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THE JOY OF BEING
ALIVE AND WELL

Restored To Health By “Fruit-a-tives”
_ The Famous Medicine

"MDE. ROCHON ;

Rochon, P.Q. Maz2u 2nd, 1915.
“&T have received the most wonderful
benefit from taking ‘Fruit-a-tives’. I
suffered for years from Rhewmatism
and change of life, and I took every
remedy obtainable, without any good
results. I heard of ‘Fruit-a-tives’ and
gave it a trial and it was the only
medicine that really did me good. Now
I am entirely well; the Rheumatism
has disappeared and the terrible pains
in my body are all gone. I am exceed-
ing]\';g'rn{qr'u{ to Fruit-g-tives’ for such
’rcfxiz‘-f{, and 1 hope that others who
suffer from such distressing distases

will try ‘Fruit-a-tives’ and get well”.
MADAME ISAIE ROCHON.
The marvellous work that ‘Fruit-a-
tives’ is doing, in overcoming disease
and healing the sick, is winning the
admiration of thousands and thousands.
50c. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size, 25¢.
At all dealers or sent postpaid by

Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa.
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Can sever human

The friends, the lov'd ones
youth,
They too are gone or changed
Or, than all, their love
truth

darkened

Worse

Are and estranged;

Theyv meet us inthe glittering throng,
With cold averted eyes,

And wonder that we weep our wrong
And mourn our broken ties.

Oh! who in such a world as this
Coiuld bear their lot of pain,

Did t one radiant hope of bliss
Unclouded yet remcin?

I(

That hope the sovereign Lord has
given

Who reigns beyond the sKys;

That hope wnites our souls to heaven

By faith's enduring ties.

MILDREDINA HAIR REMEDY

——

Grows Hair And We Prove It By
Hundreds Of Testimonials.

It never fails to preduce the desir-
ed results. It enlivens and invigorat-
es the hair glands and tissues of the
scalp, resulting in a continuous and
increasing growth of the hair. Letters
of praise are continually coming in
from nearly al parts of the country
stating that Mildredina Hair Remedy
has renewed the growth of hair in
cases that were considered absolutely
hopeless. A lady from Chicago writes:
“After a short trial my hair stopped
falling and I now have a lovely head
of hair, very heavy and over one and
a half yards long.”

Mildredina Hair Remedy stimulates
the scalp, makes it healthy and keeps
it so. It is the greatest scalp invigor-
ator known. It is a wholesome medi-
cine for beth the hair and the scalp.
Even a small bottle of it will put more
genuine life in your hair than a dozen
bottles of any other hair tonic ever
made. It shows results from the very
start.

) Now on sale at every drug store and
foilet store in the land. 50c. and $1.00.

Mildredina Hair Remedy is the only
certain destroyer of the dandruff mi-
crobe. which is the cause of 98 percent
of hair troubles. These pernicious,
persistent and destructive little devils
thrive on the ordinary hair tonics.

Three million square miles have
been added to the British Empire since
the war started.
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Speech Delivered by the Rt. Hon.
David Lloyd George, M. P.

(Continued from page 3)

say: “France we can understand; she

is out for vengeance; she is out for
territory-Alsace and Lorraine.” They

say they can understand Russia; she |

is fighting for mastery—she wants Ga-
lacia. They can understand you fight-

ing for vengeance—they can under- |
stand you fighting for mastery—they |

can understand you fighting for greed

of territory; but they cannot under- !
stand a great empire pledging its re- |
sources, pledging its might, pledging |
the lives of its children, pledging its |
very existence, to protect a little na- |
God |

tion that seeks to defend herself.
made man in His own image, high of
purpose, in the reign of the spirit;
German civilisation would re-create
him in the image of a Diesel machine
—precise, accurate, powerful, but with
no room for soul to operate.

A Philosophy oi Bleod and Iron

Have yu read the Kaiser's speeches?
If you have
to .buy one; they will soon be out of
print, and you will
more of the same sort.
of the glitter and bluster of German
militarism—*“mailed fist,” and “shining
» Poor cold mailed fist!
knuckles are getting a littie bruised.
Poor armour! .- The
heing knocked out of I

shining

There

! tome swagger and boastfulness run-

ning through the whole of the speech-
es. The extract which was given in
the “British Weekly” this week is a
very remarkable product as an illus-
tration of the épirit we have to fight.
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job; it will be a terrible war; but in
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tory; in all things faith!

cadent and degenerate people. They

nation skulking behind our mahogany
counters, whilst we egg on more gal-
lant races to their destruction. This
is a description given of us in Ger-
many—‘“‘a timorous,  craven nation,
trusting to its fleet.” I think they are

' already and there are half a million

young men of Britain who have al-
| ready registered a vow to their King
| that they will cross the seas and hurl
| this insult to Britain courage against
| its perpetrators on -the battlefields of
| France and Germany. We want half

a million more; and we shall get them.

