room, * “Is it yourself, or am I
dreaming ?”’

“It’s no dream, Noreen,”’ he an-
swered. “‘It’s myself.”’

A bright flush crept up from her
white throat over her face and lost
itgelf in the bronze hair, She had
not heard that old name in ages. To
her husband she had always been
Nora. No one hut her mother and
Barry had ever called her Noreen,
and that was years ago on the bogs
around Wexford. 8he reached out
her disengaged hand to him.

“Come in, Barry,”’ she said, “and
bring your hapriness with you. “’Tis
a sight you are to cure blind eyes.
And it's a girl I am again to see
you.”’

Malone stepped into the room and
closed the door. Turning, he looked
at the frail little figure radiating her
joy, but showing signs of a battle
against odds.

The face would always be beauti-
ful. There was the milklike skin,
and the charm of eyes and hair. The
girls of Nora Reagan’s coloring were
the glory of Ireland. Malone’s eyes
rested on the little red head pressed
against her shoulder, and the wonder
of a childless man dreamed in their
depths.

He dropped into the chair she
pointed out to him.

“Barry,” she cried, ‘it was my
good angel that sent you to-night.
There was a woman here just now
that wanted to take the baby.”

Nora's voice fell to a horrified
whisper :

“And, Barry, there was paint on
her cheeks, Think of it! Red
paint !”

Malone remembered the woman
he passed in the hall.

“Yes,” he said, “I met her on the
way.”’

The woman shuddered and hug
the little bundle closer.

Malone glanced up at the crayon
on the wall.

“When ,did Tim go ?” he asked
quietly.

“Twelve months this coming
Tuesday.”

“I've been down in Panama,” he
apologized— ‘working on the canal.
I don’t know much about what's
going on.”

“He was killed in the expressman’s
strike,"” she explained. ‘‘He used to
speak of you very often, Barry, and
wonder where you were keeping
yourself.”

“Did he ?” Malone asked.

“Yes, and he was 5o good to me—
80—=80 good.”

The tears tumbled down her
white cheeks.

“God never made a better man,”
he murmured. “I said that when
you chose him.”

“And he was always saying that
of you, Barry,” she returned.

The baby’s chubby hands ecrept
over the woman's breast. What-
ever want Nora had seen, the child
had not shared it. Malone watched
the little fingers with a feeling akin

’

he' said,

to awe.

*What's the babbine ?”’ he asked.
“A girl 2"

Nora looked at him and shook
ber pretty head. A glad note sang
in the man’s voice.

“A boy?’ he questioned, as
though unable to believe if.

“Yes.”

“What’s his name ?”

“You'd never guess.”

“Tim ?" he ventured.

“No.” y

“Your father's ?"

Again Nora shook her head.

* "Pwas Tim that named him.”

“What, Noreen' ?”

“Barry,” she answered, beaming
into his face. ¢

A strange light came into Malone's
eyes, and his big hands opened and
closed over his hat,.

“Yes,” she continued, “I left it to
Tim. The priest was for wanting
the name of a saint, but Tim would
have none of them. ‘I'm going to
call him after my cemrade-lad,” he
said. ‘My comrade-lad that saved
my life in Rosslare Harbor.’

“'Who is that ?"’ asked the priest.
‘The finest lad ever made,’ answered
Tim. ‘My friend and comrade—
Barry Malone.””

There are men in this world who
will stand in the shadow of a great
gorrow firm of lip and dry-eyed. But
let the arrow of & beautiful happiness
pierce their hearts and the tears
will gush up from a living fountain.
Barry Malone was one of them.

“Will you let me hold him, No-
reen ?”” he said, reaching out his
arms.

Nora laid the baby in them. The
blue eyes turned up on him with all
the wonder of unfathomable seas.
He put his big finger into the little
hand. The soft, petal-like slips
closed over it with a clutch that
seemed incredible. The hot blood
rushed into Malone’s face and his
whole body trembled.

Nora bent over the pair like a
dove above her young. Gently he
pulled his finger from its vise and
reached in his pocket for his hand-
kerchief to blow his nose. His
fingers. came in contact with the
piece of paper, and he drew it out
and passed it to the mother.

“ "Twas that brought me here,”
he said, as she glanced over it.

“I'm boarding with a family by
the name of Murphy,” he continued.
“The Murphys of Dungarvan—up
on Forty-Seventh Street—and I've
come down to ask you if you’ll be
living with us. There's plenty of
room, and little—little Barry’—the
name was music to him now—"‘will
be a great comfort to us all. Will
you be coming, Noreen ?’’

Nora looked at him, and her breast
rose and fell with its joy.

“Now, Barry 2"’ she agked.

“To-night, Noreen.’’

The woman glanced round at the
furniture.

“What will I do with this ?*’

“We'll talk about that to-morrow,"
he smiled. “It's of no importance
now."

For a second she hesitated and
then disappeared in an inner room.
When she returned she wore her hat
and carried a small bundle.

“All ready ?*‘ he asked.

“Yes."

“Then ‘faugh a ballah !'** he cried,
jumping to his feet.

“The woman gave a little, fright-
ened scream and clutched the baby.

Malone laughed.

“He's snug as a bug in a rug, No-
reen—don'‘t be afeard."

