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: i ~ “The Craft of St.Crispin.”

Copy free from agents or makers of

—A pictured history of the Shoefrom the
3rd century to date.  Full 'of oot facts
-about lJeather, shoe ruin ang longevity,
B tricks of the last, foot forming influences,
styles and colors of lutest shoes, ete,

“The Slater Shoe.”

Buy Your.....

o

- Tinware

(ranitware

N ‘House Furnishings

>

From Geo. Stephens & Co.

They can give you the best value in the city.

We keep the largest assortment of Paints, Oils,
Glass and Wall Colors to be had in the city.

GEO. STEPHENS & CO.

e

\ . Any one can paint with our ready mixed paints.

e

Orders wr¢’ now being taken for

k

e o

. Bicycles

TO BE DELIVERED APRIL 1st

. ONLY 25 MACHINES

Has been allotted to Chatham and the County of Kent.

Our references are last year's purchasers, whose bicycles
did not cost them ooe dollar for repairs, and whose
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Night, fike & moody artist, had taken
her inky hrush’ in hand and 'with one
stroke darkened the moonlit face of the
wvalley with the gigantic shadows of the
Rockies. It 'was Christinas eve and ous-
side the vast trinngle of blackness which
encirvled the pabin there was a narrow
strip of silver light—the resxd which con-
neoted the valley with the world; inside
there was no. {llumination, not even a
dandle in the window, only the fitful
spark of King Boice's pipe, by
which his motionless figure could be dis-
cerned against the open doorway. He was
halt and dreaming, but even the
faint stirring of some belated bird in
search of its nest would rouse him into a
position of alert wakefulness, and at the
sound of footsteps on the hard, icy road
A quarter of a mile away he pricked up
his ears attentively, then rose, awkwanrdly
stretched his big Hmbs and planted him-
self in the middie of the road to listen,

As the figures of two men, both busily
talking, came into sight, he shouted a
VM “Hallo!" at them, and then bustled

into the cabin with an  alr of animation
and lit & kerosene lamp, which he sat
with emphasis down on the table opposite
the door. “ Makin' myself at home in

strode in the door and threw themselves
on the settee in an attitude of weariness.
“Well, tell us about it; did- you see him
strung upt'’

“1I saw him,” said Carter, briefly.
‘““Brandreth here turned tail and ran."

* “1 should think #,’' said Brandreth,
with a shudder. He was a little man,
with a sensitive face, which cven a long,
silver-streaked moustache and beard
scarcely saved from a suggestion of femin-
inity, “I saw all 1 wanted to-—that
quivering, struggling wretch thrust face
to face with the horror of eternity hy
fellow creatures as _thirsty for his blood
as ever he had been for that of his vie-
thm. And yet nobody hangs them. It's
all & coll, this so called justice. We kill
Peter to pay for killing Paul, who in
turn probably preved on  some other
weaker creature, just as it is in the
animal world. 1 jprefer to contemplate
such inconsistencies at a distance. "’

“Curus how that feller got ocaught,”
said Cattle King Bolce reflectively. *“‘He
thought he'd covered up his tracks so

foe and careful. And for that matter,
1t’s still more curus to think how these
big, black crimes almost allus s found
out; if not sooner, then Iater. Seems a8
if they caint be hid in the earth. The
law lays mighty low and quiet, an’ you
think it's forgotten everything, when—
whif! the handouffs are grippin’ your
wrists, an’ yon are brought up in court
an’ everything proved against you.'