“A Welsh Army in the Field.”

not a copy 1 advise you )

Wales must continue doing her duty.
That was a great telegram that you,
my

the end we shall march through terror |
to triumph. We shall need all our |
qualities—every quality that Britain |
possesses—prudence in counsel, dar-
purpose, |
courage in defeat, moderation in vie- |

It has pleased them to believe and to
preach the belief that we are a de- |

proclaim to the world through their |
professors that we are a non-heroic |

ROYAL:

YEAST

A Hero 6f the Marne

(By Lillian Gask)

you weary me—be off!”
eried Pierre, snapping his thin brown
fingers. Leon, the regimental pet,
lcoked at him wistfully and wagged
his tail. He had a weakness for this

e
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| quiet soldier, whose voice was gentle

beginning to find their mistake out

times
|
Lord, read from Glamnrgan. I ground, with a precioys sheet of paper,

oven when his words were rough, and
in spite of his dismiseal he stood there
still, a model of faithful patience.

“Be off with you!” said Pierre again,
and Leon, hearing his name called in
the rear, gave a parting caress to the
repelling hand ere he trotted obed-
iently away.

Pierre had something else to do just
then than to make much of the shaggy-
haired dog whose clever pranks kept
the mess in roars of laughter during
of peace. Crouched on the

| bullets,

ters. Next moment the ranks moved
forward in spite of a hurricane of
and Pierre gave  no more
thought of him. A little dog did not
count for much in war time, and
Leon’s disgust at having to leave his
refuge would only have provoked a
smile. He soon scraped himself an-
other, but he could not find his be-
loved Pierre; and from time to time
he risked being shot by darting out to
look for him.

Pierre fought well, but
than his comrades, for they were
heroes all. Paris, the city of their
love, was threatened; to save her they
would spill their last drop of blood,
and French’'s men made common cause
with them. Leon wondered sadly
what strange game was this that his
regiment was playing and why his
friends dropped and lay so still; but
when once more he discovered Pierre
his dance of joy was an acrobatic
feat.

“What! not shot yet” was all Pierre
said. But he patted the shaggy coat
with tenderness and felt an odd lum
in his throat. The love that shone at
him from Leon’s eyves seemed a queer

no better

gsort of thing on a battlefield, and he,

1100, wondered in his turn at the

should like to see a Welsh army in the | stretched out before him on the ex-
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I should like to see the race | ploded shell, he was trying to writé to
that faced the Normans for hundreds | his boy at home, bidding him grow up
struggle for freedom, the | quickly, that he, too, might fight
race that helped to win Crecy, the race |

for

la belle France. He had barely reach-

tain in BEurope—I should like to see | eyes fixed ¢ uestioningly on the stumpy
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quality in this struggle in Europe; and | friend’s
| A whir of bullets overhead, the roar |artillery
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hand!

about sacrifice for others!
for German digesticn!
a new diet. We: will

the world. It will be

manyv—a diet of blood and iron. What |

remains? Treaties The
honour of nations has gone.
has gone. What left? Germany!
Germany is left! —“Deutschland uber
Alles!”

That

have gone.
is
fighting—

that claim to predominancy of a ma-
terial, hard civilisation, a civilisation

is what we are

which if it once rules and sways the,

van-

democracy
Britain and

liberty
And
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“The Road-Hog of Europe.

followed Prussiar
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military caste, ail

reioicing for the German peasant,

t vv»!

all

military
pre-

when the
You know i
themselves
airs demi-gods. They walk
pavements, and civilions and

wives are swept into the gutter;
have ho right to stand in the way 0
a great Prussian soldier. Men, women
nations—they all have to go. He
thinks all he has to say is “We are in
a hurry.” That is the answer he gave
to Belgium—“Rapidity of action is
Germany’s greatest asset,” which
means “I am in a hurry; clear out of
my way.” You know the type of mo-
torist, the teror of the roads, with a
60 horse-power car, who thinks the
roads are made for him, and knocks
down anybody who impedes the action
of his carfby a single mile an hour.
The Prussian Junker is the road-hog
of Europe. Small nationalities in his
way are hurled to the roadside, bleed-
ing and broken. Women and children
are crushed under the wheels of his
cruel car, and Britain is ordered out
of his road. All I can say isth is:
if the old British spirit is alive in Brit-
ish hearts, that bully will be torn from
his seat. Were he to win, it would be
the greatest catastrophe that has ever
befallen democracy since the day of
the Holy alliance and its ascendancy.
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“Through Terror to Triumph”

