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erenked so loud. Round and round went 
the great sails in the gloom, and screech 
after screech pierced the night, and then 
#° was still.

As she craned her neck in startled at­
tention the figure of a man, a sailor by 
his garb, passed quickly op the lane.

For one instant he turned a white face 
upon ber and pointed to the mill aa he 
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
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eylon and India Tea
GREEN OR BLACK

Exceeding sorrow 
—Consumetilla.y sad heart!

Because tomorrow
We must depart. 

‘Now is exceeding sorrow
All my part?"

, * Give over playing, 
X Cast thy viol away.

.2 
Tas Fine 

Tailoring
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IS PURE TEA., Merely laying 
Thine head my way; - *

. ‘ Prithee, give over playing. ,
. * Grave or gay. • "Pure tea calms, re tores and cheers those in distress

DRINK IT.
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Be no word spoken;
Weep nothing; let a pale

Silence, unbroken
Silence, prevail!

Prithee, be no word spoken
Lest I tail!

Forget tomorrow!
Weep nothing; only lay

in silent sorrow
Thy head my way;

Let us forget tomorrow

There is this point in 
favor of our Clothing the 
care we take in the mak­
ing of it.

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

east she set out for town. 
• • • • • • e

The mills of the gods grind slowly. 
But they grind exceeding small.
With exactness they grind all.

Surveyor Yarbourne murmured these 
words pensively as he wrought in the 
deepening twilight to obtain an ensemble 
of the old mill, whose gaunt arm. spread 
specterlike across the saffron sky.

"But who comes here?"
Seated beside his "bonny," riding slow­

ly up the lane, was Matt Rominy, the ex- 
mill keeper, for since the tragic occur- 
rence of three years before, still envel­
oped in mystery, bis mill stood there aban­
doned. like a thing accursed, the evil 
grist of that dreadful night being the last 
it ever turned ont. Something disturbed 
Yarbourne’s vision. Was his drawing 
wrong, or had the arms of the mill moved?

High over the crest of the dun bill 
against the fast fading sky bet ween 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 binges came creakings as of a 
thing in pain.

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

Yarbourne had risen to his feet end 
was gazing fixedly, scarce believing bis 
eyes, when a something seemed to issue 
from the mill and sidle and gyrate adown 
the bill. On it came past the salt tarn, 
under the billows, anon melting in the 
twilight.

"I'shaw!" said Yarbourne. "It’s only 
Vyler’s red calf. Must have got through* 

the gap. Ob. 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 his bursting eyes of what 
might have been a face.

As it wavered Yarbourne heard a gur- 
gling cry behind him, and, turning, be be- 
held the miller on his knees, whiter than 
stone, with both erras stretched out be­
fore him.

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

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

"It’s nothin, 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 bowled plaintively as be passed 
Mary Heath’s cottage, and over the dark 
ridge of its roof hung a gibbous moon.

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

He saw long, smoking and observing 
him.

Incidentally be 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 
so’s the devil brave, I reckon." And, 
showing signs of going to pieces again, he 
took another pull at the flask at Yar- 
bourne’s suggestion and, motioning to the 
door, said:

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

"I come from down the island, an about 
three years ago I was on my way to Sag 
Harbor to ship aboard the Goliath, a 
whaler, goin for a three years' cruise. It 
was night when I passed In the lane by 
the mill an, bein tired out. perched on 
a fence to rest a bit.

"I was lookin up at the big mill, when 
all on a sudden the arms began to go 
roun’ with a terrible creakin, an it seemed 
to me they was the sound of voices mix­
ed with it. I didn't see no light in the 
winders, an I walked over that wonderin 
why they was workin without any light.
“‘Twas what you call a white night. 

You could see as plain as day, an as 1 
got nearer there was sech a screechin an 
chatterin aa made my blood run cold, 
‘thout knowin exactly «thy, I 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 
was pullin away from the grindstones the 
armless body of a man! •

“ ‘There ! says be. ‘Curse you, you'll 
steal no more corn. nor sweethearts nuth- 
er! He come creepin out the door, an I 
hid in the bushes. For an hour be was 
diggin a hole down the hill, near the 
swamp, under the forked willow. You 
kin find it.

"I dasn't move. Pretty soon be went 
Into the mill an come out, draggin the 
body. He drug It down an chucked it In 
the bole, an while be was tillin 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.

"I passed a woman standin at a gate, 
but I was too skeered to stop —only mo 
tinned back.