Nora put out the light while Barry
waited in the hall with the baby

“ ‘Tis like the old days, Barry!®
she cried as she joined him. “Only
there wasn't any little lad on your
ghoulders then."

“Wasn't there, though?“ he
smiled as he paused on the second
step. ‘Are you for forgetting
Shaemus !*

“My brother !'' she cried.

“Yes,” he.answered: “but there
was one thing I was having in thie
old days that I'm not having now."

“What was that, Barry?"

“A kiss, alanna.” 5

The woman leaned over the rail-
ing and her mouth touched the
laughing lips upturned above the
little red head.

RELIEF FOR SUFFERING EVERV-
WHERE,—He whose life is made miser-
able by the suffering that comes from
indigestion and has not tried Parmelee's
Vegetable Pills does not know how easily
this formidable foe can be dealt with.
These Pills will relieve where others
fail. They are the result of long and
patient study and are confidently put
forwerd as a sure \corrector of disorders
of the digestive organs, from which so
many suffer, m

DENTAL.

~ GEORGE HICKS,

D.D.8., TRINITY UNIVERSITY. L D.3,, ROYAL.

)} of Dental Surgeons, Post graduate in
ggﬁé;?lnd Crown work, Orthodontia and Poroelain.
work, The best methods employed to preserye $he-
natural teeth,

OFFIOE—Over Thompson's Confectionery, MAIMN
ST., Watford,

At Qucen’s Hotel, Arkona, 1:t and 3rd Thursdays-
of each month.

C. N. HOWDEN,
DDS L.DS

RADUATE of the Royal College of Dental Sus
geons, of Ontarlo, and of the University ©
Toronto, Only the Latest and Most Approved Appli-
ances and Methods used, Special attention to Orowms
and Bridge Work, Office—Over Dr, Kelly's Burgery
MAIN STREET. WATFORD,

LOVELL'S BAKERY

Pure and Good

We make all our Jams and
Fillings. We know they are
Pure and Good. We exer-
cise the Greatest Care in
choosing the Best baking
powder, soda and everything
we use. Therefore we know
our goods are pure and good.

WE GUARANTEE OURWED-
DING CAKES TO PLEASE

LOVELL'S BAKERY

SOCIETIES,

Court Lorne, No. 17, C.0.F.

Regular meetin gs the:
Second and Fo usths
S\ Mondays of eack
month at 8 o’clock.

Court Room oves

street, Watford.

= B. Smith, C. R. )
H. Hume R, Sec., J. E. Collier, ¥. Sec.

STAGE LINES,
ATFORD AND WARWICK STAGE LEAVES+
Warwick Village every morning except Sume
day, reachirg Witford at 11.80 a, m, Returnin
leaves Watford at 3.45 p. m. Passengers and freig
conveyed on reagonsble terms, C. BARNES, Pro

ATFORD AND ARKONA STAGE LXAVES?

Arkona at 7.45 a, m, Wisbeach at 846 a, m,

! Reiurning leaves watford at 8,45 p. m, Passengers~

and helﬁht conveyed on, reasonable terms,—WILe
LIAM EVANS Prop.

OUR CLUBBING LIST.

THE GUIDE-ADVOCATE AND

Family Herald and Weekly Star

with premium............
Weekly Mail-Empire with pre-

PRI 0o sae e oy S
Weekly Farmers Sun.........
Weekly London Free Press. . .
Weekly London Advertiser. .
Weekly Globe ..............
Northern Messenger.........
Weekly Montreal Witness. ., ,
Hamilton Spectator...... ..
Weekly Farmer’s Advocate. .
Daily News.....s......
Daily Star

Morning London Free Press. ,
Evening London Free Press,
Daily London Advertiser

Children Cry
FOR FLETCHER'S
CASTOR!A

Children Cry
FOR FLETCHER'S

CASTORIA

We cannot deceive an empty stomach-

The' more you rake muck, the worse it
smells,
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That vackache, 8o cot
headuche, tired muscles, ¢
fui in appearance—and al

_ There is no reason wl
disposal & remedy suth as
for over 40 yesrsasar
sands upon thousands of ‘tel
sccumulution of 40 years—t
iveness. Neithersnarcotics
found in this famous pre
irregularitics. Corrects disp/
painful periods, Tones up 1
rfect health. Sold by |
liquid or tablet form.
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The | it and most costl,

Length 500 feet;breadth 08 foot
Maguificent Steame¢

Daily — Clevelanc

Leaye Cleveland =
Arrive Buff: -

Connections made at Buff
for Put-in-Bay, Toledo, Det:
any railroad{ine betwee
on C. & B.line steamers
postage for handsome booklet.
THE CLEVELA
T _F. Newman, Gen’l Mgr.

H SUNRISE, Firs
§ FIVE ROSE
#l ROYAL HOUS:

RED ROSE, Hig

{ NEW ERA. Sp

Get our Prices. They

§l It will receive prompt atten

MILLER

Flour, OQatmeal
Fertlked Whea:
Feed, Grain,

We
INTERNATI

FOR HORSES, C!/

CALDWELL’S
AND THREE DIFFERE]

ALL KINDS OF
CrApping and

We were never bett
wants of our custon:
one of the most con

LUMBER, ~ SHINGLE

i

All Sizes of
§Planing Mill

PRICES © REASONABL
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Your patr
Electric Light.

Eastablished 1870



