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o MEN
Could we read the hearts of every mas
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sclosed. Indiscretions an
Discases ha i

ine the system, and no® only
they often disrupt the family circle, but
they moy eveq extend their poisonons
fangs in'o the mext generation. If you
Bave beea a victim of early siafal habils,

ou will reap a harvest., If your
blood has beewn diseased from aay cause do
got risk a return later on. Our New

Trestment will positively cure you
and you need mever fear any return of e
disease. We will give you a guarants
Bond to taat effect. We would wara yod
sincerely against the promiscuous usa of
mercury, which does not cure bioad poisca 8
but simply suppresses the symptoms,

WE CURE OR NO PAY.

Don’t Let your Life be Drained Away,
which weakens the intellect as wellaste
Pody. There is no room in this -.~rxq{;.xr
mental, 7 cal or sexual dwarfs,
New Method Treatment will Stop sil Un-
matural Losses, Purify the Blood, Streagth-
on the Nerves, Restore Vitality, and make
a maa of you. If yomare in trouble, calt
and consait us. Consuitation isFree. We
reat and core Denins, Blood Diseases, Vae
ricocele, Stricturs, Unnatural Discharges,
Gileet, Kidney and Biladder Diseases. No
cutting or operations. No detention from

- Fverything confideatial. Con-

sultation Free. Books Free. Question
Blank Free for Home Treatment.

KENNEDY & KERGAN

Cor. Michigan Ave. and Sheiby St.
DETROIT, MICH
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Thos. Martin & Son

: BB akers

Manning’s Bakery,
Uramt Street, North Chatham.

Orders for Confectionery for private
families will receive prompt
and careful attention.
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sBest Liked when
Best Kmown’’
What ?

The D, &C,,The Coast-Line fo
Mackinac

Spend your outing on the Great
@akes, visiting Picturesque Mackinac,
the hub of the inland seas, where cool
breezes blow and black bass bite,
Bend 2. for illustrated pamphiet.

Address,
A. A,SCHANTZ, G. P.A.
dwd&w Detroit, Mich.
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Eggs for Hatching
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Barred -Plymouth Rocks
and Black Minorcas.....

11 from the best selected stock, good
I received first prize at the

hition for heaviest eggs.
eggs $1; special

All Orders Promptly
Filled.
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Parties wanting Mineral Water
from the Chatham Mineral Well
on McGregor's farm, can procure
the same from Mr. E. S. Broom-
field, at the well, between the
hours of 2and 4 p. m,, or in small
quantities at Room 9, Victoria
Biock at any time

Chatham Mineral
Water Co.

LIMITED.
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THE PLANET

it The Largest Circula~
tion of Any Paper
West of London.

The combined issues
of the daily and weekly
Planet are larger than
the combined issues of
any three papers in

the County of Kent. . .

!Wmonmu»gm

Advertise pawer ma

Pays....

E. Putnam
Market House

only kills young heifersand
rantees tender meats,

1l meats hang one week
before being offered for
sale. Phone 261
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THE UNDOINGOF A

NIST

Still as I drew nearer the house a fly
in the cintment when I saw

far up the road the figure of a man who
was evidently watching the residence
of Colonel Mansley, on the lookout to
see whether I appeared there. It must
bave oocurred to many of the neighbors
that I was likely to go thither whenever
I believed the pursuers were thrown off
my trail. With Colonel Mansley absent
there was no one left to defend the place
against the mob, with the exception of
the servants, who coald not be counted
upon for effective work. True, I had a
pevolver, with two of its chambers load-
od, and probably there were additiomal
firearms in the house, but few buildings

foned southern mansion, with its low
reof and broad spreading rooms that
cover a great area of ground. There
were a dozen avenues through which an
entrance could be forced, while in case
of an effective defense om the part of
half a score of brave mem nothing was
easier shan to apply a torch and reduce
she whole structurs to ashes.

