hey (ute so Well Peopld
Are Glad to Tell

_ﬂ b H
Ths Public Would Doubt Onlv for
Local Testimony Freely Otfer-
ed in BEvery Place Where
Dr. Pitcher’s Backachse
Kidney Tablets are
Known.

Mrs. John Illingsworth, 14 Welling-
ton street, Chatham, say “f wish
to say that having been toid of the
good effects of Dr. Pitcher's Backache
Kidney Tablets in kidney trouble, I
went to A. 1. M~Call & Co.’s d1ud storTe,
and procured a bottle. I used them
in the case of my little boy eleven
gears of age and am glad to say their
use resulted in a cure. There has
been no trouble since. I can highly re-
ocmmend them.”

Mrs. Jean Baird, Head street, says,—
“More or less {Sr sgme three'or four
years | have had severe backache due
to a kidney tr prought onr by ex-
posure to cold and age. The pain at
times made it hard to get about. I
tried many medicines and finally got
a bottle of Dr. Pitcher's Backache Kid-
ney Tablets at A. I. M-Call & Co.'s
drug store’ and ;they certainly did a
world of good in| a hurry. (About one-
third of the bottle stopp>d the trouble
and did it easily and gently. I am
gure | can reeammend them to others
as a certain cure for any backache or
pain where the Kidney or bladder is
at fault.”

If you have the slightest symptom of
kg‘uney 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 stamj for postage to
The Pitcher Tablet .» Toronto, Ont,
When giving address mention this
paper.

If you are convinced Pitcher's Tab-
Jets are what you want, you can obtain
regular size bottle for 500 per bottle.
¥ not obtainable at druggists, mailed
free of postage on receipt of price.

adie

Best in Ready
Mixed Paints

Qur Mixed Paints are the standard
of quality—true to color—pure, and
fresh from the makers.

A Home Test

will establish their superior qualities.

Made for inside and outside work.
Before Preparing

for house cleaning call and get a

‘supply of these pure Paints.
Alabastine

in sixteen tints and colors and white.

Jellstone
tinted, White Leads, Paint Oils, Var-
nishes, etc.
Brushes
for paint. kalsomine and
every purpose in great variety.
Our Prices

will interest you and our goods will
value in the city.

varnish,

be found the best

King, Cunmnugham & Drew

kKing Street. Chatha

P T N NPTV

Ssoke THE.

Beresford Cigar
e

MaxcrACTURED BY STIRTON & DYER,
LONDON. FOR SALE AT

Bennett’s cigar store

10. 0. F. BUILDING.
I e W W

BBV ITBESIBILEES
In providing office
equipment

to facilitate your business,have you
secured a

LONG DISTANCE
.. ... TELEPHONE?
The charges are moderate.
The Local Manager of The Bell Tele-
* phone Company will be pleased
to vuote you rates.

LEBDEREE TG BBEVRSS

Painting and

Paper
‘Hanging

——

Done at
Reasonable
Prices,

Apply to
PPI.

J. B.
Martin

Forest St.,
East.
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husetts boys?—and
right round Boston,
kem when they start-
ne-looking men, -he
i « to be
» girl, but' it
d gone, Tom
w, but it's quite

that join the army.”
s could keep silemt no
: her polished
t adding emphasis to

lishing

folks as poor as pov-

struck, haint they feelin's T'd like
to know? Haint they got bodies and
and mothers, and  wives, and
ristere?  And &'posin’\’tis  Democrats,
meore shame for t'other side that helped
get up muss. Where be they noy,
them chaps that .wore the big blaek
s, and did so much toward puttin’

oln in that ehair? Why don’t they

to keep him settin’: there, and not
stand baék with their hands tucked in
es’ pockets? Both my boys,

Eli and John, voted t'other ticket, and
Icaac would, but he wasn’'t twenty-one.
They've all jined, ana I won't say I'm
gorry, for if there's anything I hate
it's a sneak! It makes me so mad!”
snd the big shears again clicked sav-
agely, as Widow Simms resumed her
vrork, after having thus delivered her

erty

couls

the

opinion of the black Republicans, be-’

sides havin, in her own words, given
“that puckerin’ Miss Mathers a plece
of her mind.”

