lities,
Rever .é‘:.{.?;“"’f‘ﬂ}‘ ’K' s o
T AN ind @ one
doctor

réatn and should you decide
Pay When You Are Cured.
s that it thi mﬂ
er 3&- "ﬂ’um‘:ﬂ”
{ And when 3¢ .r‘;":u?".‘é“ﬂ?w&
“What you 'will willingly pay bim & small fee. |
_Would seem, therefore. that it is to the best inter.
sests of every man who suffers in this-way to write
+#he doctor at once a; fidentially lay your case
mm him, He sends the method, as 1 his
4 dkelee:t ({: n‘::. mbgctl’emlnl% the 14 di )
P Ch @) .
r. 8. Goldberg, 208 W vo. I ey

well as
L‘mplom-
, 208 Wi ard Ave. n

rolt, Mich. And 5t will a1l ttnedlato be aemt
: .A~mn.£m.in_nphh-. sealed package.

i

Upholstering

Geo. E. Embrey
can be found in future at
C . Austin & Co’s. Dry
Goods Store.  Orders for
Upholstering and Carpet
Laying will bhave prompt
attention.

Geo. E. Embrey

e
Tobaeco, Opium or
Brain Worry, allof
ty, Conlumi:ﬁonn:d an
leas n‘tlzw . ply
e, 8tz will_cure, m
. fﬁptolpﬁco. Bg:l}orfmpanﬁlet.
Wood Company,
+ Windsor, Ont', Chnany,

. Wood's Phosphodine; sold in Chat-
~#am by all Druggists. 4

LODGES.

WELLINGTON Lodge,
No. 46, A. F. & A. M.,
grsR C., meets on the
t Monday of
‘month, in the m:ﬁ
Hall, Wifth St., at 7.30

) o P m Visitiug bretires
wieartily welcor

"ALBX. GREGORY, Seo'y
SBORGE "MASSEY, W. M.

DENTAL,

4. A. HICES, D. D..5.—Honor gradu-
ate of Philadelphia Dental College
and Hospital of Oral Surgery,
*Philadelphia, Pa., also honor.grada~
ate of Royal College of Dental Sur-
+eons, Toronto. Office, over Turn-
er's drug store, 28 Rutherford
ook, k7 4

4 LEGAL.

@MITH, HERBERT D, — County
COrown Attorney, Barrister, Solici-
‘or, eto. Harrison Hall, Chatham,

. ' #BOMAS SCULLARD-—Barrister and
i ‘Belicitor, Victoria Block, Chatham,
Ount, Thomas Scullard. ;

& RB. OFLYNN-Barrister, Solicitor,
“'ete., Conveyancer, No “‘Pablio,
| Otfice, King Street, ppposite Mer-,

mte’ Bank, Ohatham, Ont.

 @OUSTON, STONE & SOANE—Parrin:|
' ders, Bolicitors, Conveyancers,

ies Public, otc, Private fznds
fowest t rates,

¢+ “Mdte, I think PN torn in. Well

LADY LETTY..,

o - feoleode
‘ (0_0“0'090’“
- ‘'Wilbur looked at her with intent cu- |
rlosity—npted again, as if for the first
time, the rough, blue overalls thrust
%Qo shoes; the goarse flannel shirt
bpen 2t the throat, the belt with its
sheath knife, her arms big and white
and tattooed in sailor fashion, ‘her
thick, muscular neck; Mer red face,
Wwith its pale blue eyes and almost
massive jaw, and her bair, her heavy,
yellow, fragrant hais, that lay over
ber shouldér and breast, coiling and
loopfng in her lap. 4

“No,” he sald, with a long breath, “I
don’t make it out. I knew. you wers,
out of my expmrience, but I begin to
think now that you are o@t of even my
imagioation. You are rigfit, you should
keep to yourself. You should be alone
—your mate lsn’t made yet. You are
splendid just as you are,” while under
his breath he added, his teeth elinch-
ing, “but I love you!” i

It was growing late, the stars were
all out, the moon riding high. Moran
yavwned. F !b’

have to be at that schooner early im
the morning, and 1 make no doubt
she'll give us plenty to do.” Wilbur
hesitated to reply, waiting to take his
cue from what next she should say.
“It's hot enough to sleep where we
are,” she added, “without going aboard
the Bertha, though we might have a
couple of blankets off to lie on. This
sand’s as hard as a plank.”

Without ansgwering, Wilbur show
her a couple of blanket rolls he had
brought off while he was ‘unloading
part of the stores that afternoon. They
took one apiece and spread them on
the sand by the bleached whale's
skull. Moran pulled off her boots and
stretched herself upon her blanket
with absolute unconcern, her hands
clasped under her head. Wilbur rolled
up his coat for a pillow and settled
himself for the night with an assumed
self possession. There was a long si-
lence. Moran yawned again. ¢

“I pulled the heel off my boot this
morning,” she said lazily, “and I've
een limping all day.”

