
E. J. GRAHAM 1 
Telephone 529 +

On Power House 1
* *****44444*44444*444444*44

*****+***+**+4************4*
2 $ DESIRABLE PROPERTIES FOR SALE 1 

± King Street property having a 1 
$ frontage of about 40 ft. A very $ 
4 valuable piece of property with + 
# brick building. A King Street 1 
T property, valuable building site, $ 
• (present structure to be removed), + 
1 at $150 per foot or less for immedi- 1 
2ate* sale. 3 valuable farms in + 
+ Chatham, Dover, Harwich and ± 
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For Sale at Bargain 
1 The late Micha 1 McGarvin 
; residence, on St. Clair Street. i

We have received instructions 1 
%io sells the above property in 
! order to close up the estate. 
! Property consists of good Dwell- 
i ing and J Outbuildings and two 1 
1 acres of land. j
Smith 4 Smith, Insurance Agts.
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wsible Prices
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KING ST. WEST.
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last day of the winter term. As usual, 
1Trove went home with Polly. It was a 
1 cold night, and as the crowd left them 

at the corners be 'put his arm around 
her.

“School is over,” said she, with • 
sigh, “and I’m sorry.”

“For me?” he inquired.
“For myself," she answered, looking 

down at the snowy path.
There came a little silence crowded 

with happy thoughts.
“At first I thought you very dread­

ful,” she went on, looking up at him 
with a smile. He could see her sweet 
face in the moonlight and was tempted 
to kiss it

“Why ?”
“You were so terrible,” she answered.

“Poor Joe Beach! It seemed as if he 
would go through the wall.”

“Well, something had to happen to 
him,” said the teacher.

“He likes you now, and every the 
likes you here. I wish we could have 
you always for a teacher.”

"I’d be willing to be your teacher al- 
ways if I could only teach you what 
you have taught me.”

“Oh, dancing,” said she merrily. 
“That is nothing. I’ll give you all the 
lessons you like.”

“No, I shall not let you teach me 
that again,” said be.

“Why ?”
“Because your pretty feet trample 

on me."
Then came another silence.
“Don’t you enjoy it?" she asked, 

looking off at the stars.
“Too much,” said he. “First, I must 

teach you something, if I can.”
He was ready for a query if it came, 

but she put him off.
“I intend to be a grand lady,” said 

she. “and if you do not learn you’ll 
never be able to dance with me.”

| “There’ll be others to dance with

embarrassed—“fact is, I love Polly.”
In the silence that followed Trove 

could hear the tick of his watch.
“Have ye spoken to her?" said the 

widow, with a serious look.
"I’ve told her frankly tonight that I 

love her." said he. “I couldn’t help it, 
she was so sweet and beautiful.”

"If you couldn’t help it, I don’t see 
how I could,” said she. “But Polly’s 
only a child. She’s a big girl. I know, 
but she’s only eighteen."

HIS HUMAN SIDE.
Poet Longfellow’s Letters Reveal a 

Happy Home Life—His Love For 
Children Was Deep.

That the home life of Henry Wads­
worth Longfellow was an uncommon­
ly happy one is generally known, but 
a new and interesting glimpse of the 
relations of the great American poet 
with his children is given by a series 
ot Longfellow letters which has just 
been purchased by Messrs. Henry 
Sotheran & Co., the London booksell­
ers and autograph dealers.

The correspondence was written to

DARREL of THE 
BLESSED ISLES

By IRVING BACHELLER, 
Author of “Eben Holden,” 

“D’ri and I,” Etc.

"I haven’t asked lier for any promise. 
It wouldn’t be fair. She must have a 
chance to meet other young men, but 
some time I hope she will be my wife.”

“Poor children!" said Mrs. Vaughn. 
“You don’t either of you know what 
you’re doing.”

He rose to go.
“1 was a little premature,” he added, 

“but you mustn't blame me. Put your-

Copyright. 1903, by Lothrop Publishing Co.