Obtuse as Rose was on many points,
ehe saw ‘there was some homely truth
in what the widow had said, but this
did not impress her so much hs the
fret that she had evidently given of-
fenee, and she was about trying to ex-
tricate herself from the dilemma when
George Graham appeared, ostensibly to
bring some trivial- message to the pres-
ident sof the society, but really to see
if his wife were there, and speak to
her some kind word of encouragement.
Rose recognized him as-the young man
she had seen at the war-meeting, and
the moment he lefti the hall she broke
out impetuously: |

“Isn’t he _handsome?—so tall, so
broad-shouldéfed, snd such a splendid
mark for a bullet,—I ’most know he
will be shot.”

“Hush-sh!” eame warningly from: sev-
eral individnals, But came too late. The
mischief was Ere Rose could
collect her thoughte a group of :fright-
ened women had -gathered around poor
Annie, who had fainted.

“What's the matter? do tell!” ecried
Rose, standing on tip-toe and ¢lutching
of Widow Simms, who
angrily retorted: E

“1 should you'd ask. It's
enough to make the poor critter faint
clean away to hear-a body talk about
her husband’'s being a fust rate’ mark
for a 'bullet!”

With all her thoughtlessness, Rose
bad the kindest heart in the world; and
forcing her way throngh the crowd
she knelt by the white-faced Annie,
and taking the drooping head in her
lap, pushed back the thick braids of
hair, noticing, with her quick eye for
the beautiful, how soft and luxuriant
they were, how pure was the complex-
ion, how perfect were the featuresshow
small and delicate the fingers, and how
gracetul was the slender neck.

“I'm so sorry! 1 wish I'd stayed at
Lome: I am so sorry,” dhe kept repeat-
ing; and when at last Annie returned
to consciousness,’ Rose Mather's was
the first voice she heard. Rose’s the
first face she saw,

With an involuntarily
closed her eyes wearily,
anxiously asked of those - about her
bow they should get her home. “Oh,
Jake,” she suddenly execlaimed, as, tow-
ering above the female heads, she saw
ber colored coachman looking for her,
and remembered that her husband was
to call and take her out to ride, “oh,
Jake, lift this lady up, carefully us
you can, and put her in.our carriage.
1s Will there? Well, no matter, he'll
just .have to get out. Stand back,
won't you, and let Jake come?’ she
continued, authoritatively to the group
of ladies, 'who, half amused and halt
surprised at this new phase in Rose
Mather's character, made way for bur-
ly Jauke, who lifted Annie's light form
as if it had been a feather's weight,
and bore it down the stairs, followed
by Roee, who, with one breath, told
Annie not to be a bit afraid, for Jake
certainly would rot drop her, and with
the next asked Jake if he were posi-
tive and sure he was strong enough not
to let her fall.

Lazily reclining upon the cushions of
his carriage,William Mather was smok-
ing his Havana, and admiring the sleek
coat of his iron graye. when Rose ap-
peared, and, seizing him by the arm,
peremptorily ordered him to alight and
help Jake lift the lady ine i

“1 don’t know.who 'tis, but it’s some-
body T made faint away with my silly
talk,” she replied in answer to Mr. Ma-
ther's question, “Who have you there?"

“You made faint away!” he repeated,
as he found himself landed rather on-
ceremondously upon the flagging stones,
his Havana rolling at his feet, and his
wife preparing to follow Annie, whom
Jake had placed inside. o

"“Yes: I talked about her husband’s
being a splendid mark for a bullet, and
all that, withopt ever thinking she was
Bis wifé. He looked so tall, and big,
and nice, that I couldn’t help thinking
his head would come above all the rest
in a fight, but I don't believe it will.
There Juke, we are
on,” said Hose, while poor Annie
groaned afresh at this doubtful conse-
lation, 2

“Drive whar?' ssked Jake, *“I dun

¥now whar thev 1
ed

done.

at the dress

8 0

shudder she
while Rose

B R T

! the soft,

now, drive

LOVE'S TRIUMPH.

