Dr. Spinney & Co

v i $

Deroit’s Old Reliable Specialists,
Bipe in Age, Rich in Homor, and the

ience of a Third of a Century,

Whose Successes are Without a

Parallel; the Sufferer’s Friend ; the

Peodle's Specialist.

WOMEN weak, pale, tired, nervous,
despondent, no ambition, losing flesh,
fretful, overworked, given to worry
end solitude, backache-and headache
merves unstrung, sleepless nights
Nmbs trembie, faint feelings, Leucor-
rhoea, painful periods, or any Female
Diseases, quickly cured by our FAM-
OUS PRESCRIPTION.

YOUNG MEN led ‘into evil habits,
a0t knowing the barm, and who dre
suffering from the viceés and errors of
somth, and troubled with Nervous De-
&!,?_v, Loss of Menory, Bashfulness,
Confusion of Ideas, Headache, Dizzi-
ness, Palpitation of the Heart, Weak
Back, Dark Circles Around the Eyes
Pimples on the Face, Loss of Sleep,
Tired Feelings in the Morniug, Bvil-
forbodings, Dull, Stupid, Aversion to
Bociety, No Ambition, Bad Taste in the
Mouth, Dreams and Night Losses, De-
posits in the Urine, Frequent Urina-
%on, sometimes aoccompanied. with
slight, burning, Xidney Troubles, or
Diseases of the Genito Urinary Or-
gans cap here find a gafe, honest and
wpeedy cure. Charges reasonable, es-
pecially to the poer. CURES GUAR-
ANTEED ;

VARIOCELE and PILES, and KNOT-
TED VEINS of the Leg cured at once
without operation. Doctors will deny
this. But we are proving our claims
every day. The method is simple, the
eure is certain and permanent.

$1,000 for Faijure.

RUPTURE AND FISTULA CURED.

The SIGNS of SYPHILIS are blood
and skin diseases, painful swellings,
pone pains, mucous patches in the
mouth, hair loose, pimples on the back
2nd positively bring back Lost Power.
for_lifé without injurious drugs,

Have you the seeds of any past dis-
s15e working in your system f IMPO-
TENCY or Loss of Sexual Power, and
do you contemplate MARRIAGE ! Do
you feel safe in taking this step? You
ein't afford to take any risk. Like fa-
ther, like son.  We have a never fail-
#g remedy that will purify the Blood
and warthy growths. We cure these

MEDDIE-AGED MEN. — There are
many troubled  with teo frequent
svacpvations of the bladder, often ac-
ecompanied by a slight smarting or
purning sensation, and weakéning of
the system in a manner the patient
ssnnot account fuor, On examination
of the urinary deposits a ropy sedi-
ment will often bs found, and some-
times particles of albumen, and color
e of a thin milkish hue, again chang-
ing to a dark, torpid appearance.
There are men who die of this difficul-
vy ignorant of the cause, which is t he
second stage of seminil weakness. The
doctors will guarantee a perfect cure
@ all such cases, and bealthy restora-
tion of the genito-urinary organs.

BOOK FREE.—Those unable to call
should write for question list and book
for bomeé treatment. Thousands cur-
od at home by cerrespondence. ,Our
honsst opinion always given, and good,

Bonest, careful treatment given to ev-}

wry patient. v

Office Hours—9 to 8 p. m.: Bundays,
$¢olla m, aso? to 4 p. . Con-
sultation free. 3

Dr. Spinney & Co

290 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich.
Privite entirance, 12 B. Elizabeth St.

How Can You
Tell a Good
Mineral Water ?

NO.
NO.
NO.
NO.

By its color?
By its taste ?
By its price ?
By the bottle ?

But by its effect on your system.

ST. LEON

Proves its self effective everytime,

ALL DEALERS,

Head Office

Toronto, Canada.

IT'S
' PLANET
FLATY "
OPENING

That's the best anyone can say about s blask
Book, The name is a guarantee for the high-
est standard of blank book excelleuse; - Let
ws tell you about Ehwem, L
3 Buiit

They Are Not
Like the Other Kind
“The Planet

Book Making Houu’

Chatbam Dat.

Exceeding W 1
ca—-g.‘ heart!