CHAPTER XVII.
HERE was much doing that 

winter in the Linley district. 
A They were a month getting 

ready for the school “exhibi­
tion.” Every home in the valley and 
up Cedar hill rang with loud declama­
tions. The impassioned utterances of 
James Otis, Daniel Webster and Pat­
rick Henry were heard in house and 
field and stable. Every evening wom­
en were busy making costumes for a 
play, while the young rehearsed their 
parts. Polly Vaughn, editor of a paper 
to be read that evening, searched the 
countryside for literary talent She 
found a young married woman who 
bad spent a year in the State Normal 
school and who put her learning at the 
service of Polly in a composition treat­
ing the subject of intemperance. Miss 
Betsey Leech sent In what she called 
“a piece" entitled “Home.” Polly her­
self wrote an editorial on “Our Teach­
er,” and there was hemming and haw­
ing when she read it, declaring they 
all bad learned much, even to love 
him. Her mother helped her with the 
alphabetical rhymes, each a couplet of 
sentimental history, as, for example:
A Is for Alson, a jolly young man;
He’ll marry Miss Betsey, they say, if he 

can.

a Miss H. Davis of Ware Cottage, 
! Lyme Regis. Dorset, who was for ten 

years governess in Longfellow’s fam­
ily in America, and who, the poet 
says, “faithfully looked after and care­
fully educated my three daughters.” 
Throughout the letters, which have 
never heretofore been published, 
Longfellow continually refers to “the 
little ones," and in many of the pas­
sages there are real touches of deep 
feeling.

For instance, in a letter from Cam- 
ibridge on June 17, 1862, Longfellow

of hauling logs and lumber to and 
from bls saw mill here.

Bertha, the little daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. Wm. King, who has been 
quite ill, is improving. 1(

Mr. and Mrs. George H. Lidster 
and children spent Christmas with 
friends at Wallaceburg.(

Mr. and Mrs. Joseph Eberlee and 
daughter Elsie took in the Christ­
mas concert in Florence Christmas 
evening. !

Roy Gordon is home from the 
West.

A large number here spent Christ­
mas at home.

Mr. H. H. Eberlee spent Christmas 
with his son Charles in Dresden.

Mrs. John Tinney is visiting in 
Dover.

The Misses Jennetta and Bella 
Richardson, of Wallaicebung, were 
guests of their sister. Mrs. George 
H. Lidster, on Sunday. T

Mr. D. Boam, of London, called on 
friends at the Centre.

DISTRICT
ZONE CENTRE,self in my place. If you were a young 

man and loved a girl as sweet as Polly 
and were walking home with her on a 
moonlit night"-

“I presume there’d be more or less 
lovemaking," said the widow. “She is 
a pretty thing and has the way of asays : 
woman. We were speaking of you the ; “Charley has gone to town, Erny is 
other day, and she said to me: ‘He is | in bed, Alice is practicing our piano- 
ungrateful. You can teach the primer forte, and I stand writing at this 
class for him, and be so good that you , desk. How natural, it all seems, but 
feel perfectly miserable, and give him | how dreary, to me is this bright, cool 
lessons In dancing, and put on your This last sentence is mournfully in- 
best clothes, and make biscuit for him ! teresting. In the year 1861 Longfel- 
and then perhaps The 11 go out and talk tlow lost his wife, whose dress caught 
with the hired man.’ ‘Polly,’ said I, fire in his own house. She was burn- 
'you're getting to be very foolish.' 
'Well, it comes so easy,’ said she. 'It's 
my one talent.’"

Mr. Alex. Tinney and daughter 
Myrtle have returned home, after 
spending a week with friends in 
Michigan. ( .

Mr. Jos. Wildox, of Landon, call­
ed on friends here this week.

Mrs. Luke and son Charles, of 
Bothwell, were guests of Mr. and 
Mrs. John Lidster, New Year’s.