"My ship had anchor up an was ready 
to put to sea as soon as I got aboard, 
night though it was, as time bad been 
lost the day before. The captain was 
that mad be wouldn't listen to what I 
had to tell.

"We bad good luck an were nearin 
home again when the squall struck us 
that drove us on to Skull reef.”

• • • e • o e
That morning, as the mists were van- 

ishing like ghosts before the approaching 
dawn. Matt Rominy walked past his mill 
for the last time. with irons upon Me 
wrists.—Minneapolis Journal.
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Dr. Spinney & Co -
Deroit’s Old Reliable Specialists.

Bipe in Age, Rich in Honor, end the 
Experience of a Third of a Century, 
Whose Successes are Without a

X

Chatham’s Millinery Store
This one day!

—Ernest Dowson in Fortnightly. Great Bargains 
For To-morrow, Saturday

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

Ooe window of Trimmed Hata at $1.00.
One window Trimmed Hats 50c to 75c.

Other Bargains in all kinds of Millinery.

C. A. COOKSLEY, Opp. Market

sParallel; the Sufferer’s Friend ; the 
People’s Specialist.
WOMEN weak, pate, tired, nervous, 

despondent, no ambition, losing flesh, 
fretful, overworked, given to worry 
and solitude, backache and headache, 
morves unstrung, sleepless nights 
limbs tremble, faint feelings, Leucor- 
rhoea, painful periods, or any Female 
Diseases, quickly cured by our FAM­
OUS PRESCRIPTION.
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!THE MILL MYSTERY
2 The Mills of the Gods Ground It + 
- Out at Last. .2
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Albert 
SbeldrickA Vessel hod gone upon the rocks of 

Skull reef and was fast breaking up, they 
said. A plank washed ashore bore the

YOUNG MEN led into evil habits, 
not knowing the harm, and who are 
buffering from the vices and errors of 
youth, and troubled with Nervous De- 
bility. Loss of Memory, Bashfulness, 
Confusion of Ideas, Headache, Dizzi- 

mess. Palpitation of the Heart, Weak 
Back, Dark Circles Around the Eyes. 
Pimples on the Face, Loss of Sleep, 
Tired Feelings in the Morning, Evil- 
forbodings. Dull, Stupid, Aversion to J 
Society, No Ambition. Bad Taste in the - 
Mouth, Dreams and Night Losses, De- 
posits in the Urine, Frequent Urina- 
bion, sometimes accompanied, with 
slight, burning. Kidney Troubles, or 
Diseases of the Genito Urinary Or. 
gans can here find a safe, honest and

Goliath, recognized by some as aname Merchant Tallor
OPP. GRAND OPERA HOUSE

which had sailed from Sag Har-whaler
bor about three years ago. High up on 
the summit of a sand dune, ber wet hair
flying straight out behind ber, striving to
shut out the flying sand and spray and to 
follow with ber eyes the boat as it rose Money Lost

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

McCONNELL’s, Park St.
Saturday, March 2nd

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

We sell for cash: 1 _ t
97 piece dinner sets, $6.50.e 

44 piece tea sats . $2.75. !
Chamber sets, $1.90.
Ten per cent off all china and glass- 

ware for the day. A large assort- 
ment to choose from.

A quantity of cups and saucers, din­
ner and tea plates, teapots sugar 
bowls, and pitchers; 6 per cent off for 
the day.

and fell, stood Mad Mary Heath.
She was always down there, roaming

afew‘dont drawabout the sands, gathering shells or 
crouching upon the dunes gazing sea­
ward. Tonight she seemed the genius of

Your Feet !the storm, bending, swaying and waving 
her arms aloft as if beckoning to the sea. 
"What ails poor Mary tonight? The 

storm seems to affect her terribly. She
► speedy cure- Charges reasonable, es- 

pecially to the poor. 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 
cure is certain and permanent.

$1,000 for Failure.
RUPTURE AND FISTULA CURED.

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

Have you the seeds of any past dis- 
ease working in your system I IMPO- 
TENCY or Loss of Sexual Power, and 
do you contemplate MARRIAGE: Do 
you feel safe in taking this step 1 You 
can’t afford to take any risk. Like fa- 

ther, like son. We have a never fail- 
ing remedy that will purify the Blood 
and wartby growths. We cure these

MIDDLE-AGED MEN. - There are 
many troubled with too frequent 
evacuations of the bladder, often ac- 
compa nied by a slight smarting OT 
burning sensation, and weakening of 
the system in a manner the patient 
eannot account for. On examination 
of the urinary deposits a ropy sedi- 
ment will often be found, and some- 
times particles of albumen, and color 
be of a thin milkish hue, again chang­
ing to a dark, torpid appearance. 
There are men who die of this difficul- 
by ignora nt of the cause, which is the 
second stage of seminal weakness. The 
doctors will guarantee a perfect cure 
in all such cases, and healthy restore- 
tion of the genitourinary organs.