Because 1emoTiOw
We must Jepart,

“Fow is exceeling sorTow
All my pant?”

Give uver playing,

Cast .thy viol away;
Merely living

Thine head My wWayg
Prithoe, give over playing,

Girave or gay.

Be no word spokeri;
Weep nothing; let a pale
Silence, unbrozen
Silence, prevail!
Pritliee, be no word spoken
Lest 1 faill

Forget tomorrow!
Weep nothing; only lay
In silent sorrow -
Thy head my way;
Let us forget tomorrow
This one day!
—Ernest Dowson in Fortnightly.
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£ THE MILL MYSTERY

The Mills of the Gods Grouwhd It
Out at Last.

A vessel had gone ‘upon ‘the rocks of
Sktull reef and was fast breaking up, they
gaid. A plank washed ashore bore the
wame Goliath, recognized by some ds a
whaler which bad sailed from Sag Har-
bor about three years ago. -High up on
the sgmmit of a sand dune, ber wet hair
fiying straight out behind ber, striviug to
ghut out the flying sand and spray and to
tollow with her eyes the boat as it rose
and fell, stood Mad Mary Heath.

She was always ¢wn there, roaming
about the sands, gathering shells' or
eroncliing upon the dunes gazing sea-
ward. Tonight she seemed the genius of
the storm. bending, swaying and waving
her arms aloft as if beckoniug to the sea.

“What ails' poor Mary tonight? The
storm seems to affect her terribly. She
looks a veritable said Sweyn
Yarbourne, who stood among the group
of villagers gathered upon the beach.

The mournfuld sound of the bell buoy on
the reef cime fitfully upon the wind, and
anon, when a rift in the clouds lighted
palely the writhing chaos below, the ship
might be perceived on her beam, ends
pounding the reef, and presently she was
seen no more. Thén all at once, from out
the hell of waters, was flung high up the
beach, with a grinding crash, the. great
lifeboat, with its writhing, wriggling
crew, only less white and weak than the
poor still figure they brought in.

Strong hands clutched and dragged the

boat and the falling men far. up out of

seeress,”

rescued man upon a plank to.the boat-
bouse a4 scream-6f triumphant laughter
rang ouf ovet the roar of the tempest,
and Mad Mary, who had hovered zbout
the edge of the crowd, flitted away over
the dunes, shrieking, “My dream, my
dream!”

With a long quivering sigh3the pallid
figure lying upon old tarpaulin at
length opened its Matt Romioy
stood over him watching for any sign ot
lite and with a commanding gesture keep-
ing the throng back. The eyes, in which
consciousness slowly dawned, wandered
from point to point and at length rested
upon theé countenapce of the captain ot
the life there they .restes,
growing gradually rounder as a look of
borror erept into them.

At length, with a convulsive start, he
strove to rise, but, too weak, sank back,
gereaming, “Keep off; Leep off!” waving
Rominy away with frenziedigesture,

The face of the latter had assumed an

accountable pallor, and, with a barsh,

yken laugh, he snarled ;
him a turn over that keg,
an, git the salt water out of him,”

3ut the fellow, struggling to his feet,
ran like the wind straight toward the sea,

He was soon caught and, relapsing into
usconsciousness, was carried to the cot-
tage of old Jans Chisholm, about a mile
back from the béach.

Yarbourne had been a silent and much
puzzled observer of all this. The storm
had appareutly driven the man insane, he
thought,

The reseyed man tossed for a week or

Afwo in delirinm’ under the rafters of the
old salt box hyt. /
b In the small hotiri one night Goody
Garlie, who -was hired to watch at his
bedside, was aroused from a doze by the
voice of the sick man. "

*O God, the cruel millstones!” he eried.
“They are grinding out blood! Look!
Look!” and be would have thrown bim-
self from the bed had not the nurse pin-
ped hini down with her sinewy arms.

Three years before the town of East
Bromptoh was roused from .its lethargy
by one of those happenings which. con-
trasted so shirply with its dreamy life as
a chasm opening in a sunlit plain.

One morning when the gray east was
shot with: red Mary Heath strode iote
town, wild eyed and drenched with dew,
and rapped loudly at Justice” Larry Os
born's door.

