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SUBSTITOTION IS THE
FRAUD OF THE DAY

Home Druggists Will not Try to
Substitute Anvthing for Dr.
Pitchers Backache ' Kidney
Tablets Because they Know
About the Local Testimony
of People in Chatham
Cured by the Medicine

P. Allen, corner tHead
#llen avenue. Chatham, says:— ‘For
years my back and kidneys have both-
ered me and nothing that Icould get
seemed to give me anything more tLan
gemporary relief. 1 was told of Dri
Pitcher’'s Backache Kidney Tablets and
got. a bottle at A: L. McCall & Co.’s
drug store and 1 am most Lappy to
say that they gave me the relief I had

' 80 long looked fot. 1 used only about
one-half the bottle, and was in com-
dort, and since that time | have had
no trouble whatever. This in the
gace of so much tropble is re markable
and stamps the tablet as the right
thing in the right place. I gave them
fo a friend of mind with equally good
pesults ; as far as [ am concerned I
am very glad to

recommend them, as I
eonsider my kidneys sound again.”
Mrs. N.

and Van:

Barnes, Thames-St., Chat-
ham, says:— For six years or more I
Bave had a kidney trouble with pain
in the back that was severe, and make
§t hard to get about. Some omne told
me of Dr. Pitcher’s Backache Kidney
fablets, and I got a bottle at A. L
McCall & Co.'s drug store, jand can
say truthfuliy that 4 think them a
good medicine. They acted well with
ma and also with my busband. I like
them because {hey are quick and gen-
tle in effect, and effect the bowels
easily ag well as the kidneys. I can
recommend them to others.”

If you have the slightest symptom of
kidpey or bladder trouble you can test
this- great medicine free. Arrange-
ments have been made whereby every
reader of this paper can obtain a trial
package of Dr. Pitcher’s Backache Kid-
ney Tablets absolutely free by enclos-
ing two cent stamp for postage to
The Pitcher Tablet Co. Toronto, Ont.
‘When giving address mention this
paper.

If you are convinoced Pitcher’s Tab-
Jets are what you want, you can obtain
yegular size bottle for 50c per bottle.
If not obtainable at druggists, mailed
free of postage on receipt of price.
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Beresford Cigar
10¢

MANUFACTURED BY Stirtox & DyYER,
LONDON, FOE SALE AT

Ben “ett,S Cigar Store

[ 0. 0. ¥. BUILDING.

InN
ALL
COUNTRIES
GUARANTEED

BEAUDRY & BROWN

Civit ENGINEERS AND LAND SURVEYERS

107 S7. JamEes ST.. MONTREAL
ALSIKE, RED CLOVER 2ND
TIMOTEY SEED,

SERD PEAS, CURN, BARLEY
AND’B3ANS,

Al kinds of GARDEN SFEDS, guaranteed new,
no old stock,

FLOUR AND FEED

Baled Hay and Straw
Wholessie and Retail,

Tennent & Burke

Scane Block

Phone 209,

F. Marx
REAL ESTATE EXCHANGE AND
BROKER’S UFFICE.

For sale ﬂ a bargain, on terms to
suit the purchaser, comfortable house
and lot on the corner of Barthe and
Head streets. é

ALSO

Two lots on 8 side ¢f Cornhill Bt.,
en monthly payments, interest at
per .cent. ;

Money on mortgages at 41-2 to §
ger cent.

John McConnell

GOLDEN STAR

From:7 o'clock Saturday morning
¢ill 11.30 in the evening. Special sale
at McCONNELL'S.

Prunes, Se. per lb.

Good Ginger Snaps, 5o. per lb,

Strawberry Crisps, 3 lbs. for 25c.

Lemon Biscuits, 3 1bs. for 25c¢.

5-1b. pails Jam, for 38c.

Corn Starch, 6e. per package.

Pickles, 10c per bottle.

Baking Powder, 1-1b. cans, 12¢, each.

Evaporated Peaches, 10¢c per 1b.

Try our Blend Tea, it is great value
at 25¢, per 1b.

We have a large quantity of Crock-
ery, China and Glassware, If you
want an agreeable surprise, just ask
the price we are selling these goods at
during the day. You will neyer. re-
gret the mohey you left with us. |

Phone 190. Park 8t., Bast

Goods Delivered

_was incurring for himself.