“Brandreth don't think so,”” sijl Car-
fer. “He was arguing th me as we
oame up the road and trying to convince
me that by the cleverness of the erim-
inal, or the stupidity of the law, or
mevely a fortuitous chain of circumstan-
oces, he could either cover up his erime,
or hide himself if discovered as complete-

Iy as though he had been caught up and
transisted—to what clime he doesn’s
say AL

“Don’t joke,'’ said Brandreth. “It only
proves that you don't know what you're
talking of. Have you ever read anything
of the history of crime? A little? Well,
M you'd resd more, you'd know that
| many of the darkest deeds ever committed
were only revealed by a death-bed con-
fesslon, made when the perpetrator was
beyond the reach of human justice. 1
ocould tell you » story—but, no, 1 wen's
Boloce can read 'to us instead What's
your book, Cattle King®"

“ The big miner, who owed his title to

‘some innocent, wainglorions bhoasting of
his, regarding vast possessions in the Jess
far west whose loss had obliged him to
seek his fortune in the shadow of the
mountains, lasughed sheepishly “It's
ynun; " he sald, passing it over. A
book of prayers, 1 believe; found it when
1 was rommaging ‘round after the lamp. "’

Clet'ssee it said Carter. reaching
out his hand
"Oh, yes ' sald Brandreth, indiffer-

ently. “Found plenty of dust on it I

saw the inside of it

“1 can gov you one bhetter
sald the ex-onttie King 'l just give a
look into it to pass. the time away, an’
hiamed if 1 didn’t find a text 1 thought

than' that

pretty  appropriate for the feller that's
petting his deserts down there in the
town—""'Your dampation slumbereth

not. "’ .

“But Brandreth says that's not true,"’
Carter ohserved Tell us the story, old
man, which you hinted would prove your
position The only educgted men in the
camp, some similarity of taste and inter-
est had drawn the two into a careless
sort of intimacy, to el Cattle King

of his good nature and all-round likeable
ness. He was the oldest resident of the
eamp, where Brandreth had drifted a yoar
ago and Carter & few months later, and
be had taken the two strangers under his
paternal and powerfal wing. Brandreth
hesitated at the request made of him, but
Bpie» clamorously seconded Carter, his
child like curiosity arouased

“Toll we” hecurged, “if it's a true
story. 1 dom’t want none out of a book
I'd like to hear of & case. where 8 man
did a wicked thing an’ wasn't found out
somchow or angther hefore he died.”’

Still Brandreth hesitated. i

“1 dom’s like to tell It exactly.” he
sald, slowly, “‘for it isn't fair to the man
to disclose his seoret. I didn't say he was
dead, Bolce, or that his déded was wicked
I only said he successfully evaded the
vengosnee of the law. Howeved, I'veo a
grest mind-—boys, T will tell it, for it's
a groesome tale, and 11 feel something
of & relief o my mind in sharing it. Bat
you must et me tell It somewhat in
story-hook style, Ciftle King, ' for that's
the only way 1 can reel it off my mem

from a common pimple to the
rofulous sore. .

o Minwds un?m;t Cures Dandrof’.
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_,am.dmmwrii:h;.; indreth, you see, " he § e iferod-M—ems
cheerfully ¢ %5 the two men e e

suppose: 1've had the book since T was 5 |
boy and take it round with we as a sort |
of mascot, but it's precions long since I ¢ he tarned his face toward them and spoke

Boioe had been sdmitted on the strength
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' 5 o Ly phove the heads of the plain.
BRANDRETE'S CONFESSION, | 5 Sommmmi s 2505

oo this is all Greek t0 you, Boloe; but
it was Roman to the padishioners, and
they understood it juss enough to strong-
Iy disapprove, ;

“Nevertheloss, as he walked slowly
home through the flelds with his head
bept, not one of them who passed him
withheld a respectful and sympathetio

, for the hat which he carried in
his haind bore & deep orape band, the em-
blem of a grief which was tepring out
his heart, The mourning was for his
cousin, a beautiful girl, with whom he
had been Lrought wp in brother and
sister style—-"’

“Which didn't prevent him from-fall-
ing in love with her, I'll bet,'’ inter.
rupted Cgrter,

“Exactly. Your perspioacity does you
credit, Carter. He did Jove her, and when
she married & young physiclan—"

“Why, in the name of thunderin’ thick
headedness didn’t he marry her himself*"”
This second interpolation was Boloe's