’ This extremity might appear improb-
sble, but nothing is so unreasoning and
merciless a8 a mob, which will prooeed

1 reached up and sounded it.
$o any length rather than be balked of
its vengeance. It looked as if all de-
pended upon the promptness with which
Celonel Mansley could secure the help
of which he was in quest,

Still debating the right thing todo, I
entered the grounds of the old mansion
and presented myself at the front door,
where rested the huge brass knocker.
Without hesitation I reached up and
sounded it. I had crossed the Rubicon,
and it was too late to turn-back.

CHAPTER XX.

Just here it is necessary to digress
for a few minutes.

Cy Walters, the' ex-partisan and ter-
rible raider, was never more emraged
than when he opened his eyes in the
rear room of the old inn at Aldine,

escaped. The raised sash and the mo-
tionless form of his stepson explained
what bad occurred, and he bounded to
his feet like a panther, Winchester in
band. His action, however, failed to
rouse Arobie Hunter, who slept calmly
through the stirring incidents that im-
mediately followed. It is easy to see
that had he not done so my own situa-
tion would have been materially chang-
ed.
The exchange of shots in which Cy
and I indulged over the rear fence of
the garden has been related, as well as
my own subsequent movements.

inn, he crawled through the window
from which he bad leaped, and, kicking
over the chair of his relative, sent bim
sprawling om the floor and thoroughly

is not necessary to record the exchange
of compliments. Much as Cy blamed
his son, he blamed himself more.

““This never could have happened in
wartimes,’’ was his bitter reflection,
‘‘put it must be because I'm growing
old.”

It was not long after the incident and
while the two were discussing what
should be done to recapture me that an
unexpected ally appeared on the scene
in the person of Gabe Horner and his
pet bloodhound. Gabe was one of the
most clamorous of the crowd that had
demanded my instant lynching. He
was resentful ‘when the decision of
Dungan, the_leader, gaused a postpone-

o eimsssasm —— — ei—
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$ Don’t Wait

For a Oold
to Oatoh you
Have a bottle of
Radley’s Oough Balsam
in the house mﬁh and cure
the g <

A few doses relieves the cough ahd alla
the irritation, Part of a bottle usual
cures. If after using half a bottle it ml{

in r particular case return the bottle
-.J“,':m money will be refunded.

Y
RADLEY'S
RELIAB DRUGGISTS
Near Garner House

‘Minard’s Liniment Cures Colds, ete.

are more defenseless than the old fash-

roused by the slight noise made by my |
leap to the ground, and saw that I had |

When the veteran refurned to the !

roused him from his costly slaumber. It °
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ment unty} the 16i10Wing morning. He
went to bis home, some distance in the
country, so angry that be counld no$
sleep. With the unreasoning suspicion
of a bad man he formed the belief that
a plot wason foot to allow me to escape
during the night and that Dungan had
instigated it, with my two jailers as his
agents.

Gabe knew that the majority of the

,mob were with him, and to forestall

any treachery he set out with his dog
for the inn so as to be ready to take my
trail if anything of the kind should oc-
cur. He arrived to have his suspicions
verified, but Cy and Archie were so
roused that be could not avoid holding
them guiltless in the matter. The pur-
suit was organized without delay. The
bloodhound $ook my trail, and the three
men followed hotfoot.

As the reader has learned, something
happened to that brute at the clearing
in Black Man’s swamp, and for the time
being the hunt had to be pushed with-
out his aid.

The pursuers knew they were near
the home of the negro Pete, and, still
under the belief that I was Hank Beyer,

I would apply to him for
shelter until the hue and cry was over.
While Archie and Gabe remained in
the background Cy went forward to find
out whether such was the fact.

The old habit of caution on the part
of Oy came back to him. He knew that
if Hank Beyer bad taken refuge in the
negro’s cabin he would make a hot fight
before yielding and would probably re-
ceive the assistance of Pete himself.
‘Should that occur the little party would

mted re-enforcements before reducing
the two to terms. < 3

At daylight Pete, in accordance with
his promise, elimbed the ladder in his
cabin to rouse me, but when he observed
how calmly I was sleeping decided te
leave me alone until breakfast was
ready. Accordingly he descended the
ladder with that purpose in view when
be was startled by a knock on the door,
Drawing it inward, he saw Cy Walters,
Winchester in hand, standing before
him.