The other night sneak thieves' en­
tered John Bourne’s cellar and car­
ried off about one hundred lbs. of 
pork. If more of these thieves were 
traced up land dealt with as the 
turkey thieves were, stealing would 
not be such a common thing.

Mu. Gilbert has purchased a 22- 
horse power engine for the purpose

ed to death, and the poet’s “dreari­
ness” spoke of in the letter undoubt­
edly referred to his sad loss.

His Love For Children Deep.
Longfellow’s deep and abiding love 

for his children, whom he wrote of 
as

Grave Alice and laughing Allegra 
And Edith with the golden hair, 

is shown in this letter as in others. 
He says:

“Erny is feverish and ill this morn-

CHAPTER XVIII.
EXT day Trove went home. He 

took with him many a souve- 
1 nir of his first term, Including 

a scarf that Polly bad knit for 
him and the ,curious things he took 

j from the Frenchman Leblanc and

Makes Child’s Play 
of Wash Day

They trimmed the little schoolhouse ! you," said he. “I have so much else to
with evergreen and erected a small 
stage where the teacher’s desk had 
been. Sheets were hung for curtains 
on a ten foot rod.

A while after dark one could hear a 
sound of sleighbells in the distance. 
Away on drifted pike and crossroad 
the bells began to fling their music. It 
seemed to come in rippling streams of 
sound through the still air, each with 
its own voice. In half an hour count­
less echoes filled the space between 
them and all were as one chorus, where- 
in, as it came near, one could distin-

do." Read the Directions 
on the Wrapper -

"Oh, you’re always thinking about i which he retained partly because they 
were curious and partly because Mrs. |ing. If he feels better toward noon or 
Leblanc bad been anxious to get rid of Dr. Wyeman thinkslightly of the mat- ter I shall take Alice with me to 

Portland this afternoon and bring

algebra and arithmetic and those 
dreadful things,” said she.

them. He soon rejoined his class at“No. I’m thinking now of something 
very different.”

“Grammar, I suppose,” said she, look­
ing down.

“Do you remember the conjuga­
tions?”

“Try me,” said she.
“Give me the first person singular, 

passive voice, present tense, of the 
verb to love.”

“I am loved," was her answer as 
she looked away.

“And don’t you know I love you?” 
said he quickly.

“That is the active voice,” said she, 
turning, with a smile.

"Polly," said he, "I love you as I 
could love no other in the world.”

He drew her close, and she looked 
up at him very soberly.

“You love me?” she said In a half 
whisper.

“With all my heart," he answered. 
"I hope you will love me some time.”

Their lips came together.
"I do not ask you now to say that 
you lave me,” said the young man. 
"You are young and do not know your 
own heart”
I She rose on tiptoe and fondly touched 
his cheek with her fingers.
, “But I do love you,” she whispered.

“I thank God you have told me, but 
I shall ask you for no promise. A year 
from now, then, dear, I shall ask you 
to promise that you will be my wife 
some time."

“Oh, let me promise now,” she whis­
pered.

“Promise only that you will love 
me if you see none you love better.”

They were slowly nearing the door. 
Suddenly she stopped, looking up at 
him.

“Are you sure you love me?” she 
asked.

"Yes," he whispered.
“Sure ?"
"As sure as I am that I live.”
“And will love me always?" 
“Always,” be answered.
She drew his head down a little and 

put her lips to his ear. “Then I shall 
love you always,” she whispered.

Mrs. Vaughn was waiting for them 
at the fireside. They sat talking awhile.

“You go off to bed, Polly,” said the 
teacher presently. “I’ve something to

Hillsborough, having kept abreast of • 
It In history and mathematics by work1 
after school and over the week’s end. I 
He was content to fall behind in the| 
classics, for they were easy, and In

the little one back to-morrow after­
noon.”

The “Erny” referred to is now Er­
nest Wadsworth Longfellow, a well 
known artist in New York. Writing 
from Nahant in the United States on A. PURE 

HARD 4 Pthem his arrears gave him no terror. 
Walking for exercise, he laid the plan 
of his tale and had written some bits 
of verse. Of an evening he went often 
to the Sign of the Dial and there read 
his lines and got friendly but severe 
criticism.