“He conldn’t. That was past of his
High Church platform-~the celibacy of
the clergy. Till she was married, and to
a man whom he believed to be only in
Jove with her fortune, he never realized
his true feclings toward her: and when
she died. after a brief year of married
life-—well,* we're none of us children;
we've all loved women, and we know

SR

“Poor Blake, poor fellow !’ murmured
Boioce, the most soft-hearted of men who
was ever stranded by mistake in a Roeky
mountain mining camp. After a pause
Brandreth continued :—

“When he reached home  his hounse-
keeper said: ‘There was a stranger here
looking for you Did you meet him?
Blake shook his head for ‘No,' and, after
eating the most frugal of asoetic repasts,
he called the woman to him and told her
that he was summoned to London om
fmportant business and would be back
tn a week. Then, after himself packing
his small tmveling bag he gave the key

of the church into her charge and bade

her good-bye. From that time he was

never seen or heard of in the village
aln.

“Who killed him?’' Boice's tone was
awe-struck as that of a child ““Was't
the stranger?’’ R

‘““No,"" sald Brandreth
rose and laughed. They did not like his
laugh. I don’t think I'll tell you any
more of this tale. It isn't a pretty one,
and as it stands it is doamatic enough,in
my opinion. " e

“Not in mine,”” sald Carter. ‘““Come,
we must have the remainder, since there
is & remainder. You've no right to rouse
our curiosity to only leave us—and your
hero—in the lurch.”

‘““An’ you Baven't proved your point
yer.”" added the other man. ‘' Concernin’
the blame eross-eyedness of law an’ jus-
tice, you know. "

Thus urged, Brandreth drew
breath and went on: “Well, they never
heard of him again. They wondered and
spoculated for & while and wrote o
Seotland Yard once, but he was as com-
pletely lost as though the side of one of
the Cornish mountains had opened and
swallowed him up, and in six months
they had a new rector, and in a year the
old one was practidally forgotten. But
the newoomer had scarcely been installed
before he made a singular discovery. The
church linen was all gone. Surplices,
altar cloth, even the white mnapkins
which are used in the communion ser-
vice, all But a few picoes had been taken
from the cedar chest in the vestry Toom
where they had been Kept

“This excited almost maore wonderment

He abraptly

a deep

young priest, for they all argued thata
man could walk away on his two feet and
of his own volition. but an altar-cloth
could not be spirited off without hands.
Bolee, since you're playing the host,
hand me down the bottle out of the cup-
Board, will vour’ ‘

The eattle king obeved with lumbering
alacrity. Carter, whe was abstemions be-
vond anyone's comprehension, shook his
head., but the other two men
deeply after which Brandreth sat silent
for several moments, his eves staring into
the darkness ontside the door. Both his
| companions had strong nerves, but there
| was something in that dull, heavy un
seeing gare which made it a relief when

{ sgrain —

“Well, murder willout'! You think I'm
too long-winded in coming to the point
I know, so I'll say at once what their

next discovery awas It was horrible
! enough, 1 assure you, to imake an excuse
for all my maundering and wandering.
The sexton was called on for some rosson
to descend into the cobwebs and darkness
of the church vault, which in the days
when they didn't think such things
wicked had been used as a wine ecellar,
but had for long years been empty snd
univigited. There, prone on the floor, lay
a white, stark thing-—a man's body.
Wrapped up like & muasgmy,” in—I sup-
pose you can guess®’

“The stolen linen,” hazarded Carter

“Yes, the consecrated altar-cloths and
napkins and, stoles, all wound rtightly
around the ghastly thing. His head had
been beaten on the stones of the floor
which were spattered with blood, until
the_face was past recognition. But by the
cithes which the mummy wrapping had
jrtly preserved he was jdentified as the
stranger who had been searching for the
elvrgyman, Blake, on. the day of his dis
appearnnce. In the skeleton hand some
thing wax convulsively grasped—a gold
cuff button with the initial ‘B’ engraved
on it and a shred of cloth still hanging
o it