“There's somethin wrong over t’ the
mill,” she panted in answer to his gruff
guery. “Has anybody seer Gideon? I
been settin up all night watehin for him,

the

eyes.

savers, and

“(zive men,

| bag,

He started out last wight with the meal
an | haven't seen him since!™
hat's the matter at the mill?”

“They's—they's” —she elutched at
door facing—"blood runnin gut from un
der the mill door, an when 1 looked in the
window the hopper was all splashed with
it, an”— And she swooned upon the
doorstep.

There were nine days of wondér and
speculation and investigation. Rominy
was at a clambake, he managed to prove,
and knew pothing, and Mary Heath still
watched and waited in her hovel for
Gideon, who came pot, but in his place
the wolf.

The village beauty, she might have bees
Mrs. Rominy. The dove might have
shared the goshawk’'s nest and been mis-
tress of the mill, but she married the
man of ber heart, the penniless son of a
once prosperous farmer, & bandsome
“ne’er do well,” gnd their path had prov-
ed mote rugged than that of love is usu-
ally said to be,: Want stared them in the
face; hunger perched wulturelike over
the door, ‘

One night Gideon started up, his eyes
bloodshot with drivk and despair, -and,
swinging his meal bag over his shoulder,
staggered forth iato the night.

It was one of those white nights char
acteristic of Lomng Island, no moon eor

reach of the batfled sea. As they bore the’

Wi s g by guetthe BB -d‘(ﬂ Lestes M
ereaked so loud. Round snd reund weat
the great sails in thie gloom, and screech

pierced the night, and then

his garh. passed quickly up the lane.

For one instant he turned a white face
upon her and pointed to the mill as be
ran, speechless with fear. That face was
graven upon her memory.

In an agony of fear she barred the door
and stared from the window all night
long, and when the dawn reddened the
east she set out for town.

= . . - . * -

The mills of the gods grind slowly,
But they grind' exceeding amall.
With exactvess they grind all.

Survevor Yarbourne murmured t
words penpsively as he wrought in t
g.opening twilight to ubtain ap ensemble
of the old mill, whose gaun] arms spread
specierlike across the saffron sky.

“But who comes here?”

Sented beside bis “boany.” riding slow-
Iy up the lane, was Matt Rominy, the ex-
mill keeper, for/since the tragic occui~
rence of three years before, still envel-
oped in mystery, his mill stood there aban-
doned, like a thing aceursed. the evil
grist of that dreadful night being the last
it ever turned out. Something disturbed
Yarbourne’s vision. Was his drawing
wrong. or had the arms of the mill moved ?

High over the crest of the dun hill
against the fast fading sky between' the
rows of sorrowfully trailing billows that
stood lamenting over the salt marsh the
great wings of “the accursed mill were
slowly beginning to move, and from its
unused hinges came creakings as of a
thing in pain.

aster turned the skeéleton arms, and
londer came the dismal creaking, which
rose to a shriek—a chattering, broken,
awful sound, which suddenly ceased as
the arms stopped turning.

Yarboutrne Bad risen to his feet and
was gazing fixedly, scarce believing his
eyes, when a something seemed to issue
trom the mill and sidle and gyrate adown
the hill. On it came; past the salt tarn,
under the billows, anon melting in the
twilight.

“Pshaw!” said Yarbourne. “It's only
Vyler's red calf. Must have got through®

,the gap. Oh, my God, look!” ;

Not 20 yards from him, hovering limply
over the road, was a dark red figure, with
flaunting rags and for a moment a
glimpse to Lis bursting eyes of what
wmight have been a face.

As it wavered Yarbourne heard a gur-
gling ery behind him, and, turning, bhe be-
beld the miller on his knees, whiter than
gtone, with both arms stretched out be-
fore him,

“Let me alone!” he screamed. *“I won't
go along. Oh, look! Where are his
arms?” And he fell frothing in the road.

Yarbourne bent over him and. shook
bim. He sat up with a ghastly smile.

“It’s nathin, Mr. Yarbourne—a tech of
the jimjams, that’s all. That Sag Har-
bor whisky always does it.”