They think we cannot beat them. It
will not be easy. It will be a long
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the making of a new Europe—a
| world. 1 can see signs of its coming
in the glare of the battlefield.
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Pierre would only take him for a
walk! But Pierre, it seemed, prefer-
red to spend his days fiddling with fire
sticks or digging up the ground, and
Leon feared to lose him if he straved
too far away.
A little later Pierre and his com-
south,
fighting every inch of the way, until
the could take up stronger positions
and establisth a new front on the
banks of the Marne. A terrific strug-
was impending, and it seemed as
knew it, his bark

grimly defiant as he dodged the fly-

even Leon for was

| ing bullets.
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and sloth which |
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“The Vision)”

I tell vou in a simple parable
what T think this war is doing for us.
| I know a valley in North Wales, be-
'{tween the mountains and the sea. ‘It
is a beautiful valley, snug, comfort-
able, sheltered by the mountains from
all the bitter blasts. But it is very
enervating, and I remember how the
boys were in the habit of climbing the
hill above the village to have a glimpse
of the great mountain in the distance,
and to be stimulated and freshened by
the breezes which came from the hill-
tops, and by the great spectacle of
their gr_'andeur. ‘We have been living
in a sheltered valley for generations.
We have been too comfortable and
too indulgent, many, perhaps, too sel-
fish, and the stern hand of fate has
scourged us to an elevation where we
can see the great everlasting things
that matfer for a nation—the great
peaks we had forgotten, of Honour,
Duty, Patriotism, and, clad in glittter-
ing white, the great pinnacle of Sac-
rifice pointing like a rugged finger to
Heaven. We shall descend into the
valleys again; but as long as the men
and women of this generation last,
they will carry in their hearts the
image of those great mountain peaks
whose foundations are not shaken,
though Europe rock and sway in the
.convulsions of a great war.
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little

soldler In Spi

“Thou art a good

beast,” he
close
his breast one cold wet -night as
he lay in the trenches.
of the dog's soft body brought a cur-
jous comfort with it, and in the
snatches of sleep that came to him
he dreamed of home.

Fighting had never been more fierce
than on the day that followed. Leon
was heartily sick of it, and hungry as
well as frightened. But somewhere at
the back of his keen dog mind was a
firm conviction that his presence in
the firing line was indispensable to
the safety of his beloved Pierre, and
so he stayed there. It was not his
policy to take needless risks, and,
adapting himself to circumstances, he
became an adept at finding cover.

The sharp sting of pain that follow-
ed the loss of his tail—as cleanly shot
off as though sliced with a knife—set
his wits to work to protect himself.
He wasn’t going to leave his friends—
not he: but he didn’t mean to be hurt
again if he could help it. So he clever-
ly scraped a hole in the ground, his
strong claws scattering the earth/all
around him, and promptly buried him-
self. Only his pointed nose and bright
brown eyes were visible, but down be-
low his wounded tail wagged on as
merrily as ever.

“You show sense, mon ami!” cried
Pierre with a laugh for it was close to

him that Leon had taken up his quar-

to

The warmth |

|

atrange game of war,

That was a memorable week for the
Allies, for it saw the turn of the tide.
Slowly .at first, then with the rush of
oncoming flood, the enemy was driven

back and the silver waters of the rivei

when | Marne ran a dull and hideous red. The

made repeated eff-
p &

orts to bridge the tide and reach the

| farther banks, that they might retreat

shells screamed and | were those past dreaded days

oixante-quinze boomed | their commanding officer’'s repeated !

he hated cleared away he could | though he

in something like order. But the Allies
swept their pontoons away
triumph-
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wished A low
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AS8er,

a prostrate foe.
passion was spent,

| ious detached pity for those who sui-

| heard

{“Ich”—Then
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fered as he himself.
“Poor chap!” he murmured, as

shuffled nearer. And very simply as
matter of for he had

in those “other days,” - which

seemed to him now far awa)

One who gaid, “Love your enemies,”

he

a course not

80 of

“Danker,” muttered he hoarse voice.
it failed; the flask fell
from the lifeless fingers and the prec-
ious water trickled to the ground.

