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TOIOUR CuUsSTOUMERSA
We have just put in, at great’ expense,

& WonbErruL MacHINE, heated by
steam, work unly passing through the
rollers once; the result—Work 1s

Erasmic, wmnL Nor Brgaxy, and will 4
last much longer than when ircned by

the old method, heated by as, whicn
has to pass through the, rollersfeight
times,

L}

P.8,—We have also added a newly

invented machine to Iron the edges of
Collars and Cuffs,

The Parisian Steam l..umh-y'

Go. of Omtario, Limited.
London, Hnmiltgn and Toronto.
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FORGET THE
HEAT

and live easy, by baking delicious
rolls, biscuits, etc., on a

GAS STOVE.

It makes a coal or wood stove
look like 30 cents,

THE CHATHAM GAS CO
Limited.,

King St ‘Phone 81
)0“000000“00000000004
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Change of Time.

o~ AL

THE STEAMER

City of Chatham

Will make her vegular round trip from

CHATHAM to DETROIT every
Monday and Wednesday
Leaving Rankin dock, South Chatham,
at 7.30 a. m. and returning leaves Detroit
(foot of Randolph St.) at 3.30 p. m, De-
troit time, or 4 o’clock Chatham time,

Will also make round trips from De-
roit to Chatham

Every Friday and Saturday
Leaving Detroit, foot of Randolph 8t., at
8,30 p.m., Detroit time, or 9 a,m, Chat-
ham time, returiing will leave Chatham
at 3.30 p.m., Detroit time, or 4 p.m,
Chatham time, arriving in Detroit about

8.30 p.m.

FARES :
ROUND TRIP, . st 60¢
SINGLE TRIP, - - - 80¢

Agents—Stringer & Co,, Chatham ; Od-
ette & Wherry, Windsor ; John Steven.
son, Detroit,

JOHN ROURKE, Captain
{ WM. CORNISH, Purser
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$E E Parmott & Son 3

4

Real Estate bought, sold or ex-
changed. Money to loan at low
rates, No commission charged
borrowers. Houses to rent. Col-
lections made, ¥ire and Life In-
surance in safe compaiies, Call
¢nd see us. Office Kingf St, North
wood Block, West of B g Clock.

Chatham, Ontario.
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WE HAVE ON HAND
A LARGE SUPPLY OF

LIME, )
CEMENT, ;
SEWER PIPE,
CUT STONE,

&e. Al of the best quality and a
the LOWERT POSSIB(E PRICES

£0.4 1 OLDERSHAW

A Few Doors West
) of Post Office,,

Brbedetodede il bbb b dpbdobdodod

ROSES:

And all High-Class
Flowers, Floral Designs and
Sprays a Specialty.

Tuson
Floral Artist, Windsor
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_Orders taken at Tschirhart’s Music |

Storc, opp. the Market, Chatham, Ont,

1
‘

__THE CHATHAM DAILY PLANET

“He’s worse'n burdock burs ter git
answered Uncle Terry,
“an’ ye can’t be perlite ter him unless

away from,”

ye want t' spend the rest o’ yer life

' listenin’,
: be hung in the
{ ways,

ued, rising

His tongue allus seemed ter
middle an’ wag both
I wasn't lonesome,” he contin-
and adding a few sticks

| to the fire as the two women laid aside

thelr wraps and drew chairs up. ¥I've !

| read the paper purty well threugh an’

i had a spell

added:

the stove an’ then put more wood in.

Stove instead o' the wood!”

the three lapsed into pilence,

Outside the steady boom of the surf
beating om the rocks came with monot-
onous regularity, and inside the clack
ticked. For a long time Uncle Terry
sat and smoked on in silence, resum-
ing, perhaps, his bygenes, and thenm
said: “By the way, Telly, what's be-
come o' them trinkets o’ yourn ye had
on that day? It's been so long ‘now,
"most twenty years, I ’bout forgot ’em,
I s'pose ye hain’t lost ’em, hev ye?”