A STORY OF 1.LOVE AND WAR. i

1

BY MARY J. HOLMES,
Author of * Lena Rivers.,” *“Edna Browning,”

« Tempest and Sunshine,” Etc, Ete

“To be suré, nor 1 either,” returned
Rose, turning inquiringly to her hus-
band, who gave the information, add-
ing, as he glanced down the street:

“Mr. Graham himselt is coming, I
see. I think, Reee, you had best give
your place to him."”

Rose, who was fond of adventures,
wanted sidly to go with Annie, but
George, when he came up, seemed &0
concerned, and asked so many ques-
tions, that she deemed it best to leave
it for his wife to make the recessary
explanations, merely saying, as she
stepped upon the walk:

“l am so sorry, Mr. Graham, I real-
ly did not mean anything wrong in
saying I knew you'd be shot, for you
are so—"" :

“Rose, your dress is rubbing the
wheel,” interrupted Mr. Mather, by
way of diverting Rose from repenting
the act for which she was expressing
SOITOW.

“No it ain’t rubbing the wheel, either.
It isn’'t anywhere near it,” said Rose,
wondering what Will could mean;
while George, taking a seat by Anaie,
smiled at what he saw to be a ruse.

Bent upon reconciliation, Rose press-
ed up to the carriage, and said to An-
nie, *You won't be angry at me always,
will you? I shouldn’t have thought of
it, only he does look so—"

“Go on, Jake,” Mr. Mather called
out, cutting short Rose’s speech, and
the next moment Annie was driving
down the street in Rose Mather's car-
riage, and behind the iron grays, an
honor she had never dreamed in store
for her when she saw the stylish turn-
out passing the door of her cottage in
the Hollow.

CHAPTER IIL

The 13th Regiment was ordered to
Elmira, and the day had arrived for
the departure of the volunteers. Bright
was the sun and cloudless the sky
which shone on Rockland that spring
day; but cloudless sky nor warm spring
sun could comfort the hearts about to
part with her treasures, some forever,
and some to meet again, but when, or
where, or how, none could tell save
Him who holds the secrets of the fu-
ture-

There were mothers who had never
felt a pang so keen or a pain so sore,
as when with hearts too full of anguish
for the dry, red eyes to weep, they
watched their sons pass from the
tbreshold of the door, and knew that
when the goiden sunlight, falling so
brightly around them, was purple in the
west, they would look in vain for that
returning step, and listen in vain for
tones which were the first, perhaps, to
stir the deep fountains of maternal
love, Fathers, too, there, with
heads bent down to hide the tears they
deeméd it weak to shed, as they gave
their farewell blessing to their? boy,
praying that God might be over and
around him, both when the deafening
battle roar was sounding in his ear and
when, in the stilly night, he wrapped
his blanket about him and laid him
down to rest, sometimes with the south-
ern stars shining upon him and “some-
imes with the southern rain falling on
his unsheltered head, for all these vieis-
gitudes must to a soldier on the
field. Wives and s'sters, too, were
there, who shuddered as they thonght
how the dear ones to whom they said
good-bye, would miss the comforts they
were leaving, miss the downy pillow,
warin bed made with loving
bands, and the luxurice of home never

were

come

prized one-half so muech as now, when
they were to be exchanged for a life
within the camp. And there were maid-
ens, from whose cheeks the roses faded,
as they gave the parting kiss, and pro-
mised to be ttaithful. even though the
manly form the lover bore away should
come back to them all maimed wnd
crushed and crippled with the toil of
war. Far better so than not to come
at all. At least so Annié Graham
thought, as, winding her arms around
her husband's neck, she whispered to
bim:

ISURPRISE 2%

.
_oh, God. how can I say it?=if he must

“if the body you bring back has my
George's heart within it. T shall love
you just the same as I do now,” and
with her fair Kead lying on his bosom,
Annie wept piteously.