He mounted his horse and disappeared
in the dusk. ;

Yarbourne, much shaken, packed his
traps hastily and stalked slowly home-
ward, muttering:

The mills of the gods grind slowly,
But they grind exceeding small.

A dog howled plaintively as he passed
Mary Heath's cottage, and over the dark
ridge of its roof hung a gibbois moon.

Yarbourne went that evening to Moth-
er Chisholui’s to see the convalescent sail-
or.

[le sa# long, smoking and observing
him.

Incidentally he mentioned that he\ had
been sketching the old mill.

The man immediately showed so much
agitation that the artist became appre-
hensive and passed him his pocket flask.

“There! Take a nip of that, and you'll
feel better.”

The sailor did so, and Yarbourne began
to talk about the rescue and Rominy's
bravery.

‘Brave!” whispered the man. “And
go’s the devil brave, 1 reckon.” And,
showing sigus of going—to pieces'again, he
took another pull at the flask at Yar-
pourne’s suggestion and, motioning to the
door, said:

“Shut it tight an fast an listen to
what | tell you. It's been on my mind to
make this here deposit for many a day,
but I've had no chance. An I'm a gone
coon now, being struck by a spar, so
piake the most on what | says.

“l come from down the island, an about
three years ago | was on my way to Sag
Harbor to ship aboard the Goliath, a
whuler, goin for a three years’ cruise, It
was night when I passed in the lane by
the mill an, bein tired out, perched an
a feuce to rest a bit, .

“l was lookin up at the big mill, when
all on a sudden the arms began to go
roun’ with a térrible creakin, an’ it seemed

" to me they was the sound of voices mix-
ed with it. 1 didn't see no light in the
winders, an 1 walked over thar wounderin
why they was workin without any light.

“"I'was what you call a white night.
You could see as plain as day, an as |
got nearer there was sech a screechin an
chatterin as made wmy blood run ecold,
Jthout knowin exactly Wwhy. |1 looked in
at the winder—give me some more of
that. The mill stopped an the noise, too,
an, O Lord, that devil of a boat's captain

»

'} drmless body of a man!

the |

was pullin away from the grindstones the

* “There!” says he. ‘Curse you, you'll
steal no more corn, por sweethearts puth-’
er!” He éome c¢reepin qut thie door, an )
hid in the bushes. For an hour he was
diggin a hole down the hill, pear the
gwawmp. under the forked willow., You
kin find it

“l dasn’t move.  Pretty soon he went
into the mill an come out, draggin thy
body. He drug it down an chucked it in
the hole, an while he was fillin it in I fell
over an cracked a dry branch. He come
boundin up the hill with a cocked pistol,
but 1 got away without him seein me.

“] passed a woman standin at a gats,
but | was too skeered to stop—only me
tioned back.

“My ship bad anchor up an was ready
to put to sea as soon as I got llzlﬂl.
night though it wgs, as time had [been
lost the day before. The captain was
that mad he wouldn’t listen to what I
bad to tellr |

“We had good luck an were nearin
bome again when the squall struck us
that drove us on te Skull reet.”

. - “ . . . -

That morning, as the mists werz van-
Ishing like ghosts before the approaching
dawn, Matt Rominy walked past his mill
for the last time, with irons upon his
wrists.—Minneapolis Journal.

L Hope. ;
Priend—What is hope?
Poet—It's something that

up at 4 o'clock in the morning
man doesn't come around
Herald,. =

IS PURE TEA.

DRINK IT.

“Pure tea calms, re tores and cheers those in distress ”

Chatham’s Millinery Store

3

:Great Bargainst

For To-morrow, Saturday ‘

This is our STOCK-TAKING SALE and in order to reduce stoct we are
.selling Trimmed Hats regardless of cost for Saturday.

One window of Trimmed Hats at $1.00.
. One window Trimmed Hats §0¢ to 75c¢c.

Other Bargains in all kinds of Millinery.

¥C. A

COOKSLEY, om.

Market
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'dont draw

Your Feet!

'Wet weather—slushy streets
—catch cold—pair of rubbers—‘‘ draw your feet’'—
+ _ give you corns—hurt your eyes—Doctor says so.
Cost money—cost time—comfort—health.