“Why, no, father,” ghe answered, a
little surprised. 1 hope not. They
are all in a box in my bureau, and ne
one ever disturbs them.”

“Ye wouldn’t mind fetchin’ ’em now,
would ye, Telly?’ he continued after

She watched him take out the contents.

drawing a long whiff of smoke and
slowly emitting it in rings. “It's been
80 many years, an’ since I got thinkin’
’bout it I'd like to take a look at ’em,
Jest to remind me o' that fortunate
day ye came to us.”

The girl arose and, going upstairs, re-
turned with a small tin box shaped like
a trunk and, drawing the.table up in
front of Uncle Terry, set the box down
upon it. As he opened it she perched
herself on the arm of his chair and,
leaning against his shoulder, passed one
arm caressingly around his neck and
watched him take out the contents,

First came a soft, fleecy blanket, then
two little garments, once whitest mus-
lin, but now yellow with age, and then
another smaller one of flannel. Pinned
to this were two tiny shoes of knitted
wool. In the bottom ef the box was a
small wooden shoe, and though clumsy
fn comparison, yet evidently fashioned
to fit a lady’s foot. Tucked in this was

Cook’s Cotton Root Compound,

Ladies® Favorite,
;: the only safe, reliable

Prepared in two d of
strength. No. 1 lm 2.
No, 1.—For ordinary cages
A s by far the best dollar

r s medicine known. 7
No. 2-For spec

b it Cook’s
Cotton Root wt:m .'Tafh? o?ther
Sangeraue NS ey S0 fmitations
r:o%‘mm:tnded‘a il drurgists in'the Do-
on Tecelpt Of Prics ang fear S postags
e ‘Windsoz, Ont, |

Wo.1 and No. 2 aré sold in Chate
ham by all Druggists,

Cement
Cut Stone.

We keep the luslnuukulhht}.
prices.
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o' livin’ over bygones,” and

excited she sot the box ye was in on
It's a wonder she didn’t put ye in the

As this joke was not new to the lis- |

i then, turning to Telly and smiling, ke !
“I got thinkin’ o’ the day ye
came ashore, an’ mother she got that :

voee Byo.i, .

CHARLES CLARK MUNN

a little box tied with faded ribbon, and

in this were a locket and ¢hain, two

ringe and a scrap of paper. The writ-
‘ ing on the paper, once hastily scrawled
i by a despairing mothers’ hand, had al-
: most faded, and inside the locket were
two faces, one a man's with strongly
marked features, the other girlish with
big eyes and hair in curls,

These were all the heritage of this
waif of the sea who now, a fair girl
with eyes and face like the woman’'s
picture, was leaning on the ghonlder
of nher foster father, and they told a
pathetic tale of life and death; of ro-

| mance and mystery not Yet unwoven.

teners no notice was taken of it, and ,

How many times that orphan girl
had imagined what that tale might be;
how often before she had examined
every one of those mute tokens; how
many times gazed with mute eyes at
the faces in the locket; and hew, as
the years bearing her onward toward
maturity passed, had she hoped and
waited, hoping ever that some word,
some whisper from that faroff land of
ber birth might reach her!

And as she iooked at those mute rel-
ies which told so little and Yet so much
of her history, while the old man who
had been all that a kind father could
be to her took them out one by one,
she realized more than ever what a
debt of gratitude she owed to him.
When he had looked them over and
put them back in the exact order in
which they had been packed, he closed
the box and, taking the little hand that
had been caressing his face in his own
wrinkled and bony ene, held it for a
moment. When he released it the girl
stooped and, pressing her lips to his
weather browned cheek, arose and re-
sumed her seat.

“Waal, ye better put the box away
now,” said Uncle Terry at last. “I'll
Jjest go out an’ take a look off'n the
p'int, and then it'll be time to turn in.”

CHAPTER XIV,

'VE got ter go ter Boston,”
sald Uncle Terry to his wife
a few days later. “Thars
some money due us that we

ain’t sartin we'll git. You an’ Telly

can tend the lights for a couple o'

nights, can't ye? I won’t be gone

more'n that. Bascom’s to take me up
to the head, an’ if the boat’s runnin’

T'll be all right."

