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GUIDE-ADVCLATE WATFORD, AUGUST 16, 1918

ROLL OF HONOR

Men From Watford

and Vicinity Serving
The Empire

27TH REGT.—IST BATTALION

Thos 1. Swift, reported missing since June |
Richard H Stapleford

¥5th, 1915
Bury C Binks Arthur Owens
L, Gunn Newell, killed in action
FC N Newell, CCM T Ward
Alf Woodward, killed in actien
8id Welsh M Cunniogham
M Blondel W Blunt
R W Batley A 1. Johnston
R A'Johnston G Mathews
C Manning W Glenn Nichol
F Phelps H F Small
E W Smith C Toop
J Ward, killed in action C Ward
F Wakelin, DC M, killed in action
T Wakelin, wounded and missing
H Whitsitt B Hardy

PRINCESS PATRICIA’S C. L, I.
Gerald H Brown
18TH BATTALION

C A Barnes Geo Ferris
FEdmund Watson G Shanks

J Burns F Bumns

C Blunt W Autterson
8 P Shanks Walter Woolvett

A Government
Pen

CrsD

By AGNES L. PRATT

per Syndiecate.)

window I ean look out over
sward, just at pre
flaunting tulips and its

sunny air.

The grass is like a square of emerzld
velvet, bordered along its sides
gray, chiseled granite; and the luc
quered iron seats scattered here and
there, look inviting.

I, myself, am old and battered, huv-
ing been busy for months recordi
emotiong of the human souls that
stream in at the revolving doors yon-
der, and out sgain, at the one ne
me. I can see for myself that
building wherein I have an abid
place is mugnificent. I behold the mus-

2ND DIVISIONAL CAVALRY stve front of red brick, with costly
Lorne Lucas Fraok Verks trimmings of brown stone. Two im-
Chas Potter mense electric lanterns throw floods
33RD BATTALION of Nght, nightly, through the l;mwl;::«
Percy umitchell,died of wounds Oct.14,1916 tron filagree that protects them, on the
Lloyd Ilowdcn masses of humtmlty' that beat . with
Geo Fountain killed in action Sept.16,1916 rythmie tread the wide sldewallk be-
Gordon H Patterson, died in Victoria | beath the window.
Hospital, London In my short life, for the existence of
34TH BATTALION & pen in the service of this great gov-
ECCrohn S Newell ernment must of necessity be abbrevi-

Macklin Hagle, mlssmgsmce Oct. 8, 916f ated by the democratic handling 1t re-

Stanley Rogers Wm Manning

ceives, I have recorded more than one

Henry Holmes, killed ia action Sept. 27, | pitiful life story.

1916 Leonard Lees
C Jamieson
29TH BATTERY
Wir Mitchell John Howard
70TH BATTALION
Ernest Lawrence Alfred Emmerson
€ H Loveday A Banks
S R Whalton, killed in action Oct., 1916
Thos Meyers Jos M Wardman
Vern Brown Alt Bullough

8id Brown, killed in action Sept. 15, 1916

28TH BATTALION
Thomas Lamb, killed in action
MOUNTED RIFLES
Fred A Taylor
PIONEERS
W F Goodman
ENGINEERS

‘Wm Macnally

J Tomlin
Basil Saunders

ARMY MEDICAL CORPS

T A Brandon, MD W] McKenzie M D

Norman McKenzie Jerrold W Snell
Allen W Edwards Wm McCausland
Basil Gault

135TH BATTALION

Cecil McNaughton

{ It is not long ago the noble elms sur-
rounding the green were bare and
gaunt against a grayer sky, that a
young men with hopeful eyes leaned
over the desk where I Was lying, idle
for a wonder, and reaching out, grasp-
ed me tightly. As I flew, with impa-
tient strokes over the white sheet, 1
found that I was writing thus:

“Dear Mabelle—I may write—may I
not™—what I cannot say, for when I am
with you my lips are ever silent. I
followed you to the city, dear, I sought
and found work—because—because—I
wanted to be near you. And now I find
that I want to be near you always, so
much so that I am willing to brave
your disapproval, which I have often
seen growing in your clear, brown eyes
—and ask you to marry me, dear—
now, tomorrow—next week—any time,
only that you will have it some time.