“Is there anything you do not know?” 
Trove inquired.

“Much,” said the tinker. "Including

1 July 24, 1865, Longfellow says:
I “I send you a little of the seaside 

drowsiness in the shape of a letter.
I. . . Edith and Annie, have return­

ed from Portland, and Erny and Alice 
: have gone to the White mountains. 

Charley is here. . . . Bathing goes 
on with vigor. Sally has even been on 
horseback, quite out into deep water, 
till the horse swam and threw her off.

guish song and laughter.
Young people from afar came in cut­

ters and by the sleigh load; those who 
lived near, afoot with lanterns. They 
were a merry company, crowding the 
schoolhouse, laughing and whispering 
as they waited for the first exhibit. 
Trove called them to order and made 
a few remarks.

"Remember," said he. “this is not i 
our exhibition. It is only a sort of 
preparation for one we have planned. 
In about twenty years the Linley school 
is to give an exhibition worth seeing. 
It will be. I believe, an exhibition of 
happiness, ability and success on the 
great stage of the world. Then I hope 
to have on the pr< gramme speeches In 
congress, in the p ilpit and at the bar. 
You shall see in that play, if 1 mistake 
not, homes full of lox e and honor, men 
and women of fair fame. It may be 
you shall see, then, some whose names 
are known and honored of all men.”

Each performer quaked with fear, 
and both sympathy and approval were 
in the applause. Miss Polly Vaughn 
was a rare picture of rustic beauty, 
her cheeks as red as her ribbons, her 
voice low and sweet. Trove came out 
in the audience for a look at her as 
she read. Ringing salvos of laughter 
greeted the play and stirred the sleigh- 
bells on the startled horses beyond thé 
door. The programme over, somebody 
called for Squire Town, a local petti­
fogger, who flung his soul and body In­
to every cause. He often sored his 
knuckles on the court table and racked 
his frame with the violence of his rhet­
oric. He had a stock of impassioned 
remarks ready for all occasions.

He rose, walked to the center of the 
stage, looked sternly at the people and 
addressed them as “fellow citizens." 
He belabored the small table; he rose 
on tiptoe and fell upon his heels; often 
he seemed to1 fling his words with a 
rapid jerk of his right arm as one 
hurls a pebble. It was all in praise of 
his "young friend,” the teacher, and 
the high talent of Linley school.

The exhibition ended with this rare 
exhibit of eloquence. Trove announced 
the organization of a singing school for 
Monday evening of the next week, and 
then suppressed emotion burst into 
noise. The Linley schoolhouse had be­
come as a fount of merry sound in the 
still night; then .the loud chorus of the 
bells, diminishing as they went away 
and breaking into streams of music 
and dying faint In the far woodland.

One Nelson Cartright—a jack of all 
trades they called him—was the singing 
master. He was noted far and wide 
for song and penmanship. Every year 
his intricate flourishes in black and 
white were on exhibition at the county 
fair.

"Waal, sir,” men used to say thought- 
fully, “ye wouldn’t think he knew 

’beans. Why, he’s got a fist bigger’n a 
ham. But I tell ye, let him take a pen, 
sir, and he’ll draw a deer so nat’ral, sir.

on Wednesday evening last. Mr. 
Lang preached an interesting sermon 
on “Seek ye first the Kingdom of 
Heaven and all these things shall be 
added unto you.” Mrs. Lang after­
wards gave a short talk to the con­
gregation.

Miss Hannah Edie, of Tupperville, 
returned to her home on Sunday last 
after spending the holidays with Miss 
Daisy Purdy.

Mr. and Mrs. John Garrison, from 
Lake Erie, are calling on Thorncliffe 
friends.

Misses Cowherd and Berge and 
their friend, Mrs. Stump, spent a few 
days last week with Mrs. McEwen, 
of Croton.