This plan had cost Uncle Terry a

| $B# rust go ofr,”

good deal of diplomacy. Not only did
he have to invent a reasonable excuse
for going by exciting the fears of both
Bascom and Oaks regarding money
really due them, but he had to allay the
curiosity of his wife and Telly as well.
In‘a small village like the Cape every
one's movements were well known te
all and commented on, and no one was
better aware of it than Uncle Terry.
But go to Boston he must, and to do so
right in the dead of winter and not ex-
cite a small tempest of curious gossip
taxed his Yankee wit,

At Bath he had a few hours’ wait
and went te the bank and drew a sum
of money from his small savings.

“Lawyers are sech sharps, consarn
‘em!” he said to himself. “I'd better
go loaded. Most likely I'll come back
skinned. I never did tackle a lawyer
’thout losin’ my ghirt.”

When, after an all night ride, during
which he sat in the smoking car with
his pipe and thoughts for company, he
arrived in Boston, he felt, as he would
phrase it, like a cat in a strange gar-
ret. He had tried to fortify himself
against the expected meeting with this
Frye, who, he felt sure, would make
him pay dearly for any service, ‘When
he entered the rather untidy office of
that legal light Uncle Terry looked sus-
piciously at its occupant.

“Well, sir, what can I do for you?”
asked KFrye after his visitor had intro-
duced himself,

“Waal,” answered Uncle Terry, tak-
ing a seat and laying his hat on the
floor beside him, “I've come on rather
& curis erraid.” And, taking out the
slip he had a few days before placed
in his wallet, he handed it to Frye
with the remark, “That's my errand.”

Frye’s face brightened,

“I am very glad to see you, Mr, Ter-
ry,” he said, beginning te rub his hands
together. “If you have any facts in
your pessession that will aid us in the
search for an heir to this estate we
#hall be glad to pay you for them, pro-
Stted they are facts, Now, sir, what is
IO story?” g

Xncle Terry looked at the lawyer a
&8 ont before answering,

% didn’t come ere to tell all T know
he safd. “I know all
"oout this shipwreck an’ a good deal
more that'll consarn ye, but fust I
want to know who is lodkin’ for the
information an’ whgt‘l likely to cum
IR ;

It was Frye's turn to stare now.

- “This man won't be any easy wit-
‘Dess,” he thought, and then he said,
“That I am not at liberty to disclose

I cause
until I know what facts you can es. | *

tablish, but rest assured that-any in-

! to’rmauoq‘;onmyhvg.mltbepnm £

of real value, will entitle you to an
‘ample reward.” A 4 ;

) §| ‘T reckomye don't quite ketch on to | p:
& | my dritt,” replied “Uncle Terry. 1 |
‘| dian’t cum here | ;

but to | &

Well,” sir”; said’ Frye In a suate
voice, “we, too, are looking to see the
ends of justice served, but you must

understand that in a matter of this im-
portance we must make no mistakes,
An estate awaits a claimant, but that
- claimant must establish his or her
identity beyond the shadow of a doubt
: In order, as you must see, that justice
{ may be done.”
i “Waal”» replied Uncle Terry, stroking
i his chin with his themb and finger
{ while he deliberated, 1 8'pose 1 may
i as well tell ye fust as last. I cum
' here for that purpose, an’ all I want to
fix is, if thar's nothin’ in it ye'd keep
it a secret an’ not raise any false hopes
{ In the minds o them as is near and
dear to me.”