*“l am in an awful hurry, or I would
say more. But I have ap appointment
at the quarry and all this means money
—and perhaps you—to me. I have

Nichol McLachlin, killed in a(mm July atepped hesk;:in the post office, to pen

6th, 1917

3RD RESERVE BATTERY, CFA
Alfred Leyi

116TH BATTALION

Clayton O Fuller, killed in action Apr
x8th, 1917

196TH BATTALION
R R Annett

70TH BATTERY

these few lines, with a horribly poor
pen, by the way.
“Please answer at once, and say yes
—to—Jack.”
il I could forgive him the ill-mannered
refiection on my character, when I felt
the pace his heart was going commu-
niicate itself to me through his fingers.
I hoped she would say yes as I rolled

R H Trenouth, killed in action on May complacently over on my side, when he

8th, 1917
Murray M Forster V W Willoughby
Ambrose Gavigan
142ND BATTALION
Austin Potter
GUNNER
Russ G Clark
RNCVR
John ] Brown
1st Class Petty Officers.
ARMY DENTAL CORPS
Elgin D Hicks H D Taylor
ARMY SERVICE CORPS
¥rank Elliot R H Acton
Arthur McKercher
98TH BATTALION
Roy E Acton, killed in action Nov. 3, 191
64th BATTERY
C F Luckham
Romo Auld
63RD BATTERY
Walter A Restorick George W, Parker
Clare Fuller
67TH BATTERY
Edgar Prentis
69TH BATTERY
Chester W Cook
ROVAL FLVING CORPS
Lieut M R James Cadet D, V. Auld
J. C. Hill, mechanic
IST DEPOT BATTALION
WESTERN ONTARIO REGIMENT
Reginald ] Leach Leon R Palmer
James Phair Fred Birch
Russell McCormick Robert Creasey
Y.eo Dodds Fred Just
ohn Stapleford Geo, Moore
el. McCormick Jert Lucas
Tom Dodds Alvin Copeland
Wellington Higgins
CENTRAL ONTARIO REGIMENT

Harold D Robinson

T. A. Gilliland

lald me down, and amused myself
watching the gardener raking here and
there among the stubbly brown grass
that clothed the green.

Dipped thousands of times in ink, as
I was daily, the foregolag episode had
nearly faded from my mind, when
presently it was abruptly recalled. A
young girl in a jaunty gray jacket, with
an aureole of violets shading her sunny
brown hair, came hastily to the desk,
picked me up, looked at me with dis-
approving eyes, laid me down, tried
another pen, and then returned to her
old lover, meaning myself. A strag-
gling sunbeam kissed her shining eyes
7 | till they glinted an old-fashioned gold:
stone and lovingly caressed, with rud
dy fingers, the chestnutty ringlets ol
hair beneath the violet aureole.

And, as I reposed snugly in the em
brace of her gloveless fingers, she
moved me rapidly over the paper and
inscribed, in graceful characters, an
application for a money order.

It was a prosaic culmination of my
ardent and romantic desires, but I had
only to wait a few moments when
something followed. Without hesita-
tion, though each stroke of my rusted
tip was cutting through two quivering
hearts, she indited the following:
“Dear Jack—I know what you will
say when you read this—you will say
I am hard-hearted, that I do not care—
that I ought to leave all and cling to
you, if I love you—but I cannot do
what you wish me to. And Jack, dear,
1 do love you, too, But they, my
parents, need me—neced my help. 1

Verne Johnston Chester R, Schlemmer have left them up there, in the coun-

Basil A Ramsay
« SPECIAL SERVICE COMPANY
Nelson Hooll
AMERICAN ARMY

Stanley Higgios

Benge Coristine (artillery)

¥red T Eastman (artillery)

et s bansir

try home, while I go battling with the
cvuel world, so that I may be of use
to them, who did for me as long as
they were able. You know the whole
pitiful story, Jack.

“A breath just now from the newly
springing grass on the green brought it
back to me, and I have half-closed my

dier boy does | €¥es so the tears should not fall on
mlgf.‘h;e::l::,e&fm{%‘;;m‘:l kl:;dlyvnoufy my letter. Father blind, mother bhis

nd it will be placed there.

) only__attendant, and feeble herseélf.
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Copyright, 1818, by the McClure Newspa-

From my position on a deslt by the

ant with beds of
great fountain,

whose jeweled drops scintilate in the

is the best remedy
known for sunburn,
heat rashes, eczema,
sore feet, stings and
blisters. A skin food!

All Druggists cnd Stores.—50c.

with only my arm—Jack, my woman's
arm—between them and want. You
would say, if you were here and I was
talking now instead of writing this,
that your arm was stronger than mine
and you could do for them and me.
Jut think, there would be four of us
then, and could you do for four-—and
you a young man, with such prospects
as you now have? Could you welght
yourself with your own burdens and
mine, too? No, it can never be,

“Better for both of us that we should
put such thoughts far away from our
hearts, This i{s a cruel old world,
Jack, and diamonds, not hearts, are
trumps, I must not marry while they
Uve, unless—Jack * ‘s cruel, but 1
must gell myself for gold if T marry a2
all”

I was glad when she finished abrupt-
!y and laid me down where I could
watch the streets pouring their seethe
ing masses of humen beings, God
knows where—I do not. Back and
forth ebbs this ceaseless tide, but from
what diversified sources it has come,
and to what it is going, I know not.

