Carsoh James Dale

The town of Wiggins has made
her sacrifice upon the altar of
the European war.

Carson J. Dale, born and
reared within two miles of Wig-

gins, was killed on the 23rd day :

of July near Rouin, France,
while engaged in a bloody battle
against the Germans. Young
Dale was a soldier in the British
army.

Carson, as he was known by
his home people, like all of us,
had his faults and failings. He
was no saint nor never ncsed as
such, but ~he had some good
traits and redeeming féatures.
He was oneof our home boys
and the sad news of his tragic
death brought gloom and grief
into the hearts of his kindred
and saduess to all who knew him.

Young Dale left Wiggins in
May, 1915 and on reaching New
Orleans, sailed for England on a
ship loaded with mules. Upon
his arrival in London, Dale im-
mediately joined the British
army and was kept in training
near London for several months,
then was sent to the trenches in
the thick of the ficht in France
‘| where his death occured, as al-
ready stated.

A message, addressed to his
sister, Miss Carrie Dale, from
London last Saturday was the
first news to reach hereannounc-
ing his death, and on the noon
train the same day a Jetter was
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received by Miss Dale from John
Freeman, asoldier, written Aug
ust 3rd, stating that young Dale
was by his side and within a
stone throw of the German
trenches, when a bomb bursted
and a sharpnell bullet hit Dale in’
the head, killing him almost in-
stantly. Freeman spoke: in the
highest praise of the unfortunate
boy concerning his soldier life
and his willingness to always do
his part without a murmur.

To those who mourn his death
we extend our deepest sympathy
and for solace and comfort we
point them to Him, who is able
to comfort in every time of
trouble.

A FRIEND.

Lines Worth Reading

Whilst walking down a crowded
street the other day,

I heard a littie urchin to a com-
rade turn and say—

“Say Chimmey, lemme tell
youse, I'd be happy as a clam

It I wuzde fe‘ler dat me mudder

tinks lam. & .

“She tinks I am a wonder, an’
she knows her little lad

Cculd nevermix wit’ nuttin’ dat
was ugly, mean or bad.

Ob, lots o’ times I sit'and tink
how nice ‘twould bee, gee whiz!

If a fellow was de feller dat his
mudder tinks he is,”’

My friend, be yours a life of toil
or undiluted joy,

You can learn a lesson from this
small unlettered boy; ‘

Don’t aim to be an earthly saint
with eyes fixed en the stars, |

Just try to be the fellow that!

- your mother thinks you are.
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