Not till then had she roalized what
it was to let him go. She had become
somewhat accustomed to thinking of
it,—accustomed to see him pass in and
out, dressed in his stylish uniform,
which niade him look so handsome:
and then ehe had hoped the regiment
would not be ardered for a long, long
time, mever, perhaps; but now ghat
dream was over; the dreaded -hour_had
come, and for a moment Annie felt
herself too weak to meet it. Through
the livelong night she had prayed, or if
perchance €leep for a moment shut the
ewollen lids, the lips had moved in
prayer that her husband might come
bhack to her agan, or, failing to do so,
that he might grasp, even at the elev-
enth hour, the Christian’s faith, and so
go to the Christian's home, where they
wotuld ‘meet once more. ' She had given
him her little Bible, all pencil-marked
and worn with daily usage,—the one 4
ghe read when first the spirit taught
her the meaning of its great mysteries,
—and George had promised he would
read it every day,—had said that when
he went to battle he would place it
next his heart, a talisman to shield him
from the bullets of the foe. And An-
nie, smiling through her tears, pointed
him again to the only One who could
stand between him and death, asking
that when he was far away, he would
remember what she said, and pray to
the God she honored.

“It's time now, darling,” he sald, at
last, as he heard in the distance the
beat of the drum.

But the clinging erms refused to
leave his neck. and the quivering lips
pressed so constantly to his murmaured:

“Wait a little mioute more. *Tis the
last, you know.”

Again the drum-beat was heard,
mingled with the shrill notes of the
fite: the soldiers were marching down
the street, and he must go, but oh, who
can tell of the love, the pain, the grief,
the tears mingled with that parting,—
or the agony it cost poor Annie to take
her arms from off his neck, to feel him
putting her away, to hear him going
from the room, across the threshold,
down the walk, through the gate, and
know that he was gone.

As a child in peril instinetively turns
to the mother who it kmows has never
tailed to succor, so Annie turned to
Cod, and with a moaning cry for help
s nk on her knees just where George
had léft her. Burying her face in the
lounge, she prayed that He who heareth’
even the raven's cry would care for
her husband, and bring him home again
it that could be. So absorbed was she
a8 not to hear the gate's sharp cliek,
por the footstep coming up the walk.
Impelled: by something he could not re-
sist, George had paused just by the gar-
den fence, and yielding to the impulse
which said he must seée Annie's face
once more, he stole softly to the open
door, and stood gazing at her as she
knelt, her hands clasped together, and
her face hidden from his view, as she
prayed for him.

“Will the kind Father keep my
George from peril, if it can be, but if,

die, teach him the road to Heaven."

That ‘'was what she said, and George,
listening to her, felt as if it were an
angel's presence in .which he stood. He
could not disturb her. She was in saf-
er hands than his, and he would rather
leave her thus,—would rather think of
her when far away just as he saw her
last. kneeling in her desolation and
praying for him.

“It will help to make me a better
man.” he said, and broshing aside the
great tears swimming in his eyes.. he
left his angel Annie, and went on his
way to battle.

Just off frgm Rockland’s main street,
and in & cottage move humble than
that of George Graham, the sun shone
on anothér parting,—on Widow Simans
giving up her boys, and straining every
nerve to look composed, and keep back
the maternal love throbbing so madly
at her heart. Rigid as if cut in stone
were the lines upon her foreliend and
around her mouth,as she bustled aboat,
doing everything exactly as it should
be done, and coming often to where
Isaac sat trying to lobk unconecerned
and whistling “Dixie” as he pulled on
the soft, warm pair of socks she had
sat up nights to knit him. Eli and
John had some, too, snugly tucked
away in their bundle, but Isaac's were
different. She had ravelled her own
lamb’s wool stockings for the material
composing his, for Isaac’s feet were
tender; there. were marks of 'chilblains
on them; they would become sore and
swollen from the weary march, and his
mother would not be there with sooth
ing lint and ointment made from the
blue poke-berries. Great pains had the
widow taken with her breakfast that
morning, preparing ‘each son's favorite
dish and bringing out the six china cups
and damask cloth, ‘part of her grand-
mother’s bridal dewer. It was a very
tempting table, dud John end Eli tried
to eat, 'exchangiag meaning  smiles
when they saw their mother pat in
Isaac’s cup the biggest lump of sugar,
and the largest share of cream. They
did ‘not ecare,—for they, too, loved the
fair-haired, smooth-faced boy sipping
the yellow coffee he could mot drink
tor the mysterious bunches rising so
fast in his threat. The breakfast was
over now. Jeane was trying on his
socks, while Eli and  John, know)
their mother would isther be alone
when she sald good-be to her haby,
prepared to start. talking auite loud,
and keeping vp stont conrsge till the
Jast moment came. when beth the tall
six-foot young men thipr
ground the wilan’s » el fritermd
& falnt ™ ahor, Bood-b