THE GRATHAM DAILY PLAN

< nen refiecting that to be shot in the
back was not considered a jistingnished
mark of honor, he hastened his lagging
steps until the ehelter of -the wood was
reached. Bill was very tired; and feel-
ing comparatively safe, determined not
to travel farther until e had had some
rest. Hunting up a thick clumyp of un-
derbrush., near a stream of water, where
he would be sheltered from observa-
tion, he crawled into its midst, and was
ere long sleeping soundly, wholly obli-
vious to the strange sights and sounds
around him, as squad after squad of
scldiers hurried by. :

Meanwhile George Graham was sit-
ting faipt and weary beneath the tree,
when the first token of the retreat met
his 'view. ‘

“See, they are ranning,” Isaac said,
grasping his gound arm in some afright.
“Let us run, too. You lean on me, and
I'll lead you safely through.”

With a bitter groan, George attempt-
ed to rise, but sank back again from ut-
ter exhaustion A species of apathy
had stolen over him, and he would ra-
ther stay there and die he said, than
fnake the attempt to flee. -He did not
tlink of Annie until Isaac, bending
down, said, entreatingly:

“It will be horrid for Annie to know
you died when you might have got
away. Try, for Anmnie’s sake, can’t
you?

Yes, for Annie's sake he could. and
at the mere mention of her name, the
dim eye kindled. and the pale cheeks
glowed, while the wounded man made
another effort to rise. He succeeced
this time, and with slow eteps the two
commeénced their retreat. It was a nov-
el sight. that tall, muscular ‘man, tow-
ering head and shoulders above th efrail
boy. upon whom he leaned Theav-
ly for support,—the  generous Isaa2,
who would not leave- him there slone,
even theneh ha Fnew the danger he

g hey i treat us decent if we're tak-
en prisoners, won't they, think?” he
asked, as the possibility of sych a ca-
lamity was suggested to his mind.

. Not till then had George thought of
that. : They: would not murder a wound-
ed man, he %ss sure, but they might
take him prisoner, and death itself was
most preferable to” days of captivity

————

gE’ TRIUMPH.
|

th‘l‘(‘hiof of the rebel, who had smooth-

and sickening suspense .away from An-
pie. The very idea roused him into
lite. and, with a superhuman effort, he
hastened on, almost outrunning Isaac
until they, too, had reached the friend-
Iy woods where!Bill had already taken
shelter- Just then a loaded wadggon 4
heed to

y ’
cupants’ paying no Isaac’s
whose

ery for help, until one, uniform
showed him to be an officer sprang up,
exlaiming:

“The strong must give place to the
can find my way to
Washington better than that bleeding
man!” and, Tom Carleton seized the
reins with @ grasp which brought the
foaming steeds nearly to their haunch-
es. The vehicle was stopped, and the

wounded. 1

ground, spraining his ankle severely,
and reeling in his first pain against
the astounded Isaac, who eried out, joy-
fully:

“Oh, Captain’ Carleton, save Lieuten-
ant Graham, won't you. We can walk,
you and L”

Tom had not the least suspicion asto
whom he was befriending until then,
and now, unmindful of his own aching
foot, he assisted George to the seat he
‘had vacated. and watched the party
withoit a pang as they drove rapidly
away, leaving him alone with lsane.

TwWe'll do the best we can, my boy,”
be said, cheerily, as he met the cenfid-_|
ing, inquiring look bent upon ‘him by
Isaac, who, relieved of his former
charge, felt now like leaning for pro-
tection and guidance wupon Captain
Carleton,

Alas, his Mopes were short-lived, for
a groan just then escaped from Tom's
white lips, wrung out by the agony it
cost him to step. Isanc saw him stag-
ger when he sprang to the' ground, and
comprehending the case at once, he
resumed his burden of care, and kneel'
ing before poor Tom, who-had sunk
vpon -the grass, he rubbed the swollen
limb as tenderly as Rose herself coald
have done. y b

#1¢ we could only find some water,”
Tom said, scanning the appearance of
the woods, and judging at last by indi-
catione which seldom failed, that there
must be some not very far away.
“There where the bushes are,” he said,
pointing toward the very spot where
Bill lay snoring soundly, and dreaming
pt robbing Parson Goodwin's| orchard,
in company with Hal. “There must
be water there, and human beings, too,
for I hear singing, don’t you?™

Isaac listened till be, too, qaught a
strain of /melody, as sad and low as it
it 'were a funeral dirge some one was
trilling there-

“What can it mean?’ Tom said.
“Lend me your hand, my boy, and I'll
soon find out.”