Pierre had drifted back into a land
of shadows when at daybreak a cring-
ing figure stole from the woods that
bordered the battle field. A human
wolf, gaunt with fear and hunger,

came out from his hiding place, crav-’

ing for vengeance as for food. Stumb-

drew his sword;

rabble

he
the

ling over Pierre
here that had

1 country’'s army to fligh

was one of

put‘ his prout t.
Did he live still?

But

Then he should
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talg.

“Ach
putting back
all unknowing, escaped
once more.

The autumn sun was high in
sky when the -repeated touch of
warm, moist tongue brought Pierre
back to life again, and he opened his
eyes to meet the rapturous gaze of a
pair of liquid brown ones. They be-
longed to a very disreputable little
dog minus an ear and half his tail,
and plus a dirty bandage round one
leg.

“Leon!” breathed Pierre; and Leon
cocked the ear that remained to him,
as if to demand, “who else?’ For
Pierre he had left the comforts of the
field hospital, where he had wisely in-
stalled himself at the invitation of a
friendly nurse. He could not rest when
Pierre was missing; he had howled
for him all night.

“Good little dog!” the soldier mur-
mured. And Leon fell to caressing his
hand, whining with grief that it lay
inert and made no attempt to pat him.
The sight of him cleared the mist from
Pierre’s brain and hope came back
to his heart.

“Leon!” he cried, “fetch my com-
rades to me. Make haste, little dog—
make haste, or I die!”

Leon hesitated. It was against his
principle to leave a friend, and Pierre
was more to him than all the world.
But the soldier’s insistence moved
him to obey, and with a melting look

SOl cathed the

death vet

the
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| the fortress at Rastad.

his |
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| and accused of being a spy.

. s : : | hours he was
he fumbled feebly for his water flask, | &y
and finding it, pushed it into his hand. |

| close guard

b1 German, | e
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his sword.  And Pierre |
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Fou, feel bilious, ‘‘headachy’” and irritable—
for that’s a sign your liver is out of order.

Your

food is not digesting—it stays in the stomach a sour,

fermented mass,

poisoning the system. Just take a

dose of Chamberlain’s Stomach and Liver Tablets—
they make the liver do its work—they cleanse and

sweeten the stomach

feel fine in the morning.

Chamberlain Medicine Company, Toronto

CHAMBERLAIN'S TABLETS

and tone the whole digestive system. You'll
At all druggists, 25¢., or by mail from

14
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from his true brown eyes, he sw.-am-?
pcred off. While Pierre was yet ‘
dering if he underztood, he was back |
again, followed by two Red
bearers. Leon had fetched them thrice
already to wounded men, so they had |
followed with little ado.

“Good little dog!”’ repeated Pierre,
as he was lifted onto a stretcher. And
Leon, running . along beside it, wagged |
his stump of a tail in an ect:

won-

Cross

sy of joy.|
Folks. |

YEAR IN GERMANY

Montreal Mining Broker Interned by
Enemy, Reaches Home Again

ot sonmmamaoe. |

After experiencing twelve months of
what he himself described as mart
dom at the
Montreal Mining
and, reached h
Germany, had b a
close prisoner for a An Alsatian
by birth, Mr. Armand left Montreal in
June,
ents at Strasburg,,
with two Americans
declared. He endeavored to leave Ger-

but found At

VI~

hands of a

Mr 3. 7T

from

the Germans,
broker,
Arm

v h vactordavy
ome } esterday
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year.
1914, to pay a visit to his par-
and was at Baden
when war

was

ossible.

| Express

and
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and following out

must

M- taken to

The American

this order, Armand was
there made representation to
German Government concerning |
the conditions in which the prisoners
Armand had

other move, this time being marched
umiez'_ the eyes of an armed guard zo‘
Here, after being in prison

the

aAnN-

@all

days, he was brought before'
Court Martial of 14th Corps
For three
closely interrogated by |
German On 24th of |
March, he brought before them|
again, and the officer in command de—ji
clared in sonorous tones “Ycu must |
be ready to-morrow morning at six |
o’clock.” ‘
Thought He Was to Die |

Mr. Armand took this message as his |
death sentence, and he says that he |
will never !'oﬁge-t the terrible nighti
through which he passed prior to what?
he believed would be
When came he
that the judgement passed upon him
in the |

. |
kept nder |

the the

officers. the

was

execution. |
was told!

his

six o’clock

s being restudied, and that

wa

oo 14 vy T aniad
meantime, 1€ WOuiQ

at

D31} 3 " ]
Ruleben. |

1 that I might
“It was at
“that the majority
in Germany

die.”
Ruleben,” he c¢ontinued, |
British subjects |
interned following
the declaration of war. Life there is
hard, nourishment poor, and the
ventilation insufficient and bad. This
is the menu: Morning, two cups of
coffee, 200 grams of bread made from
potato, flour and bran; noon dinner,
carrot and turnip soup, rarely peas or
vegetables, and rarer still any meat;
night supper, two cups of tea, and that
is all. Altogether there are between
4,000 and 4,500 interned at Ruleben,
and that is how they exist. The bar-
racks are very unhealthy, and the
beds and clothing filthy.”