§- To be Continued.
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Buttered toast is certainly a cut-
and-dried affair,

We have no right at onee to pro-
nounce ourselves the wisest people be-
cause we lige to do all things in the
best way. There "are many liitle
things which to do admirably is to
waste both time and cost; and the
rea! question is not so much whether
we have done.a given thing ss well

prt TS

as possible, as whether we have turn-}

There is no fairer offer than that of
the King Quality Shoe for §3. We
have squeezed into this shoe actually
more than §3 worth ‘of style, dura.
bility 'and ease. Nowhere else that

Q. ve;know. of can you buy the same amount of shoe
N\, [;u-‘ satisfaction for §3.
’ You are a judge—gvery woman is—so please come
and judge for yourself.
We are not afraid to have
you do so. !
Remember—King Quality,

COAST LINE

NEw STEEL
. PASSENGER
STEAMERS.

SPEED, COMFORT
anc SAFETY.

To DETROIT, MACKINAC, GE()IIGI BAY, PETOSKEY, CHICAGO

N other Line oers & Panorasa of 460 miles of equal varioty and interest.
Four Trips per Woek Between Day snd Night Servies Bet

Toledo, Detroit and Mackinac | 2=t | DETROIT AND CLEVELAND
PETOSKEY, “THE m.:),-““Ym. ; c:':‘:nd | Fare, su.gs’r‘ mu’t“

Berthe, #1.00,
AXD DULUTH. Connections ar: made at Cleveland with
LOW BATES to Plctm o Mackinae and | Put - in-Bay
s .
gy ot ' and Toledo.

The Groatest Perfection yet
attained in Boat Construction;
Luxuripus Equipment, Artistic
Furnishiag, . . Decoration and
Efficient Service .. ..

Return, Incloding Neals and
fmate Cost from Cleveland, S20.50; frem
Toledo, §17.25; from Detroit, $14.73 September and Oetod

¥
Secd e for Uit Pamsii aaives NI B CloyeIN0 NOY. 0.

For

Refrigerators
Screen Doors and
Windows

Go to Steghens & Co.——Largest assortment and lowest prices
in Chatham

oot Whadal. .. oo vocconcnsssnsosssnnnnnnselPil
Screen Doors, complete with spring hinges, etc.....$1 each
A few Lawn Mowers left, each...........t. ..'...$2.:75

QOur]Prism Brand (best in the world) ready Mixed
Palnts are still selling for $1.40 per gallon or 35¢ qt

Wall colors ail Tints in Alabastine, Kalsomire or
Jelly Stone, and Brushes for every purpose.

Cheapest place in Chatham for Lawn Hose.

(eo. Stegiﬁeng & Co.

==

Ask Your Grocer For

PERRIN S

Patriotic Brand

Cream Soda Biscuits

3-lb. Packages.

Eaeh Package Contains 11 Pictures of South African Heroes.

a given guantity of labor to (b
best .?eout.—-.!ohn’imkh . 5

ENGLISH ——ar
SUITINGS

JUST NOW YOU CAN PICK FROM AN ASSEMBLY OF THE
NICEST SUITINGS IT HAS EVER BEEN OUR, PRIVILEGE TO
SHOW, AND DO IT, TOO, WITHOUT GOING BEYOND A MOD-
ERATE FIGURE. FOR OUR GOODS WERE BOUGHT FOR §POT7
CASH and BEFORB the ADVANCE IN PRICE.

ALBERT SHELDRICK

WEAK T'EN!

bidney um.;‘ulq. 3
ey,

NERCHANT TAILOR
& IMPORTER

servous snd

T mamory, wpecks
v guscantee S0 cure

i | “&‘qua“ Buncays, ..,.;-E'-'Bm»'::
'DR. GOLDBERG ™ “emamoarm