3 — -
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Wear the new wet-proof, snow-proof, calf skin

—

footwear. The Goodyear Welt gives flexibility to the
sole, durability to the upper—ease to the foot.

“Slater Rubberless Shoe.”

Trudell & Tobey— Thé 2 T's— Sole Local Agent;

of the big clock.

A.

" Hal!

Guaranteed for five years, for 30 DAYS

Alumnico-for 75¢ per pair.

WE HAVE (THEM

A. Jordan,

ONLY, at $1.00 per pair.

Ha'!

Gold Filled Spectacles

Your eyes tested free of charge by first-class -optician, the only ome in the =ity
nolding a certificate, a graduste of Dr. Owen, of the United Sthtes.

Call at the sign

- Sign of The
 Big Clock

~ addressing

We will take out a ten year leise with privilege o
gooy rent per year for suitable building.

NOTICE....

We are desirious of obtaining a suitable building in central
St. preferred, for the Conservatory of Music, for season 1901-19¢

Chatham

r[:orlion of city, King

wenty-five, and will pay a

Anyone interested in same business proposition may ieceive all information by

Krause Conservatory of Music

Eddy’s =

wl
sy

Parlor.

Matches

——eFOR SALE=———

By All First Class Dealers

PRODUCE A QUICK, SURE LIGRT EVERYTIME.

>

NN

Por packing’ BUTTER, LARD, HONEY, ete.,

'Eddy A/ﬁ\tiseptic Packages

J. Piggont

Posts !

on hand a large and well
agsorted stock of fence
posts which they are
selliog at lowest prices.

Posts !

&Soolbavy

A

EGGS tor
—Hatching

" Fine
Tailoring

There is this poiat In
favor of our Clotbiog the
care we take in the mak-
ing of it

You are judged by your
clothes as you judge
others by thelrs Refined
clothing is the kind that
stymps you as a person of
fashion and taste.

Albert
Sheldrick

Merchant Tailor
OPP. GRAND OPERA HOUSE

Money Lost

By net patting that good intention into.
practice and leaving your order at

McCONNELL'S, Park St.
Satuiday, March 2nd

We shall sell a Lamp for 40c, the best
value in Chatham.

We sell for cash:
97 pisioe dinner sets, $6.50.

44 piece tea sets , $2.75:

Chamber sets, $1.90.

Ten per cent off all china and glass.
ware for the day. A large assort-
ment t> choose from. ;

A quantity of cups and sauocers, din-
ner and tea Pplates, teapots sugar
howls, and pitchers; 6 per cent off for
the day.

troceries |J are Needing
To=-day

per 1b.
per 1b.
b,

Pure Jams, So.
Corn Starch, 6e.
Prunes, Te. per
Dates, 7¢. per 1b.
Lemons, - 15¢. per doz.
Three 1bs. Lamon Biseuits, 25¢.
Ginger Smaps, bo. . per 1b.
Fresh ground Coffee, 15¢. per 1b,
1-1b. tins Baking Powder, 10c.
Clothes Pins, le. per doa.
Six bars Sweot Hyme Soap, 25c.
Salmon, 10c. per can.
Sugar at lowest prices.
Save money by leaving your order
with us.
suddenly and without dny apparent

John McConnell

Park Streét East 'Phone 901

That
Persistent
Tickling, Cough

That sticky secretion in the throat and.

that sense of tighiness
For

Air passages,
acroas the chest—‘‘danger signals'”
these conditions take

Gunn'’s
Cura Cough

and be on the safe side. It s a remark-
able cure for all T*ROAT and LUNG
AFFECTIONS. Pleasant to take, be-
ing composed of Wild Cherry, White
Pine, Balm of Gilead Bud, Blood Reet,
Ete. 25¢c a Bottle at

Central c. n. qune
Drug / & Co.
Store  cxoewm

Take...

Your Soiled Linen
: To The
Parisian 8team Laundry
Co.

" “And get the best’work"in the city.
Work called for and delivered.

TELEPHONE 20

() ¢
GERHARD HEINTZMAN

PIANOS

Canada's Greatest —Bend
for Cstalogne an .

B. J. WALKER " Suige
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