“That's all there is of the story, really,

wmrson—had mlready changed his
Liu identity, his country so securely that
the dogs of the law, with all their repa-
tod keenness of seent, have never found
his trail.  So. that years have passed by,
years in which all who were interested In
pushing the search may have disd, or
forgotten, but he still lives hidden
nnsusperted, in 4 community of blane
dews mom ! ;

« He had rison, and the spark
wiemt in his sopall
burning
wien shril)

safe,

of excite-
hozel eyes made them
Jight His woles
trivnnphant, almost menaciog.
¢ beoen  Put oo Kis track
iime and again—apd gone back to
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Seotland Yaerd, laffled, empty -handed
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‘Ab, that's what no one  over kn
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JE had been the munder of the woman he

loved that Blake svenged?. Would your

just, your merciful law have spared him

the gallows® What if he had repeutod the
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by & sou) in torment--the story of a hese
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A BERIOUS CASE.
Messrs T. Milburn & Oo.

I vsed Dr. Fowler's Extract of Wild
Btrawberry for wy’ little boy for sum-
mer complaint and it cured him. He
was 80 bad that be kad eogvulsions and
yould strain 80 that be ruptured bim-
self, but as soom as 1 got the Extract
for h“)lhl:s‘m well,

- ELIZA M. OVERHOLT,

e

FEBRUARY 12, 1897

than the disappearance of their austere,

drank |

except that the man who did it—yes,
Bolee, You are guite right, it was e
name,

iy~
4

and nnm orime, the murder of an
innocent By & husband to wh she
was but the incumbrance he took with
her gold? Would the law have believed
him and punished the murderer! There
was but one way and Blake took I8
Boloe, was there any other way? Carters
was thare?''

He selzed o wrist of each with trembl.
ing fingers and gripped them fast as he
poured out the words: “No ome Kknew,
though they might have guessed that
Hugh Bilake, the saint, the ascetio, the
Fman of pure ideals, wis not so suddenly
turned into & beast of prey for nothing.
A strange thing that, the conscience of a
murderer. He had the ocool hand, the
steady nerve, the heart of trom, hunted
peace and found none, with that heavy
load of an unrevealed erime in his breast.
And then,'' sinking his voloe 0 a hoarse
whisper, ‘‘he bethought him of the con-
fossional; ah, yos, the confessional! He
Hittle knew to whom he was betraying
himself; whose hands, insplred by »
blind fury of avenging anger, one of the
old Berserker rages of his barbarie an-
oestors, dragged him down the stone
stops of the vault to a death too quiok,
too kind for such a foul creatare! It
would have beon better, after all, to
loave him with the stone in his breast to
drag him down, down, year hy year, to
a perdition of despair. ™’

Carter came over and touched him. He
had that wild, unsesing look ‘In his eyes

“fagatn-ynd-started-st-the-towoh -~ Hrand-

reth, how did you come to know of it#"’

“1* oh,”" indifferently, and with a
quick return of his usual manner, “‘he
told me. Another oase of the econsclence
of Cain. Couldn't stand it till he had
shared his secret with some one, I sup-
pose. They say no murderer can. '’

““Another secret of the confessional®*
asked Carter.

“What do you mean?"’

“Oh, 1 just had a feeling that at some
time in your varied career you, too, had

worn the cassock and listened to peni-
tents with your ear at a little door.
That's all. Just as in my day 1 have

figured as—what do you imagine?"”’

As he spoke he sprang quickly to the
door, placed his back against it in the
attitude which always means deflance,
and turned and faced themn with stern
penetrating eyes. Brandreth shook as
with the ague before his gaze, but it was
the Cattle king who, with pale lips,
whispered, ‘‘What?"'

ok ¢ s

With a rapid movement he tore open
his close cont and showed the sinister
gleam of the detective's star. Great heavy
drops of sweat stood out on his brow,
and more than . one tremor passed over
his slight wiry frame, but he spoke slow-
Iy, almost impassively:  Trapped, Hugh
Brandreth! Yes, I saw the name in your
prayer book. You thought your judgment
slumbered, did you! You thought the law
had forgotten, the while it was watohing
your, living with you, sleeping and eating
with you, only waiting for you to betray
yourself into its hands as you have done
to-night !’