It was a harder task to move than
he anticipated, for th:;;ﬁukle was swell-
ing rapidly, and bearing -the least
weight upon it made the pain intoler-
able. Leaning on Isaac’s shoulder, he
managed to make slow progress toward
the stream bubbling so deliciously
emong the grass, and toward the musie
growing more and more distinet.

e ——————————
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" A STORY OF LOVE AND WAR,
>
BY MARY J. HOLMES,
Author of “Lena Rivers,"” “Edna Browning,”

« Tempest and Suashine,” Etc, Etc
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It was reached at last, and the wy»
tery was Leaning .

tree was a Confederate officer,
white face told plainer than
could tell that never again would he be
seen in the pine-shadowed home he had
left so unwillingly but a few ionths
before. Beside him upon the gruss lay
a boy searcely more than twelve years
old. s drummer inla company of New
England volunteers, both littk, hands
shot entirely off, and the bleeding
stumps bound carefully up in the hand-

solved,
whose

woreds

ered his own dying anguish for the
sake of comforting that poor child. sob-
bing so piteously with pain.

“] didn't s'pose any of you Was S
good, or I wouldn’t have come fo fight
you. Oh, mother, mother, they do
ache so,—~my hands,—my hands!” he
said, the cry of contrition ending in a
childish wail for the mother sympa-
thy never more to be experienced by
that drummer boy. ;

A smile flitted across the oMeer’s
face as he replied: “Had we all known
each other ‘better, this war would nev-
er have been,” and the noble foe held
the boy closer to his bleading boscm,
dipping his hand in tiie running stream,
and laving the feverizh brow where the
drops of sweat were standing.

“What makes you so kind o me?”
the dying boy asked, his dim eyes gaz-
ing wistfully into the face bending s0
sadly over him.

“I have a boy
lie, we call him,”

about your size,—Char-
the stranger snix}.

“And T am Charlie, too,” sthe child
replied, “Charlie Younglove, and my
home is in New Hampshire, right on
the mountain side. Father is dead, .nd
we are poor, mother and I. That’s why
1 came to the war. I wanted to go to
college sometime. Do you think Tl
die? Will I never go hmoe again ?=—
never see mother nor . little sister ei-
ther?” -

The soldier groaned, and bent still
closer to the drummer boy, asking so
errnestly if he must die. How could
he tell him yes? and yet he felt he
must; he would not be faithful to his
trust if he withheld the knowledge, or
failed to point that dying one to the
only source of life.

“Yes, Charlie,”” he answered, mourn-
fuily, “I think you will. Are you afraid
to die? Did your mother never tell
you of the Saviour?’

“Yes, yes, oh yes!” and the little face
lighted up as at the mention of a dear
friend- “I went to Sunday school and
learned of Jesus there. T've prayed
to Him every night and every morning
ecame from home. [ promised
her I would.—mother, I mean,—and she
prays, she said so in her letter,
right here in my jacket pocket. Don't
yon Wwant to read it?”

The officer shook his head, and Char

too;

| lie went on:

“] didn’'t want to fight to-day because
1 knew it was Sunday, but T had to, or
run away. Will God punish jne for
that, think? Will He turn me out of
heaven?”

“No, noy oh, no!” and the North
Carolinian’s tears dropped like rain up-
o the troubled face, upturned so an-
xiously to his. “God will never pun-
ish those who put their trust in Jesus.”

“I do, I do. I do!” and the trembling
voice grew fainter, adding after . a
pause;: “You are a good man, I know.
You have been to Sunday school, I
guess, and , you prayed this morning,
didn’t you?”

The soldier answered “Yes,” and the
child continued: A

“You are dying, too, I 'most know,
for there's blood all over us. We'll go
together, won't we, you and 1?7 Will
be war in heaven, between the
North and fhe South?”