“I noticed 1it,” ranswered Wilbur.
“Kitchell bad a new pair aboard some-
where, if ghey're not' spoiled by the
water now.” i

“Yes?” she sald indifferently. “We'll
look them up in the morning.”

Again there was silence.

“I' wonder,” she 'began again, star-
ing up into the dark, “if Charlie took
that frying pan off with him when he
wend.”

“I don’t know. He probably did.”

“It was the only thing we Had to
cook abalones in. ‘Make me think to
look Into the galley tomorrow. This
ground's as hard as nails, for all your
blankets. Well, good night, mate. I'm
going to sleep.”

“Good night, Moran.”

Three hours later Wilbur, who had
not closed his eyes, sat up and looked
at Moran, sleeping quietly, her head in
a pale glory of hair—looked at her and
then around him at the silent, deserted

“I don't know,” he said to himself.
“Am I a right minded man and a thor-
oughbred, or a mushhead, or merely a
prudent, sensible sort of chap that val-
ues his skin and bones? I'd be glad to
put a name to myself” Then more
earnestly he added, “Do I love her too
much, or not enough, or love her the
wrong way, or how?’ He leaned to-
ward her, 5o cloge that he could catch
the savor of her breath and the smell
of her neck, warm with sleep, The
sleeve of the coarse blue shirt was
drawn up, and it seemed to him as if

Could Not Slecp At Night.
Was All Run Down.

Had No Appetite.

s

FOOD WOULD NOT DIGEST,,

R

Mrs, 1. W, Warner, Riverdale, N.S.,
1s glad there is such  remedy a3

_ Burdock
. Bitte

‘, bur drew softly back.

s The jurk had come in aqvernight and -

¥

 bur &nd 1 ape geing home—back. te

ber bare arm, flung out af full Iength,
had some sweet aroma of its own. Wil

1“No,” he sald to himself decisively;
“no, I guess I am a thoroughbred after
all” It was only then that he went to

‘When he awoke, the sea was pink
with the sunrise, and one of the bay
Leads was all distorted and stratified
by & mirage. It was hot already, Mo-
ran was sitting a few paces from jhim,
braiding her bair,

“Hello, Moran)” he gaid, m-ing ups

“How long have you been up?”

“Since - before sunrise,” she said.
“I've had a bath inthe cove where the
,creek\nﬁu down. 1 saw a jack rabbit.”
S, anything of Charlie and the
others ?”

“They've camped on the other side of
the bay. But look yonder)” she added.

was about a mile
shore. ' ¢

“The deuce!” ‘exclaimed Wilbur.
“What are they after?’

“Fresh water, I guess,” sald Moran,
kxotting the end of & braid. “We'd bet-
ter have breakfadt in a hurry and turn
to on the Bertha. The tideis going out
fast.”

While they breakfasted they kept
an eye on the sohooner, watching ber
sides and flanks as the water fell slow-
ly away.

1. “Donlt see anything very bad yet,”
said Wilbur.

“It's somewheres in her stern¥ re-
marked Meran, ° 2

In ‘%ﬁ Bolir's time the Bestha Millner
ﬁm igh &pd ary, and they conld ex-
amine her at their lelsure. It was Mo-
ran. who found the leak.

" “Pshaw!” she exclaimed, with a half
laugh. “We can ‘stick that up in half
an heur.” :

A single plank had started away
from the sternpost; that was all. Oth-
erwise the schooner was as sound as
the day she left San Franclsco. Mo-
Fan and Wilbur bad the damage repair-
ed by noom, naliing the plank to its
Place and calking the seams with lamp
wick. Nor could their utmost care-
ful search discover any further injury.

“We're ready to go,” said Moran, “so
soon ag she'll float. We can dig away
around the bows here, make fast a
Mne to that rock out yonder and warp
Ber off at next high tide. Hello! Who's
this?” g

It was Oharlie.” While the two had
been at work he had come argund the
shore unobserved and new stood af
some little distance, smiling at them
ealmly. s

“Well, what do you want?”’ orled Mo-
ran angrily. “If you had your rights,
my friend, you'd be keelhauled.”

“1 Wipkum velly hot day.”

“You didn't come here to say that.
What do you want?”

“% come hab talkee-talk.”
¢ don’t want to bave any talkee-
talk with such vermin as you. Get
oult” .

Charlie sat down on the beach and
wiped his forehead.