“Traitor!”' Brandreth hissed it between
his deadly white lips. “'T was
theugh—"' . ’

He had drawn his revolver, but the
other man's pistol was alteady pointed at

his head. 2
“1, too, was prepared,”’ said Carter,
grimly. “ You remember, I carried it for

you on the way home from the town, to-
night! I unloaded it then, when your
back was turned. 1 am not a traitor. I
am the representative of the law."

He held his pistol steadily pointed st
the trembling man, while with the other
hand he drew a pair of handeuffs from
somewhere on his person. ““‘Put them on
him, Bolce." -

“1 couldn't lock him up in them things
if it was I was to swing on the gallows
and not he. "’

“You know you will be held responsi-
ble for refusing to aid in the capture of a
eriminal***

won't help to git away, but I'll be d—m
forever before 111 help to trap him. There
i you have my intentions falr and sqhare.”’
He sat down with a dogged look on his
face .

“1f 1 move will you shoot?' asked the

outlaw of his whilom friend, with a
| slight, shivering smile
| “No,"" said Carter I'm to bring you

back alive, Hugh Brandreth, and not to

help you escape—by any road Whas!
Stop him. Boice, in the name of the
law!"’

A sound like the bursting of a bomb
and a dense curtain of flame filled the
eabin before the words were well out of
his mouth. It was never clear whe over-
turned the lamp—Boice stoutly protested
that he had not done it—and that in his
leap for liberty and the open window,
Brandreth had dashed it to the floor., A
the moment there was but one thought—
self preservation. The cattle kKing dragged
Carter away from the flames and ‘falling
timbers, but the detective shook him off
nnd attempted to re-enter the now roofless
structure. A hot wind like a blast from
the mouth of Geheuna and a barrier of
tongues of fire ~beyond - which —no man
might pass without risk of his life, beat
him tack: Silently he turned and rejoined
the eattle king, and silently they stood
together and witnessed the swift destrue
tion of the light frame huilding and all
that it contained. Now and then thoughts
of the now charred body which was hid-
den from their sight by the veil of flame
sent & shudder through each, but to each
there came another thought which took
part of the sting from the hdrror

“There was only one way,”' whispered
Bolee to Carter, as the red wind of death
wrapped the remmnants of -the eabin still
ecloser in its embenee,  and they . shrank
back further from its bhurning breath

¥, wax the regly, “and Brandreth
ook it—thank God ! —Louise Beets Ed
wards in Philaclphis 1 iuu‘_

-

The Trocha.

The word trocha s of  sueh  fregoent
oecurtence in despatches and news from
Havans that it seeans likely in time to
bawome inesrpogated into the Eoglish
spooch. An  exfilanation having leen
asked of the term, Whirh s probonnced
troteha, with the aorent on the first syl
Indde, 1% may be  stated that  originally
it denotes & footpath, pathway or soone
tires 8 short cout During the presont
Cuban  uapleasan: o shanifhation

bt bev'n applied o
N ok Thmes

a fortifled higa rosd. |

The Miner Babsed the J1id.