“No, Charlie. There is naught but
peace in- heaven,” and agdin the white
Lands laved the feverish forehead, for
the soldier would fain keép that little
spirit till his could join it company, and
speed away to the land where trouble
is unknown. ;

But it could not be, for Charlie's life
was ebbing away: the last sand was
dropping from the glass. Closer the
fuir curly head nestled to its strange
pillow,—the bleeding bosom of g foe,—
and the lips murmured incoherently of
the eln trees growing near the moun-
tain home, and the mother watching
daily for tidings of her boy. Then the
train of thought was changed, and
Charlie heard the bell just as it peal-
ed that morning from his own village
spire. How grand the music was echo-
ing through the Virginia woods. and
the blue eyeg closed, as with a whis-
per he asked:

»

e

Competitors may
imitate Carling's
trade mark and
labels, but they
have never yet
been able to copy
the quality of......
Carling’s
. Aledxd
Your dealer sells it
if he sells good

John;Whittlker. st King “,.

L ROW,

TIront U Pear the eid bell at home.
calling the folks to chureh? It hes
etopped now, and the children are sing-
ing before the organ, ‘Glory to God on
high.' I used to sing it with them. Do
you know it, ‘Gloria in Esceise’?”.

“Yes, yes!” the soldier eagerly repli-
ed, glad to find they were both of the
same faith,—that little Yankee hoy,
bern among the granite hills, and he. a
North Carolinian. bayn  on Southern

soil.

“Then sing it.” Charlie whisperad:
“sing it, won't you? Maybe I'll go to
sleep. I don't ache any now.”

With a mighty effort the soldier fores
od down his bitter grief, and in a low,
meurnful tone, commenced our beauti-
ful church chant, the dying child for
whom be sang faintly joiming with him
for a time, but the sweet voire ceased
ere long.the curly head pressed heavier,
the bleeding stumps lay motionless, and
when the chant was ended, Charlie had
gone to his last sleep.

Carefully, reverently, the Neorth Caro-
linian laid the little form upon the grass
and kissed the stiffened lips for the
sake of the mother, who might never
know just how Charlie died.

Just then footsteps wsounded near.
Tom and Isaac were coming, and the
face of the soldier darkened when he
saw them. as if they had been intrud-
ers upon him and his beautiful dead’
Their appearance, however, disarmed
him at once, and with a faint smile ke
peinted to his companion ‘and said:

He was in the Federal -army two
hours ago; he has joined God’s army
Poor Charlie, I would have done
much to save him!™ and with his hand
he smoothed the golden bair on whiza
the flecks of sunshine lay.

Isasac knew it was a rebel speaking
to him, and for an instant he experi-
enced the same sensation he had felt
in the midst of the fray, but only for
an instant, for though he knew it was
a sworn foe, he knew, too, that 'twus
a noble-hearted man, 'and with a pity-
ing glance at the dead, he asked if
aught could be done for the living.

“No,” and the eoldier smiled again;
“My passport is sealed; I:am going
ofter Ohatlie. .Some one of your men
did his work well—see!” and opening
his coat he disclosed the frightfal
wound from which the dark blood was
gushing.

Then, in a few words. he had, told
them Charlie’'s story, adding in conclua-
sion:

“You will escape;’ you will go home
sgain; and, if yvou do, write to Char-
li's mother, and tell her how he died.
Tell her not to weep for him so eatly
saved. Her letter is in his pocket;
take it as a guide where to direct your
own.” ®

This he said to Isaae, for he saw Tom
was disabled- Isaac did as he was hid-
den, and the letter from Charlie’'s mo-
ther, written but a week before, was
safely put away for future reference,
and then Isaac did for the North Caro-
lina soldier -what -the North Carolina
ecldier had done for the Yankee boy;
he staunched the flowing blood as hest
he could, bathing the throbbing head,
and held the cooling water to the dry,
parched lips, which feebly murmured
their thanks.

The stranger saw the distinction there
was between his new-found friends,and
feeling that Tom was the one to whom
he must appeal, he turned his glazed
eyes upon him and seid:

“Whose Government will
all this, yours or the one that I ackncw-
ledge?”’

