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The Sterling Bank
of Canada

Investors
Let our Bond Pepartment—through your local 
Sterling Bank Manager—advise you regarding 
the most profitable investments for your surplus 
funds.
We recommend only the highest type of govern
ment and municipal bonds, yielding—at present
firices—a most attractive return on your money, 
n addition, it is equipped to handle buying and 

selling orders to your best advantage.
Our local Manager will gladly furnish full 
particulars. „

One Account for Two People
The Joint Bank Account 

is a home convenience. It 
may be opened in the names 

of any two members of a 
family — husband and wife — 

brother and sister — father and 
son—and each person may make 

deposits and draw cheques indepen- 
* dent of the other. Many families are putting

their eavinga in a Joint Savings Account, on which 
interest is paid.

TH€ MERCHANTS BANK
Head Office: Montreal OF CANADA Established 1864,
WATFORD BRANCH, 
ALVINSTON BRANCH,

• F. A. MacLEAN, Man«<er.
G. H. C. NORSWORTHY, Manager.
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"Who sows no seed, no harvest reaps”

The BEST CHRISTMAS GIFT
—An Independent Future

A small monthly payment, or a lump sum, paid in advance, will 
assure to young and old a Canadian Government Annuity of from

$50 to $5,000
a year for life payable monthly or quarterly. May be purchased 
on a single life, or on two lives jointly. Employers may purchase 
for their employees.

Apply to your postmaster, or write, postage free, to S. T. Bastedo, 
Superintendent of Annuities, Ottawa, for new booklet and other 
information required. Mention age last birthday and sex.
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A JOYFUL SEASON, CHRISTMAS 
—A JOYFUL CAR, THE FORD.

The influence of both has always 
been to dispel care, to drive away 
trouble and to ,make happy people 
happier.

The Christmas season comes and 
goes and the ordinary gift is soon 
forgotten, but the FORD CAR is a 
constant scource of satisfaction the 
whole year round.

You can make the joyful Christ
mas spirit last throughout the year 
by presenting your wife or family 
with a FORD SEDAN or Touring 
Car.
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HERR MAYO’S CHRISTMAS 
j FORMULA

(Continued from page 6)
stumbling homeward through the thin
ning street crowds. Once he had 
gained . the street which led to his 
house he began running like a mad
man. Trulÿ it must be as the clergy
man had said. Ida was at home, Of 
course, with her little boy. She had 
never left him; all that had been a 
bad dream from which he would 
awake when he entered. He let him
self in and switched on the electric 
light The room was empty and al
most bare, and it had never looked so 
forlorn and miserable before.

He realised that she was lost to 
him forever. She would accept his 
silence as final; she would never write 
to him again. And her address had 
vanished from his memory utterly. 
He had barely glanced at it once and 
purposely retrained from looking at 
it again before he tore the letter into 
fragments and flung them into the 
stove. He had chosen his miser’s gold, 
and it lay like a dead weight upon his 
heart

A scrap of paper on the floor caught 
his eye. He picked it up; it was a 
morsel of the envelope and bore his 
name, Juliua Mayo, and the first fig
ure of the house number. Perhaps 
other morsels might have fluttered 
out of the fire—perhaps Just the one 
which would give him the clue to his 
daughter’s address. Instantly he was 
down upon his knees and raking 
among the dying embers, turning over 
the coals, begriming his hands with 
the clinker ash. Another scrap re
warded his efforts. This was the up
per corner of the envelope, bearing a 
portion of the canceled stamp, with 
the benign featuree of Washington. 
There was no more; he could not find 
so much as a single charred fragment.

The old man rose slowly and stared 
at his white face In the little glass 
that hung above the mantel. His eyes 
were feverish and his gray hair hung 
in a disordered mass over his fore
head. He remembered the old Ger
man legend that on one day in the 
year the souls in hell were permitted 
to stand outside the gates of Paradise 
and to look in. This was his day; 
this was Christmas Eve, the anniver
sary of Minna’s death, the one day 
in the year on which he might save 
his soul. . The pride and greed were 
there, only dominated for the present 
by the influence of his mood; if he 
gave rein to them again he would be 
lost Irretrievably. And the mood 
must pass because he could not find 
the letter. Tomorrow, he knew, his 
work would absorb him again, his 
heart would harden, as old men’s 
hearts do. The gates of Paradise 
stood open wide for him—and he had 
lost the key.