In a few days he came in again, and
I wrote for him a few words, a piti-
fully brief message:

“I am going to the Philippines. You
have made it impossible that I should
ltve here, and I care not whether I live
elsewhere or not. A worthless life is
best offered up on the altar of my couvne
try’s service, and mine will be only an-
other name to add to the list of poor
devils already killed by pestilence or
the bullet of a Tagualo.”

There was nothing else, only his

be replaced with a new pen. I had oute
lived my usefulness—but I continued
to be overleoked and many a day and
night have I lain there quietiy on the
desk by the window and thought of
that brave fellow, off there, fighting
where no glory ecould ever be his,
crawling through tropical undargrowth
and searching out the treacherous foe
—to be finally wasted and killed by in-
sidious disecase—denied even the hon
or, doubtful, perhaps, of dying hy the
band of the enemy.

It was only the other day, I know
the brilllant bloom had just durst from
the beds in front of my window, and
| great crystal drops from the fountain

and stood near me. He had returned,
and there was a happy lght in his
eye, a flush beneath the rich bronwe
tinting of his cheek. BEwidently hiw
enlistinent and service had done him
no harm.

He gave one quick glance across the
rainbow brightness that crossed and
recrossed the velvet greenness of the
turf outside, grasping me, his old
friend, he wrote hastily:

“Dear Mabelle—I have come homse
for good. My time is up, and I have
great news for you, for while out there,
fighting natives and sickness, and
dreaming of you—my fortune here was
being made. Something I had done in
the old life—journallsm—it seems ab
tracted the attention of the great ones
fn power, where formerly I was almost
an unknown gquantity. 8o that I re-
turned to find the struggle ended and
a sure place waiting for me, at a sal-
ary that seems marvelous, almost. At
least it will suffice for all of us, and
your dear ones shall never know want
while I live. I have written this te
your old address and am not quite sure
where I shall ind you. A line will
bring me to your side; and dear—let it
be soon, please.”

My heart sang with his for joy and I
was glad that it was spring, glad the
grass was soft and green, the flowers
bright and the birds singing. For some-
where, up in the branehes of the great
elms, some birds were riotously chant-
ing a greeting to all things new and
beautiful.

The next day—yes, it was only the
next day—she came agaln, but how
changed! More beautiful, if anything,

but something subtle had departed

from her personality and had been re-

placed by another something that I

eould not define, but only feel. And

she, too, lifted me and presently she

wrote :

“Dear Jack—Dearer npw, because

impossible by my own wickedness.

Your letter came to me last night, afe

ter following me about all day. I am

glad you have comie back and that you

were not killed out there, as I was

afraid you would be. I have watched )
the papers and my heart has ached;
but Jack, dearest Jack, I lmve gone
and spoiled all the beautiful happiness
that life had in store for me—on the

name. It was gquite time that I should [

were blown by the madcap breezes of |
the spring when my soldler came in

eve of Its appearance. Lest monti ¥
married—married for the gold I have
needed so much—and for them—a man
| 1did not love, a man who is old enough
to be my father—and who—is not ke
vou, Jaek. And in less than two weeks,
cnly two weeks ago—and it seems &
lifetime to me—they were both gone—
gone, Jack, to where they could never
want what I had sold my soul and
your love for. Mother went suddenly.
Father just failed and then—he was
gone. ‘They held out their hands to
 me,’ he said to me, one day—and he
went to them. I have forged my chains,
beautiful fetters they are, of solid gold
and jewelled—but they burn into my,
| flesh like fire, and they bind till, from
very agony, I must groan. Pity mae,
Jack. If you ane unbappy what must
I be? Oh, wait for me—walit for me—
Jack, perhaps—he is older than I—
and perhaps some time—Forgive me,
Jack, and forget me.—Mabelle.”

I turned and looked out across the
velvet green. Through its cool tree-
shaded walls the throngs still surged,
each heart knowing its own burden,
carrying it silently and cursing or
praying as was its nature.

The fountain sparkled in the sun-
light, the flowers held their cups to
catch its spray, great trees bent their
heads as the fleecy clouds rolled above
them ; and only the song of the birds
was wholly happy.

Her Specific Instructions.

The sex that Robert W. Chambers
made famous is the same that delivers
telephone messages to spouses some-
thing like: “A man called you up to-
day—I think his name was Smith or
Jones; no, it wasn’t them—something
\ like that, anyway ; no, he didn’t leave
' any message; he sald you were to call
‘him up at—now when did he say?
|V\cll I forgot just when, but he left
| his number; walt a minute, I put it
‘,down on a plece of paper—just walt
till I get it; Oh, dear, I remember I
uns!rdd it somewhere now; well, any-
wny, he said you were to call him up.™
\ —Chicugo Evening Post, |

{ DRIVES ASTEMA LIKE MAGIC. The

immediate help from Dr. J. D. Kellogg’s
i Asthma Remedy seems like § magic.
| Nevertheless it isonly a natural remedy
used in z natural way. The smoke or vapor
reaching the most remote passage of the
affected tubes, brushes aside the trouble
and opens a way for fresh air to enter.
It is sold by dealers throughout the land.