BOOK FREE. - Those unable to call 
should write for question list and book 

3 for home treatment. Thousands cur­
ed at home b<y correspondence. Our 
honest opinion always given, and good, 
honest, careful treatment given to ev­
ery patient.

Office Hours-9 to 8 p. m.: Sundays, 
$to 11 a. m., also, 2 to 4 p. m. Con- 
saltation free.

Dr. Spinney & Co
290 Woodward Ave., Detroit, Mich. 

Private entrance. 12 E Elizabeth St.

’Wet weather —slushy streets 
—catch cold—pair of rubberslooks a veritable seeress, said Sweyn 

Yarbourne. who stood among the group 
of villagers gathered upon the beach.

The mournful sound of the bell buoy on 
the reef came 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. Then all nt 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 thon the 
poor still figure they brought in.

Strong hands clutched and dragged the 
boat and the falling men far. up out of 
reach of the baffled sea. As they bore the 
rescued man upon a plank to the boat- 
house a scream of triumphant laughter 
rang out over the roar of the tempest, 
and Mail Mary, who had hovered about 
the edge of the crowd, flitted away over 
the dunes, shrieking. “My dream, my 
dream!"

With a long quivering sigh the pallid 
figure lying upon the old tarpaulin at 
length opened its eyes. Matt Rominy 
stood over' him watching for any sign of 
life 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 the countenance of the captain of 
the life savers, and there they rested, 
growing gradually rounder as a look of 
horror crept into them.

At length, with a convulsive start, he 
strove to rise, but. too weak, sank back, 
screaming. "Keep off; keep off! waving 
Rominy away with frenziedgesture.

The face.of the latter had assumed an 
unaccountable pallor, and, with a harsh, 
broken laugh, he snarled:

"Give him a turn over that keg, men, 
an git the salt water out of him,"

But the fellow, struggling to his feet,

′′ draw your feet’’ —
« . give you corns—hurt your eyes—Doctor says so. 

Cost money—cost time—comfort—health.
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.

Ask for the .............

“Slater Rubberless Shoe."
‘aID

Trudell & Tobey — The 2 T's— Sole Local Agents
are Needing -Groceries

To-day
Pure Jams, 9c. per 1b. ( »
Corm Sta roh, 6c. per lb.
Prunes, 7c. per lb.
Dates, 7e. per lb.
Lemons, - 15c. per doz.
Three lbs. Lemon Biscuits, 25c.
Ginger Snaps, 5c. per lb.
Fresh ground Coffee, 15c. per lb.
1-lb. tins Baking Powder, 10c.
Clothes Pins, 1c. per doz.
Six bars Sweet Home Soap, 25c.
Salmon, 1.0c. per can.
Sugar at lowest prices.
Save money by leaving your order 

with us.
suddenly and without any apparent

John McConnell

Ha !Ha!
WE HAVE -THEM

Gold Filled Spectacles
Guaranteed for five years, for 30 DAYS ONLY, at $1.00 per pair.

Alumnico for 75c per pair.
Your eyes lasted free of charge by first-class -optician, the only one in the city 

holding a certificate, a graduate of Dr. Owen, of the United States. Call at the sign 
of the big clock. „i

A A Lord 9 n ■ Sign of The A. A. Jordan, • Big Clock Park Street East ‘Phone 901

That
Persistent
Tickling Cough

That sticky secretion in the throat and. 
air passages, that sense of tightness 
across thechest— “danger signals'" For 
these conditions take

NOTICE.....
like the wind straight toward the sea.ran

city. KingWe are desirious of obtaining a suitable building in central portion of 
St. preferred, for the Conservatory of Music, for season 1901-1902.

soon caught and, relapsing intoHe was
unconsciousness, was carried to the cot­
tage uf old Jane Chisholm, about a mile 
back from the beach.

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

The rescued man tossed for a week or 
two in delirium under the rafters of the 
old salt box hut.
- In the small hours one night Goody 
Garlic, who was hired to watch st his 
bedside, was aroused from a doze by the 
voice of the sick man.