Mr. and Mrs. Wm. Pearson have 
returned from the east.

Mr. Wm. Anderson and family in­
tend moving to Botany in the near 
future. Mr. Anderson has rented his 
farm to Mr. J. Thompson.

Mrs. Geo. Blackburn, of Louisville, 
was a Thorncliffe visitor on Wednes­
day last.

Bentley Shaw is working in hCat- 
ham.

Mrs. Stump returned to her home 
in Buffalo on Wednesday last.

NORTH ORFORD.

Miss Nell Norton, of Sarnia, spent 
New Year’s with her mother.

Mr. and Mrs. D. Hetherington, of 
Highgate, were the guests of Mr. and 
Mrs. D. McPherson on Wednesday.

School re-opened on Thursday, Jan. 
3rd.

Mrs. Gregory and children, of 
Florence, were the guests of Mrs. J. 
Secord on Wednesday.

Miss Rae McPherson left Wednes­
day morning to resume her studies 
at Woodstock Business College.

Charles Clingersmith, of Detroit, is 
spending a few weeks with his par­
ents here. ,

Miss Louisa Schindler is laid up 
with a sprained ankle.

Bert Christner is visiting in the 
vicinity this week. L.....

Mr. and Mrs. Robert McPherson, 
of Woodstock, spent New Year’s with 
his brother, David McPherson.

and she came safe ashore by her own 
skill in swimming, not a bit frighten­
ed but eager to mount and try it 
again.”

In a charmingly piquant passage he 
says :

“Lessons are reduced to a mini-

the depth o’ me own folly. A man 
that displays knowledge hath need o’ 
more."

Indeed, Trove rarely came for a talk 
with Darrel when be failed to discover 
something new in him—a further reach
of thought and sympathy or some un- 
inspected treasure of knowledge. The

mum . . . but the little ones are 
conscientious and faithful. We are 

tinker loved a laugh and would often : also just as good as we can be.” 
search his memory for some phrase of | Another extract evidently has refer- 
bard or philosopher apt enough to pre- 
voke it Of hie great etore of knowl­
edge he made no vainer uee.

Trove had been overworking, and 
about the middle of June they went for 
a week in the woods together. They i 
walked to Allen’s the first day and 
after a brief visit there went off in the| 
deep woods, camping by a pond in 1 
thick timbered hills. Coming to the

ence to a little love affair of one of 
his children. He writes:

“‘Ammadale’ is becoming intense. 
The young lady in the red shawl ap­
pears on the borders of the lake as in 
the dream, and, O, dear! how inter­
esting it is !"

Admired Patriotism of British.
Longfellow had a love for British 

patriotism. In a letter to Miss Davis 
on Oct. 15, 1860, from Cambridge, he THORNCLIFFE.

lilled shore, they sat down awhile to ! says: , 1 ... :It would be a thousand pities if 
such a true and loyal Briton as you Mr. Lang and wife, from Zone, took 

charge of the service in the church
rest. A hawk was sailing high above ; 
the etill water. Crows began to call in 
the treetops. An eagle sat on a dead 
pine at the water’s edge and seemed to 
be peering down at his own shadow.

are should not have a sight of your 
prince. So I write to say that you will 
have a chance to see him on Thurs­
day. He will pass down Beacon street 
on horseback to review some troops on 
the common, and you, from a balcony 
window, can wave your handkerchief

Two deer stood in a marsh on the far­
ther shore looking over at them. Near 
by were the bones of some animal and 
the fresh footprints of a panther, and 
Sounds echoed far in the hush of the

Tallow candles came 
before electric lights—but 
that does not prove candles 
better.

say in your heart, ‘God bless 
him !′”

All these letters were written inunbroken wilderness.
“See, boy,” said Darrel, with a little 

gesture of his right hand, "the theater 
o’ the woods! See the sloping hills, 
tree above tree, like winding galleries! 
Here is a coliseum old, past reckoning. 
Why, boy, long before men saw the 
Seven Hills it was old. Yet see how 
new it is, how fresh its color, how 
strong its timbers! See the many seats, 
each with a good view, an’ the multi-

|Longfellow's plain, scholarly hand and 
signed “Yours truly, Henry W. Long- 

; fellow.”
With the letters, Messrs. Sotheran 

bought, a number of little slips of pa­
per, covered with writing scribbled 
with pencil in the handwriting of the 
author of “Hiawatha."