“It's a lawyer's professional duty
never to disclose any Yusiness confi.
dence that a “client may cenfide to
him,” answered Frye, with dignity,
“and in this matter I fafer you wish
to become my client. Am I right, Mr.
Terry ?*

“I didn’t cum here exactly purposin’
to hire ye,” answered Uncle Terry. “I
cum to find what’s in the wind, an’ it
twas likely to 'mount to anything to
tell all I knew an’ see that them as
had rights got Justice. As I told ye in
the fust on’t, I'm keeper o’ the light at
the end o’ Southport island, an’ have
been for thirty year. : :

“One night in Mareh, Just nineteen
year ago comin’ this spring, thar was
a small bark got a-foul o’ White Hoss
ledge right off'n the p'int and stayed
thar hard an’ fast. I seen her soon
as 'twas light, but thar was nothin’
that could be done but bnild a fire an’
stand an’ watch the poor critters go
doewn. Long toward noon I spied a
bundle workin’ in, an’ when it struck
I made fast to it with a boat hook
an’ found a baby inside an’ alive, My
wife an’ I took care on’t and have
been doing so ever since. It was a
gal baby, and she growed up into a
young lady. 'Bout ten years ago we
took out papers legally adoptin’ her,
an’ so she's ourn.
found pinned to her clothes we learned
her name was Etelka Peterson, an’
that her mother, an’ we supposed her
father, went down that day right in
sight o’ us. Thar was a locket round
the child’s neck an’ a couple o’ rings in
the box, an’ we have kept ’em an’ the
Ppapers- an’ all her baby clothes ever
since. That’s the hull story.”

“How did this child live to get
ashore?” asked Frye, keenly interest-
ed.

“That’s the curis part,” replied Uncle
Terry. “She was put in a box an’
tied 'tween two feather beds an’ cum
ashore dry as a duck.”

Frye stroked his nose reflectively,
stooping ever as he did and watching
his visitor with hawk-like eyes.

“A very well told tale, Mr. Terry,”
he said at last. “A very well told tale
indeed! Of course you have retained
all the articles you say were found on
the child?”

“Yes, we've kept ’em all, you may
"be sure,” replied Uncle Terry.

“And why did you never make any
official report of this wréck and of the
facts you state?” asked Frye.

“I did at the time” answered Uncle
Terry, “but nothin’ cum on't. I guess
my report is thar in Washington now,
if it-ain’t lost.”

Turo Time Backward,
- B8 Young Again,
Tl

CHOICE LOTS FOR SALE
Th’enlou still left in the tﬂ:{eﬂr Ground Sur-

btedly the value offerid in
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Clean your Homes, Was.

% Clean: home, clean clothes, are indispensable.
everything in the home spotlessly clean with

- SUNLIGHT S0AP

ASK FOR THE OCTAGON BAR
Snulight Soap Washes the Clothes White and won't Injnre the Hands
LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED, TORONTO
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h your Clothes

T4a

You can make every article white and clean with Sunlight Soap.
This soap gives better satisfaction than any other soap because it
is pure and possesses a cleansing power that ordinary laundry s0ap

You can make
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Our long suit
Our lead is KEN

That’s how we won the Gold Medal

is KENT MILLS
I' MILLS

Chatham

. Ontario.

gThe Canada Flour Mills Co. Limited

@
i Beaver

Flour
The Best

Rolled Oats and other
Windsor Salt, Mill fee

T. H. Tay

Good Flour is not +a thing of the
hour; it has come to stay. Men demand
it, Mothers seek 1t; Children need  it,
Life to-day is strenuous and fatiguing;
there is need of mental and masculine
strength. Only pure flour like BEAVER
can give it,

Flour above all food must be ure —it
is from the Best Whut,scienﬁﬁcﬁly pre-
pared, nntouched by human hands, con-
taining al! the elements of nutrition. Mil.
led in a niodel mill for the -model Cana- .
dian honsewife, .

. Demand it from your gi'ocer.
Graham and Whole

Wheat Flours,Gluten Grits,
Cereals. FEastern Oats 38c.
ds, etc,

lor & Co., Ltd.

G-

Helle

Powder,

. C. H. Gunn & Co.
Corner King ‘and Fifth Stveets‘ Bdai

pore, . Paris Green,

Bug Death, etc.
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Central Drug Store,

HEADQUARTERS FOR—
Fly Pads, Sticky Fly Paper, Insect ;
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