/ "0 God, the cruel millstones!" he cried. 
“They are" grinding out blood! Look! 
Look!” and be would have thrown him- 
•elf from the bed had not the nurse pin­
ned him down with her sinewy arms.

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

One morning when the gray east was 
shot with red Mary- Heath strode into 
town, wild eyed and drenched with dew, 
•nd rapped loudly at Justice Larry Os- 
born’s door.

"There’s somethin wrong over t‘ the 
mill." she panted in answer to bis gruff 
query. "Has anybody sect Gideon? I 
been settin up all night watebin for him. 
He started out last night with the meal 
bag. an I haven’t seen him since!"

"What’s the matter at the mill?" Y 
"They’s—thoy’s"—she clutched at the 

door facing— “blood runnin out from un- 
der the mill door, an when I looked in the 
window the hopper was all splashed with 
it, an”— And she swooned upon the 
doorstep.

There were nine days of wonder and 
•peculation and investigation. Rominy 
was at a clambake, he managed to prove, 
end knew nothing, and Mary Heath still 
watched and waited in ber hovel for 
Gideon, who came not, but in his place 
the wolf.

The village beauty, she might have been 
Mrs. Rominy. The dove might have 
ehared the goshawk's nest and been mis- 
trees of the mill, but she married the 
man of ber heart, the penniless son of a 
once prosperous firmer, a handsome 
"ne’er do well,” and their path had prov­
ed more rugged than that of love Is usu­
ally said to be. Want stared them in the 
face; hunger perched vulturelike over 
the door.

One night Gideon started op. his eyes 
bloodshot with drink and despair, and, 
swinging his meal bag over his shoulder, 
staggered forth into the night.

It was one of those white nights char- 
acteristic of Long Island, no moon or 
stars, but more like deep twilight.

Mary stood long at the gate, waiting 
for ber husband. Suddenly there was 

I borne upon the night wind the creaking 
of the arms of the old mill as it turned

We will take ont a ten year leave with privilege o wenty-five, and will pay a 
good rent per year for suitable building.

Anyone interested in same business proposition may receive all information by 
addressing -

Krause Conservatory of Music 
Chatham

• *

Gunn’s
Cura Cough

and be on the safe side. It s a remark­
able cure for all THROAT and LUNG 

, AFFECTIONS. Pleasant to take, be­
ing composed of Wild Cherry, While 
Pine, Balm of Gilead Bud, Blood Root, 
Etc. 25c a Bottle at

How Can You 
Tell a Good 
Mineral Water ?

By its color? NO.
By its taste ? NO. 
By its price? NO.
By the bottle? NO.

But by its effect on your system.

9 graph, “Telephone, 
•* Eagle Parlor."C

S Central C. H. Gunn 
& Co.* Drug 

StorePRODUCE A QUICK, SURE LIGHT EVERYTIME. ( Phone 106
Oor. K ng and 5th 

StreetsST. LEON --------FOR SALE-

By All First Class Dealers Take...Proves its self effective everytime.

ALL DEALERS.

Your Soiled Linen 
To TheHead Office 

Toronto, Canada.

3.

For packing BUTTER, LARD, HONEY, etc..
Parisian Steam Laundry 

Co.
And get the best work in the city. 1 

Work called for and delivered.

TELEPHONE SO

Eddy Antiseptic PackagesIT’S
PLANET
FLAT
OPENING

EGGS tor 
—Hatching

Posts I
GERHARD HEINTZMANPosts IThat’s the best anyone can say about a blank 

book. The name is a guarantee for the high- 
est standard of blank book excellente. Let 
is tell you about Bam.

They Are Net Built

Like the Other Kind

The Planet
Book Making House

Chatham Dat.

PIANOS
Canada’s Greatest Pianfortes Send 

for Catalogue an Prices

B. J. WALKER "S#

From Barred Plymouth Reeks, and 
Black Minoroas, all from the best 
selected stock, good healthy birds 
Received first prise at the Penin 
solar Exhibition far heaviest eggs, 
orice fee setting of 13 eggs 11, special 
Price for large quantities.
All orders promptly filled

J. Piggott & Soos have 
on hand a large and well 
assorted stock of fence , 
posts which they are 
selling at lowest prices.

Friend—What is hope?
Poet—It’s something that wakes you 1 

up at 4 o'clock in the morning when the 1 
poetman doesn’t come around till 10 - I 
Syracuse Herald. 1-

W. W. Everitt.
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