It was finally through the intermedi-
ary of his family at Strasburg, who
made Count de Sar acquainted with
his miseries, that he was released. The
Chambre de Commerce of Montreal al-
so were instrumental in rendering Mr.
Armand assistance. They communi-
cated with the British Government,
and the American embassador at Ber-
lin was invited to interest himself in
the case. :

In July Mr. Armand received his
passport, and left Germany, a broken
man, with ineffaceable memoirs of
German cruelities. He reached Eng-
land, and only then did he breath free-
ly, and boarding the Missanabie, he
reached Montreal yesterday.
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Ask for Minard’s and take no other.

Express for Annapolis (Sat.

{ Accom. for Annapolis....... 6.3

| Windsor da

DOMINION ATLANTIC RY.

“LAND OF EVANGELINE RouTE"™

On and after Sept. 1st, 1915, train
service on the railway is as follows:

Serviee Daily Except Sunday.

Express for Halifax (Monday only)
413 a. m.
noon

s - .. 2l

Express for Yarmouth..

Express for Halifax..

only)

7.53 p. m.

7.40 a.m.
p. m.

Midland Division

Trains on the MidlandDivision leave
ily (except Sunday) for
Truro at 7.05 a.m. 5.10 p.m., and 7.50
a.m. and from Truro for Windsor at
6.40 a. m., 2.30 p. m. and 12.50 p. m. con-
nectirig at Truro with trains of the In-
tercolonial Railway and at Windsor
with express trains to and from Hali-
fax and Yarmouth.

B Parlor
trains
Yarmouth

St. John - Digby

DAILY

Accom. for Halifax

5

ufiet on Mail

Halifax and

Car Service

between

SERVICE
vy excepted.)

CStea hir

n Y
BOSELES

eaves St. John 7.00 a.
150 p. m., arrives

5.00, connecting

nadian Pacific

and the West.

Boston Service

CQé¢oam - £ - X
Steamers of and Yar-

the Boston

mouth S.8. Company sail from Yar
mouth for Boston after arrival
Express.train from Halifax, Tuesdays,

-~

of

Wednesdays, Fridays and Saturdays.

Y. GIFKINS,
General Manager.

FURNESS
SAILINGS

From Halifax

ABOUT
Aug. 27
Sept. 7
Sept. 21

From London

ABOUT
Appenine
(Caterino
Shenandoah

via St. John’s,

) Messina

From Halifax

ABOUT
S(’lit. 11
,\‘L‘l't. :

.'\ ug. 31 ¢
Nfld
From Liverpool

ABOUT

Tobasco

Sept. 4 Durango

Above sailings are not guaranteed and are
subject fo change without notice.

Furness Withy & Co., Limited
Halifax, N. S.

Accom ;T?nw Table in effect]
& Fri. January 4, 1915

Accon

Mon &

e

Mon.

Stations

Lv. Middleton AR |
* Clarence |
Bridgetown |
Granville Centre;

Granville Ferry
* Karsdale |
AR. Port Wade Lv.|

i
Read down. |

11.10
11.38
11.55
12.24
12.39
12.55

13.15

Read 3
15.45
1617
15.01
14.36
14.21
14.05
13.46

CONNECTION AT MIDDLETON
WITH ALL POINTS ON H. & 8. W.
RAILWAY AND D. A. RAILWAY.

P. MOONEY
General Freight and Passenger Agent

Yarmouth Line

AUTUMN EXCURSIONS
September 8th to October 6th
LOW FARES! TRAVEL NOW!

Yarmouth to Boston and Return $6.00
e
Steamships -Prince George and
Prince ‘Arthur
Leave Yarmenuth Tuesday, Wednes-
day, Friday and Saturday at6 p..m. Re-
turn leave Central Wharf, Boston, Sun-

day, Tuesday, Thursday, Friday 2 p.m.
Tickets and Staterooms at Wharf Office.

A. E. WILLIAMS. Agent
_ Yarmouth, N. S.
Boston and Yarmouth S. S. Co., Ltd