“Both, both!” Tom replied vehement-
ly: and the stranger rejoined:

“Yes. both have much to answer for,
-one for not .yielding a little more,
and the other for its rash [impetuosity.
Oh, had we, as a people, known each
other: could we have guessed what
brave, kind hearts there. were both
North and South, we should never have
come to this: but we helieved our lead-
ers too much; trusted too implicitly in
the ‘dastardly falsehoods of a lying
press; and it has brought us here. For
myself, I am willing to die in a good
eause; and of course I think ours is
just; ‘exactly as you think of
but who will care for my poor Nellie
I left in my Southern home? What
splendid victory can repay her for the
husband she will lose ere .\'nndq‘l‘ sun
has set, or what can compensate my
daughtér Maude or my boy Charlie
for their loss?”’

The North Carolinian paused from €X-
haustion, and Tom essayed to comfort
him,

Bending over him, and supporting the
drooping lead,which dropped lower and
lower, the lips whispering of Nellie, of
Maudeé and Charlie, and of the Bar
River, winding past their door, until
there seemed no longer life in that once
vigorous_ frame.

“He's dead,” Isaae was about to sav,
but the words froze on his lips, for in
the distance he caught sight of two
other men coming towards them,—one
strong and powerful, the other slight
and girlish looking. Tom saw them,
too, and turning to Isaac said hurried-
ly:

“Run, my boy, and leave me. They
will think far more of capturing an of-
ficer than a private. You can escape
as well as not.—run, quick.”

But Isaac would share Captain Carle-
ton's fate, whatever that might be, ~nd
with a deep flush on his boyish face,
he drew nearer to his' companion and
stood gazing defiantly at the rebels as
they came up- :

“We have nothing to hope,” Tom
whispered, “but we'll sell ourselves as
dearly as possible,” and bracing him-

answer for

yours;

pelt against the tree he prepared to do |

battle, refusing at once the bullying
rebel’s command:

“Surrender or die’

“Never,” was the firm response, and
while Isaac engaged hand to hand with
the smaller of the two, Tom parried
skilfully each thrust of his antagonist,
who .aceused him of hdaving murdeced
tie North Carolina officer lying near.

Botf Tom aund Isaae had thought
the stranger dead. but at this accusa-
tion the white lips quivered, and whis-
pered fainddy, “No, no, they were kind
to me, the officer and the boy.”

.For an instant the rebel's uplifted
hand wae stayed, and it is difficult to
say what the result might have been
had not another voice called throagh
the leaty woods, “No quarter to the

: —snkee!

To be Contiaued.
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A\Ecehble Preparation for As-
simitating the Food and Regasia -
ting the S

Promotes Digestion Cheerful-
ness and Rest.Contains neither
,Morphine nor Mineral.

T NARCOTIC.

tion, Sour Stomach, Diarrh
Worms Convulsions Feverish-
ness and LOSS OF SLEEP.

..

Fac Simile Signature of

, i .\'Hh x\\(vrnlin» old
J3yDosrs—335CENTS

tomachs and Bowels of |1}

Aperfect Remedy for Consfipa- ||

- SEE

i§ THAT THE

FAC-SIMILE

SIGNATURE

-—OF ——

IS ON THE

WRAPPER

OF EVERY .
BOTTLE OF

It is simply perfection.

Try and judge for yourself,

It has all that a shoe ought to have TRAGE
—ease, durability, style—and it costs
but $3 while it looks like a §5 shoe.

We name them thus

Because we believe they are
King of all shoes. We don't
believe there is a woman's
shoe sold for $3 in this whole
world ‘which is as good as
our Kiag Quality. Thatis a
broad statement, but try the
shoe and you will agree that
we have reason for boasting.

Made

Read

oy J. D King ;& Co vimited Toronto.

- Mixed
Paints

ARE STII_,L SELLING AT GEO. STEPHENS & CO.S

For $1.40 per gal.

Or 35¢ per quart

These are the Canada Paint Co.'s high grade goods
and there is nothing better made.

Pure Boiled Linseed OB . il eranchrasoo i
e AR WA A .

(Full Imperial Measure, guaranteed)

bulk or package.

. We keep nothing in White Lead but the Government
Standard, and its warranted pure. Pure Paris Green in

==

Geo. Stephehs & Co.

If you want
Mills, Bl im,

L a4 4 4

Seed Beans

reliable Seed Beans call at The Kent Mills, Chatham, or Blenheim

—————

Early Pea Beans
Pure Medium Beans
Improved Yellow Eye Beans

REMEMBER GOOD SEED means MORE MONEY for your Beans in the Fall.

The Kent Mills Co.,

m. |
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