His "Review of the Market.”
It is evident that these were writ­

ten as a labor of love for some ju­
venile journal, for they contain simple 
funny little flashes of brilliancy, and 
on the back of the last is inscribed 
“Written for 'The Secret.'" They are 
headed: “Commercial Intelligence. 
Review of the Market,” and following 
are some of the extracts:

“Cotton, drooping; particularly in 
shirt collars in warm weather.

“Flour, quiet, except when mixed 
with yeast; then it rises and is any­
thing but quiet.

“Hides, a shade easier; mine is 
since the cold weather is over.

“Mackerel, without change; but 
they have a good many greenbacks 
among them.

“Oats dull; the horses are of quite 
a different opinion. So are all young 
gentlemen who 'feel their oats.'

“Shingles, steady ; when they are 
well nailed down; otherwise the wind 
is apt to blow them off.

“Pork, heavy; it should never be 
eaten for supper as it is apt to pro­
duce nightmare.

“Corn, active; all corns are par­
ticularly active as the season advan­
ces.

“Whisky, unchanged; except when 
made into whisky punch.

“Alcohol, quiet and steady; it may

"Progress 
Brand”

tude o’ the people, yet most o’ them are| 
hidden. Ten thousand eyes are looking 
down upon us. Tragedies an’ come­
dies o’ the forest are enacted here. 
Many a thrilling scene has held the 
stage—the spent deer swimming for 
his life, the painter stalking his prey 
or leaping on it.”

"‘Tis a cruel part,” said Trove. "He 
is the murderer of the play. I cannot, 
understand why there are so many 
villains in its cast. Both the cat and 
the serpent baffle me.”

To Be Continued.

Piles get quick relief from Dr. 
Shoop’s Magic Ointment. Remem- 
ber it’s made alone for Piles — and 
it works with certainty and satis- 
faction itching, painful, protrud- 
ing, or blind piles disappear like 
magic by its use. Try it and see!

Sold by C. H. Gunn & Co.

say, and you’re not to hear it.” 
“I’ll listen,” said she, laughing.
“Then we’ll whisper,” Trove Clothing 

was not the FIRST 
clothing made in Canada 
—but —

an-
swered.

"That isn’t fair,” she Bald, with a 
look ot injury, as she held the candle. 
"Besides, you don’t allow it yourself.”

"Polly ought to go away to school,” 
Bald he, after Polly bad gone above 
stairs. "She’s a bright girl.”

"And I so poor I’m always wonder- 
lag what’ll happen tomorrow,” said

PROGRESS BRAND 
CLOTHING

Look for the label that protects.72.

. AUSTIN CO.

|
" It's the Carbon In Coal that Burns.”

GENUINE GAS COKE
Is Practically ALL rbon.

FOR FATHER.(

The four-year-old customer cime 
up t> the notion counter with braz­
en confidence. "Please, ms.'am,' he 
asked, “can I have a' pipe for fa­
ther?’ But the storekeeper, says a 
writer in Punch, was experienced in 
such dealings.

“What does father want it for!’ 
she asked.

"Blowing soap-bubbles,” s id the 
cu. tomer, promptly.

IT CAN POSITIVELY BE PROVEN BY DOZENS OF USERS 
1 IN CHATHAM THAT FROMye’d swear he could jump over a six 

rail fence. Why, it is wonderful!”
Every winter he taught the arts of : 

song and penmanship in the four dis-| 
tricts from Jericho to Cedar hill. He 
sang a roaring bass and beat the time 
with dignity and precision. For weeks 
he drilled the class on a bit of lyric 
melody, of which a passage is here 
given.