“I come buy ome piece bacon.’ China
bey no hab got.” )

We aren’t selling bacon to desert-
ers,” oried Morapn. “And PNl tell you
this, you y little monkey: Mr. Wil-

and a half from

Frisco—this afterpoon, and we're golng
to leave you and tid rest of your vipers
to rot on #his beach or to be murdered
by beachcombhers.”” And she pointed
out toward the junk. Charlie did not
even follow the direction of her ges-
and frem this very indifference
bur guessed that it was precisely
becanse of thg Deaclicombers that the
Machiayeltan Ohinaman had wished, to
treat with his old officers.

“No hab get bacen?’ he queried, lift-
ing his eyebrows in surprise.

“Plenty, but not for you.”

Charllé took a buekskin bag fom his !
blouse and counted out a handful of .
silver and gold. :

“I buy um nisi twoe piecee tobacco.”

“Look here,” sald Wilbur deliberate-
ly, “den’t you try to fiimSam ps, Char-
le. We know you too well. ¥ou don't
want bacon and you don’t want tobae-,
ed”

“China boy heap pleaty much aick.
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fering with Charlie’'s camp on the

“of the water, dropped again with a
- splash, fose again and again fell back

Two boy velly sick. 1 tic: um die prot-
ty soon tomolla. You eatchum siop °
chest; you gib me five, seven liver pill
Sabe?”

“I'll fell you what you want!” cried
Moran, aiming a forefinger at him,
pistol fasbion. ‘“You've got a blue
funk because those Kai-gingh beach-

combers have eome into the bay, and

you're mote frightened of them than

You are of the schooner, and now you

want us to take you home.” - ;
i = |

“How muchee?’
“A thoudhid dellars.” :
Wilbur looked at her in swrprise. He

'n‘f‘!'w a refusal, 4
Tou mo hab got lver pill7” inquired

Moran turned her back

| watching, had turned in agaim, when

ai‘i(

PLANET

Most folk who eat
“FORCE” think it tastes
the best of all breakfast
foods. They say, “Itgoes
right to the spot.”

That’s because Nature
is on the spot. She knows
at the first taste what she
can make the best blood,
and bone, and brain out of.

Nature says, “Give me
‘FORCE.”

“I t'ink him want catchum schooner.”

voice. “You best hurry chop-chop,” he
called after Charlie. “We £9_home
pretty soon.”

“He knows very.
away before high tomorrow,” said
Moran. “He'll take his time.” 5

Later on in the afternoon Moran and
Wilbur saw a small boat put off from
the junk and make a landing’ by the
oreek. The beachcombers were taking
on water. The boat made three
before evening, but the beachcombers
made no show of molesting the unde-
fenddd scHooner or in any way inter-

ell we can't get

otker side of the bay.

“No,” exclaimed Moran between her
teeth as she and Wilbur were cooking
supper — “no; they don’t need to.
They've got about $160,000 of loot on
board—our loot too, . It goes Against
“. m.m”

The moon rose considerably ‘earlier
that night, and by'12 o'clock the bay
was\flooded with its electrical white-
ness. ' Wilbur and Moran could plaisly
make out the junk tied up to the kelp
oftshore. They had slept but a short
time when Wilbur was awakened by
Moran shaking his arm.

“There’s something wrong out there,”
she whispered—‘“something wrong with
the junk, Hear 'em squealing? Look,
look, look!" she cried of a sudden.
“It's their turn now.” .

Wilbur could see the c¢rank junk,

tﬂ& [AR Ay e 2

it makes you think the beseh
combers. want our sehooner?*

».'Let's put off tonight—right away,”
oM Wilbur,

"“Low tide,” answered Moran, “and
besides—Charlle, did yeu see them
clope? Were you near them?”

“No go muchee close.”

“Did they have something with them
reeved up in a hammock—something
that ‘smelled wweet—like a joss stick,
for instance?”

“No savyy; mo ¢an telk Him try
catehum scheoner sure. Him velly
bad China boy. See Yup China boy,
velly bad. I b'leng 8am Yup. Savvy?’

“Ah, the thngs?’

“Yass. 1 Sam Yup. Bim,” and he
pointed %0 the Bertha's crew, “Sam
Yup. All we Sam Yup; nist bim,” and
be waved a band toward the beash-
combers’ camp; “Bim See Yup. Sav-
"yv i

‘Its a tomg row,” said Wibur.
“They’re blood enemies, the See Yups
and Sam Yups.” ¥

"Moran felt fthoughtful, digging her
boot heel into the sand, her thumbs
hooked into her belt, her ferehead
cﬂur«l into a beavy frown. There

a silence.

ne thing,” she said at last, “we
can’t. give up the sghoomer. They
would take our stores as well, then
where are we? Marooned, Jove!

How far do you supposs We are from
the nearest tewn? Three hundred
miles wouldn't be a bad guess, and
thsy've got the loot—our ambergris—
'l swear to thet! They Aidn't leave
that aboard when the junk sank."”