Canadian National
Exhibition

Aug. 26 ‘TORONTO Sept.7

300,000 admissions sold first
day of advance sale. Come
with the crowdsto thegreat-
estExpositioninthe40years’
history of the C.N.E.

“The Heroes
of Britain”

A production of tremen-
dous force and beauty,
with 1200 participants.
All the colorful parapher-
nalia of romance and his-
tory in the making. In-
spiring, dramatic---a
spectacle every Canadian
should see.

MOVEMENT - LIFE
SPLENDOR

A Patriotic Thrilll in every scene

| Government exhibits—demonstrations of voca.

Giant livestock and agricultural display—

tional training by 50 crippled heroes—farming
on factory lines: colossal exhibits of labor-
saving devices — Government patriotic food
show — Creatore’s” world-famed band — Allies”
exhibits of fine arts—AND A WORLD OF
OTHER SPECIAL ATTRACTIONS.

—————
Price of admission is
unchanged

25 cents

Consult your local agent regarding
rai d fares

Haunted houseq may be curtainless and
still have shades.

Part of the art of doing things is to
attempt but little at a time.

Some men haven’t troubles enough of
their own, so they want to get married.

Nothing swells a man’s head so much
as to have a pretty glrl ask him for in-
formation,

Whena girl gets hold of ayoung
man’s heartstrings she proceeds to tie
them in a beau knot.

For the first time in history of Leland

$8°%° WORTH/OE A
sncxv FLYG KuED :

Clean to handle. Sol. 1 by ail Drug-
gists, Grocers and Guncral Stores,

When you want something
real nice and’good in

| . ICE CREAM

and
| REFRESHING

- DRINKS
E5"TRY

LOVELL’S

| Canada Food Board

License No. 5—1784.

BREAD, CAKES AND
CONFECTIONERY—THE BEST.

FALL TERM

opens Sept. 3rd in
The Elliott Business Cellege
Young and Charles sts., Toronto.
Our courses of training are unexcelled i
Canada. The demand for our gradnateg
is more than five times our supply.
Write to-day for catalogue,

CHANTRY FARM

SHORTHORN CATTLE and LINCOLW
SHEEP SOLD OUT

Will buy any number of registered™ og
good grade Lincoln ram lambs or yease
lings for immediate or September deiwe
ery, write or phone,

ED. de GEX -

Kerwoo)

A.D. HONE

Painter and Decorator
Paper ilanging
WATFORD - ONTARIO
GOOD \VORK—

PROMPT ATTENTION

REASONABLE PRICES
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
ESTIMATES FURNISHED

RESIDENTE—ST CLAIR STREET

COUNTY OF LLAMBTON

Treasurer’s Notice as to Lands
Liable For Sale For Taxes,
A. D. 1918

TAKE NOTICE that the list of lands
in the County of Lambton liable for sale
for arrears of taxes by the Treasurer of
the County ot Lambton has been prepar-
ed by me and that copies thereof may be
had in the office of the County Treasurer.

And further take notice, that the list
of lands for sale as aforesaid is now being:
published in the Ontario Gazette in the
issues thereof bearing date the 6th, 13th,
2oth and 27th days of July, 1918.

And further take notice that in defanlt

of payment of the taxes in arrears upon
the lands specified in said list togethesr
with the costs chargeable thereon as set
forth in the said list so being published
in the Ontario Gazette before the day
fixed for sale of such lands, being the
12th day of October, A D. 1918, the said
lands will be sold for taxes pursuant to
the terms of the advertisement in the
Ontario Gazette.
And further take notice that this pub-
lication is made pursunant to Asqe«ment
Act Revised Statues of Ontario igug,
Chapter 195, Section 149, sub.sec. 3.

Dated at Sarnia this 8th day of July,
A. D, 1918,

H. INGRAM,

Treasurer of County of L ambtem,
d-octrx

Standford university women graduates
outnumbered the men 1 the 1918 class.

Miss Ethel M, Sayer is considered one

Before beginning to wait for a dead

man’s shoes, it might be well to induece
some easy mark to board you while yom:

of the most successful business women in | wait.

England. Twenty-one years ago she
began her career as a private secretary to
the head of a large firm of advertising
contractors and in January she was made

Children Cry
FOR FLETCHER'S

a director of the firm.
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