He walked slowly across the room. 
His mind was made up; he would de
stroy all the fruits of his experiments, 
batter down that idol which he had 
set up to wean him from his own. 
He raised his arm to sweep every
thing to the floor—test tubes, bottles, 
papers. He hesitated. Could he let 
the fruits of all those years of experi- 
ment'go? He might at least save the 
formulae. Or was that sacrifice neces
sary it he was to save his soul from 
hell?

Suddenly his1 roving eyes rested 
upon the test tube which he had left 
on the,table.

He shouted aloud with joy. The 
mood had passed; the idol had reared 
itself again. Ida was forgotten. 
Something had happened during his 
absence that he had never managed to 
bring about before. The liquid in the 
tube had passed- from gold to brown, 
and from brown to a streaky, flaky 
mass of creamy, Jelly-like fluid. It 
was almost artificial rubber.

He was upon the track at last. His 
composition, in cooling, had coagulat
ed as rjibber coagulates. This was 
not rubber, but it was not far, from 
it. It was a compound which con
tained all the elements of rubber. 
But somewhere, in the building of it, 
two or three molecules had gone 
astray, or fastened themselves to the 
wrong elements, just as one may put 
a picture puzzle together and not 
quite fit the pattern. He was very 
close now; he must try the next form
ula, and the next, and the next; it 
might be only a matter of a few days 
before success crowned his efforts.

He sought feverishly for the paper 
with the microscopic handwriting, the 
result of years of research work and 
endless experimentation. It was not 
In its accustomed place, and he began 
turning his notes over, hunting for it. 
It must be on the other table, then— 
yes, there lay a folded sheet under the 
blotting sheet. -He reached for it and 
picked up—his daughter's letter.

Mayo stared at it without under
standing. How had this paper, which 
he had torn up and thrown into the 
furnace, come back to him? At last 
the staggering truth burst in upon 
him. He had destroyed the formula 
in place of the letter, and all the work 
of years had gone for nothing. He 
could never begin all over again. 
Even. It he had the enterprise, there 
jras no time, for others were hard 
upon the scent.

4Ü& sank, hack into his chair. «3
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consist» chiefly of Assàm tees, the richest 
est in the world—is full flavored and very ecoi

Never sold in bulk.
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Illusion had come toppling down. He 
sprang to his feet and rushed Into his 
bedroom. From its. case he extracted 
his razor. He would end everything 
with one swift, merciful sweep.

As he stood before the mirror with 
the open razor in his hand he heard 
a soft tapping at his door. He 
frowned impatiently. Why could not 
the fools leave him at this Juncture f 
He stode across the room and turned 
the key. Outside there was a whim
pering—a child’s whimpering. Imps/- 
tlently he turned the key again, 
opened the door,,and found himself 
looking down at a little child of four 
or five years, with flaxen curls, and 
the look of Ida upon his face.

The child screwed its grimy fists 
into Its eyes and the tears flowed 
trebly.

"Who ere you?” demanded Heir 
Mayo with sudden tenderness. '

‘Tee Julius," sobbed the child. *l' 
want my grandpa."

"Who Is your grandpa?” asked the 
old man, stooping and raising the boy 
in his arms.

“My grandpa lives here an’ you’re 
my grandpa. Mamma saw you in 
church an’ I—I followed you, but you 
went so quick I lost you and my 
mamma, too. But I knew you lived 
here, ’cause mamma often showed me 
when we used to pase." >

Herr Julius Mayo carried the child 
into the room. He put back the razor 
in Its case. Then he went into his 
laboratory and began pitching the- 
tubes and bottles into the store. The; 
crashing glass alarmed the little boy.

“What are you doing, grandpa?" he 
asked. 1

"Just tearing down an idol, sonny," 
answered the old man. "When you 
are grown up, maybe, you will re-
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JAMES NEWELL PH. B., M.O
L.R.C.P.&S., M.B.M.A., England 

Coroner County of Lambton 
WetUt>rdL Ont 

Office—Corner Main and Front Sts. 
Residence—Front at, one block east 
of Main st. «

> C. W. SAWERS, M.D.
Phone 13. Watford, Ontario. 