“Loek bere, Charlie,” she said, turn-
ing to the Chinaman. “If the beach-

s take the sch —the Bertha

Millner—from us, we'll be left to starve
on this beach.”

“I tinkum yaes.”

“How are we going to get home?
Are you going to Jet them do it? Are
you going to let them have our scheon-
er?y’ ¢

“I tink no can have.”

“Look here,” she went on, with sud-
den energy.. “There are osly nine of
them now to our eight. We're about
even. We ean fight those swine. I
know we can, If we jumped their camp
and rushed them hard, believe me we
could run them into the sea. Mate”
she eried, suddenly facing Wilbur, “are
you game? Have you got blood in you?
Those beachcombers are going to at-
tack us tomorrow before high tide;
that's flat. - There's golng to be s fight
anyway. We can't let them have the
schooner. It's starvation for ue if we
do. e

{To Be Continued.)
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NO REASON Y00
SHOULD GIVE 1P

Because Your Indigeston Has Become
Chronic—Dodd’s Dyspepsia  Tablets
Will Cure 1t Just The Same,

If your Indigestion has turned to
Dyspepsia and hecome ohroniec that

‘iIs no reason you should -%espair.

Others just as bad as you have been
cured by Dodd’s Dyspepsia Tablets,
Take the' case of Mrs. James Bradley
of Smith's Cove, Digby Uo., N. S.
Aere’s what she says about it her-
self ; i

“I Yhad Dyspepfia. for over mnine
years. I tried the best doctors in
the place and never found relief. I
had to starve m{ulf from eating.
No tongue can fell what I suffered.

with its staring red eyes, high stern® ‘I bought 'six boxes of Dodd’s Dys-

and prow, as distinetly as theugh at
noonday. As he watched, it seemed as
if a great wave caught her suddenly
under foot, She heaved up bodily out

into her own ripples, that, widening
from her sides, broke erisply en the
sand at Wilbur's feet.

Then the commotion ceased abrupt-
ly. The bay was quiet again. An hour
passed, then two. The meon began to
set. Moran and Wilbur, wearied of

they were styrtied to wakefulness by
the cregk of garlocks and the seupd of
a boat gropnding in the sand, - -
The cool e deserters froffl tHe
Bartha Miliner, wers Charlie
canme forward. f
. "Ge’ lup! Ge’ lup!” he satd. “Junk
all smash! Kai-gingh come ashore. I
¥ink him want catcham schooner.”
HAT smashed the junk?
What wrecked her?” de-

-

pepsia Tablets and six of Dodd’s Kid-

ney Pills, and before I had finished

taking them I could eat most any-
thing and sleep comfortably.”
There is no’' need to comment on a
statementTike this, It's true. What
was done for Mrs, Bradley has been
done for thousands of others. Dodd’s
Dyspepsia Tablets will do it for you.

A Good, Stiff Argument

for our 'hlpndry wotk can be put up on just
one article—the stiff bosom shirt, If there
is any one that launders these as wel as
we do they are unknown to us. There cer
tainly is mo one who does the work any
better tuan the g B vt G
CHATHAM STEAM LAUNDRY
Perfect finish is not the only thing sought
Hore.  Care is taken that the soles asd 1
‘not stretohed out of shape or made nn:x::
or the besoms of “(:rnhm ont shirts irs
80 butfonholes do not come cpposite.. W
do ali these things right. %

CHATHAM = STEAM LAUNDRY
Sixth St. near Fire Hell, Phome 190

A

Y

|

w
ﬁ;,n'k. nothing nuwe 8oap for Housshold Utensils,

When you have to use hard water it is not an easy matter to wash
household utensils. Todo good washing you should have goc'od soap
and soft water' (rain water). If you use hard water you must have }
good soap, and the best soap you can get is Sunlight Soap because it. -
softens the hard water and makes a copious creamy lather. Use Sun- J
light Soap for all household purposes and the results will surpriseyou, §

SUNLIGHT SoAP |

ASK FOR THE OCTAGON BAR,
Sunlight Soap waskes the clothes white without injuring the hands.
L LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO, “
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SALTED !

Got ’em There! That's What Hurts!
Better Salt! Better Prices. The
Only Kind! Absolutely
Pure | : :

Windsor Salt

—AT—
KILLING PRICHES

780. to Jobbers, 88¢. by the barrel,
also in 100 1b, bags.

THE T. H. TAYLOR (0, Limited.
Chatham, <R
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THH REASON TH®E i
Company Sells Jewel All
Steel Gas Stoves.

000000000000000000000000000000060000600

They are the Very Best. See for Vourself at The
Gas 'Cempany,

BE0. M. CLABK & (0, DIVISION, MARERS§

OHICAGO W
WQQO ; WMOM““’QM :
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