Wk once  playiog

(ntaroon’" st
Royal., and had
Jumt o mny Where be offees
Ab U far the ir 81 L slave ¥0%s 4 18 74
The audience was worked to s high piteh
of enthusiasio. and ono of them to » great
denl beyopd it oy he, swarthy geld
miner that be was. Jeaped up in thepie
navi shouted : "By shander, 1’1l go six]™”
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Chollyv-What  do you ihink, dear
boy T That beastly taiior semt we. s
Wil to-day; and L I8 & wetk until the
o, ¥Freddie-I guess he wis wending
esrly 16 aveid the rdsh. o

“ Mkl hoe ¢ lot of sense,” " Homw
toss she show 0" Sha Bever per-
mits hersell to o appasr mwre intelli-

went than the man who s Lulking to
. Fon'hill, u-lhrhn ) :

“I didn't know &, but T don't cares, I |

| v

People shudder at the tales of
Carlo suicides, but look on with
equanimity whils [riends and ones
commit just as certain suicide by ae(h‘l,
the

their health,
gestion

pum{
are im rkﬂlf nourished, and .
tion and debility follow, In the case of
that dread disease, consumption, imperfect.
ly nourished tissue is built up in the
forming a suitable soil for the germs of
deadly disease. One-seventh of all the
deaths each year are due to consumption
This fearful death rate could be eansily
avoided if the proper remedy was re
sorted to,

A sure preventive and cure of
tion is found in Dr. Pierce's Golden M
jcal Discovery.

Trifling disorders of

cases. ILcorrects. i
invigorates the liver, and makes the

pure and plentiful. It is the T‘n blodd.
maker, flesh-builder, and nerve -viTwltot.
It gets into the blood and acts directly upon
the lungs, building up healthy tissue and
driving out all impurities and disease germs,
Thousands have testified to its wonderful
merits. Druggists sell it

1 feel that T must write you telling you of the
great benefits derived from the use of yous
Golden Medical Discovery,' ™ writes Miss Laurs
Piersel, of East Bethlehem, Washington Co., Pa.
“ Last summer my friends thought 1 was surely
gotng'iﬂo consumption, and having tried dac.
tors before with no satisfactory results and hear
ing mv medicine so highly spoken of, 1 took
one tle. My cough left me alt her with
all the distressing svmptoms, and in fact the
cure seemed almost miraculous to all who saw
me. I cannot say enough in praise of the medi
dmk“d nn‘onmh 0 induce others w
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Prop. Chatham House

When you ask for

Tutti Frutti

Don't allow any imitation %o be
palmed off on you

.“:\'0 coupons inside of wrap
or

pers
LATEST BOOKS, Etc, ,,

Hello! Central

i, Please Give me 150

Is that the Golden Star, Park street ’
Yes. BSend me:—

12 ibs. Granulated Sngar o0 Vs e,
16 s, Yellow Sugar : M.
10 ths. Buckwheat Viour o P
11 Fresh Ground Colles .. .......... B
1in Lard . ke
12 Bars Soap e
4 Cans Vegetables . 2he.,
1 Gal. 08 ‘ O
4T, Ginger Snaps Srsiasen T
1 Bottle Pickies b 10
116 B Soda B
6 1h, Tapioes 25
1 Gal Syvap ... L.

Goods delivered to any part of the city
from the Golden Nunr, Park street, East,

John McConnell

Cook’s Cotton Root
o

Is the oml

1adi dep::‘hth:
ies can

hour and time of meed.

Is prepared in two degrees
of streugth.
No. 1 for ordinary cases

is by far the best dollar medicine known

~~gold by druggists, one Dollar per box.
No. 2 for special cases—10 degrees
stronger—so'd gdmmm One box,

Three Dollars ; two boxes, Pive Dollars,
No. 1, or No. 2, mailed on receipt of
price and two 3-cent stamps.
The Cook Company,
. Windsor, Ootarie.

Soid in Chatbam and everywhere i
Canads by all responsible droggista,

BOLE AGENT FOR

THE CELEBRATEL

Kaiser
Lager

MADE 87 THE ....
WALKERVILLE BREWING CO

Fultatie for fowily wes ard pat np fo -
plow wnd qoalts with plesi crewa
oork:—
Pleta ' »
[T

e pot Binon,
L LTS T

Deliverad froe fn sny ‘Burt of the ey,

Drposite
pars

raistent] lected lead to i
the blood,. t:?umm of the Ll)
E“

It cures o8 per cent. of all
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