"One, two, three, ready, sing,” he i

be so, but it makes those who drink 
it noisy and unsteady.

“Wool, quiet; except when people 
get into each other's wool.”

25 to 30 Per Cent.
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was packing his lunch for him to take 
to school one morning. Suddenly, 
looking up into the old lady’s face, 
he said: “Grandmother, does yer specs 
magnify?”

“A little, my child,” she answered.
“Aweel, then,” said the boy, “I wad 

juist like it if ye wad tak' them aff

•.*e
would say, his ruler cutting the air, 
and all began:
Listen to the bird and the maid and the 

humblebee, 
Tra, la la la la, tra, la la la la;

Joyfully we’ll sing the gladsome melody, 
Tra, la la la la.
The singing school added little to the 

knowledge or the cheerfulness of that 
neighborhood. It came to an end the

There was an awkward silence.
Mrs. Vaughn. “The farm has a mort­
gage, and it’s more than I can do to 
pay the interest. Some day I’ll have to 

! give it up."
|“Perhaps I can help you,” said the 

young man, feeling the fur on his cap.
There was an awkward silence.

Ii1 “Fact is,” said the young man, a bit

When you want BLACK silk, 
you don’t say “a spool of silk. 
When you want Windsor Table 
Salt, say so--" WINDSOR."

when ye're packin' my loonch."—Liv- 
arpool Post..Bind t gether your spare hours by 

the cord of some definite purpose.

•40404

EAT 
QUAKER 
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—MADE BY- 
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5640:610:6161614

BOORSINDING

:"Orders for Bookbinding should be left 
cat this office. It is surprising how nices 

volume can be made of those magazines
• even though they are somewhat soiled 
t from much handling. Books, Magazines 

or Periodicals bound or rebound in any
• style at very reasonable prices. Blank 

books, such as journals, ledgers, day 
books, with any kind of ruling, made to 
urde PLANET OFFICE. CHATHAM

Minard’s Liniment Cures Garget in 
Cows i. I. I !

Without books we would have no 
past, and a. new world would be 
born with every generation.

Antiseptic 1

Hair Dressing 
AND :
Neat, clean 

up-to-date 
skilled 
Workman- 
ship. Cosy 
Reading

Shaving 
Parlors.

and Smoking Room provided in 
connection for the use of patrons

BALMORAL
VISIT THE

*

KingSt. Chatham, 2 Doors 
East of Market.

DR. E. O. MILLAY
OSTEOPATHIST »

At the Garner House, Chatham. Tues.2 
iand Sat-, Afternoons and Evenings. 2 

232 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich.> 
‘Phone Main 4997 >

PAGE SIX.

000000000*0004040909060•8.
• R. A. MURPHY • 

wo Real Estate, Insurance and Finan- • 
$ cial Broker
re MONEY TO LOAN
"X-Phone 349. Murry Bik King St. Cbatham $
•9•0*0*6$0.0♦.♦.♦•♦•♦e♦see

THE CHATHAM DAILY PLANET FRIDAY, JANUARY 11, 1907.

Bole's Preparation of 

Friar’s Cough Balsam 
Cures Coughs

Stops them right off. The first teaspoonful 
does good. In a few hours you notice that 
* tight feeling ” disappear—the coughing spells 

grow farther and farther apart—the throat is easier—and the soreness gone.
Cure yourself at home—for 25c—with Boles’s Preparation of Friar’s 

Cough Balsam. Sold by all druggists. as
NATIONAL DRUG A CHEMICAL CO.. LIMITES - LONDON, ONT.
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IT PAYS 1
To buy your MEATS at 1 
Graham’s. Head Cheese, $ 
Lard, Sausage and all kinds ± 
of Fresh and Salt Meats at + 
lowest prices, always on 1 
hand. ±