Office—Main st. Residence—Ontario 
street, east.

Office Hours—8.30 to 9.30 a.m.; 
2 to 4 and 7 to 8 p.m. Sundays by 
appointment.

W. G. SIDDALL. M D-
WATFORD ONTARIO

OFFICE —Next to Public Library.
Day and Night calls phone 26.

Office Hours—8.30 to 9.30 a.m.; 
2 to 4 and 7 to 8 p.m. Sundays by 
appointment

DENTAL.

GEORGE HICKS,
O D 8., TRINITY UNIVERSITY, L. D. •„ 

Royal College of Dental Surgeons, Poet graduel* 
of Bridge and Crown work. Orthodontia anf 
Porcelain work. The beet methods employed to 
preserve the natural teeth.

OFFICE—Opposite Taylor & Son’s drug Aqre 
MAIN 8T., Watford.

At Queen’s Hotel, Arkone, ist end 3rd Thnra- 
lay, of each month

G. N. HOWDEN
d. p. a. l. p. s.

GRADUATE of the Royal College of Dental 
Surgeons, of Ontario, and the Univeraity: off

the Latest and Most Approved ------ .----- -* ------ ' 1 attentieeToronto. OnL —, ------- ------------------
Appliances and Methods used. Special 
to Crown and Bridge Work.

Office—Over Dr. Sawers’, Main st, 
Watford.

7e'tvrirxsLrv Suigeon.

J McCILLICUDDY 
Veterinary Surgeon,

Honor graduate Ontario veterii*
ary College. Dentistry a Specialty. Al 

lieeasee of domestic animals treated on ecientifl 
principles.

Office—Two doors south of the Guide-Advocate 
office. Residence—Main Street, one door nortH 
of Dr. Siddall’s office.

Auotion.eer ,
J. F. ELLIOT.

Uoenaed Auotioneor
For the County of Lambton.

PROMPT attention to all orders, reasonable 
terme. Orders may be left at the Guide- 

Advocate office

lhGordon Hollingswort
Licensed Auctionee

For the Coutity of Lambton. y.

CAREFUL attention paid to all orders. Tegi 
reasonable and Satisfaction guaranteed. £ 

Orders may be left at the Guide-Advocate offl
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“Who Are You?” Demanded Herr 
Mayo With Sudden Tenderness. j

member this, and tear down your old 
idols, too. Come, sonny, we’re going 
home to mamma.”

He picked him up again and carried 
him downstairs with infinite tender
ness. At the street door he stopped 
and imprinted a kiss upon the nod
ding head that rested on hie shoul

der. And outside the clocks were 
striking midnight. j

CASTORIA
For Infants and Children

In Use For Over 30 Years
Always bears 

the
Signature of

The Watford Orchestra has been 
reorganized under the management 
of Messrs. Swift and Dodds and now 
have an instrumentation of six 
pieces well under way for dayce land 
concert engagements. Full j details 
regarding terms will be given on 
application to the management.

* SHORTHORN CATTLE AND ‘j '
* LINCOLN SHEEP ' ' ’

* FOR SALE or to let on shares ’
* half wool and half lambs, to ’
* parties that have no sheep 1
* seventy-five head of good reg- 1
* istered breeding ewes,—not 1
* more than six to any one party
* —a grand chance to get Into1
* good stock and interest the
* boys. For further particulars
* apply to
* ED. DE GEX
* KERWOOD ONTARIO
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TIME TABLE i
Trains leave Watford station as fol
lows :—

GOING WEST t „
Accommodation, 111.... S 44* a.t(i. 
Chicago Express, 17.. . .12.47 p.rp. 
Detroit Express, 83.... 6.48 p.m.
(a)Express, 6................. 9.11 p.i*.
UJExpress, 15..........., .10.10 p.ni.

GOING EAST
Ontario Limited, 80.... 7.38 a.m. 
Chicago Express,6. .....11.16 a.m. 
Accommodation, 110.... 2.28 p.m. 
Accommodation, 112.... 5.45 p.m.

(a)—Stops to let off passengers 
from Toronto.

(c.—Stops to let off passengers.
« C. W. VAIL, Agent, Watford.
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