The veteran looked calmly in the face
of the agitated African and ssked in &
guarded undertone:

‘‘Is he up stairs, Pete?’’

‘“Who dat?"’

‘*You know who I mean—Hank Bey-
"- "

““No, sah. He ain’t up dere.”’

*‘No use of lying, Pete. I know he's
here.”’
“I tell yo', Marse Cy, be ain’t dere.
If yo’ doan’ b’lieve what I says, go up
de ladder and see fur yo’'se’f."”’

This sounded fair, but the old soldier
knew too much of war to give an enemy
such an invitation to blow out his
brains without risk to himself.

“‘Is he asleep?”’

“‘Yaas, he am sleepin,’’ replied Pete,
fairly caught by the question. Cy looked
grimly at him for a moment, and then,
lowering his voice to a whisper, said:

#*Come with me. Bring your gun
along.”’

Without protest the negro stepped
back within the room, picked up his
rifle from where it was leaning in the
corner and followed the man across the
clearing over the path that led to the
creek where his dugout lay. Nota word
was spoken until they had gone some
distance in the undergrowth, the white
man leading. Then he wheeled abous
and demanded:

““What did you mean by telling me
Hank Beyer ain’t in your cabin?”’

Pete expected this and was prepared.
With a look as steady as that of his
questioner he replied:

““Marse Cy, I tole yo’ de troof.’’

Walters was 8o angered that he part-
ly raised his hand to strike the impu-
dent negro, who, recoiling a step, added:

““Dere’s & man sleepin in my cabin.
He looks like Hank Beyer, but he ain’$
him !’

*“What infernal nonsense is this? I've
heard it before. If he ain’t Hank Beyer,
who the —— is he?"’

““Dat I can’t say, but he ain’'t Hank;
dat’s sartin suah.”’

**How.do you know he isn’t?"’

“How do I know, Marse Cy, dat yo'
ain’t him? I know it jes’ de same as [
know dat dat young man am somebody
else dan Hank.'’

“‘But I seen him and so did a dozen
others early this night down at the tav-
ern. We all had a fair sight at him,
and I reckon we know Hank Beyer well
'nough not to make any mistake about
him. Why, you fool, he owned up that
he was Hank just before the crowd
rushed in on him.’’

“De soand’lous willain! He lied about
it! He ain’t Hank any more dan I am,
and I'm tollyble suah I ain’t him.”’

Oy Walters was puzzled He knew
the negro well enough to understand
that, preposterous as were his words, he
himself believed them. Nevertheless
his own convictions were not shaken.
In the hope of reaching a solution he
conducted Pete farther down the bank
to where Gabe Horner and Archie
Hunter were impatiently awaiting their
leader,

‘When the explanation was made to
them, they received it with scorn. If &
grain of doubt bad been injected into
the mind of Oy, it was removed by the
violent protests of his companions, who
would not admit even that Pete believed
& particle of his own declarations.

“‘Hank is there asleep,’’ said Archie,
‘“He’ll awake pretty soon, and it will
take a hot fight to get him. We had
best hurry back while we bave time.”

© They set vae 1o WU 80, <y
pelled them to wa,t at some distance
reconnoissance.

'while he made a

their man gave evidence of being awake,
tate

*‘Pete, you still insist that the young
man in your house is not Hank Beyer,
do you?"’

“T doan’ obsist, Marse Cy. I knows
“ll

“Then you must have some reason
for saying so which you haven't told
me. What is it?"’

Pete had a reason which he had not

" pamed and which had be done so would
- pave removed the last uncertainty from

his questioner, but he lacked the cour-
age to explain its nature. Insteéad he
aricated: ;
“‘Haven’t I explanified dat when yo’
knows a thing yo' knows it? Ain’t das
'nough, Marse Cy?"’ $
*No,” replied the disgusted veteran.
“You've been lying from the first. Lead
the way back to-your old cabin. If you
try any trick, I'll shoot you in your
tracks. March!"

CHAPTER XXIL

Cy Walters had never been accused
of possessing an amiable temper, and it
will be admitted that his experience
during the previous night was of a try-
ing nature, His rasping trials continued.

It was not to be supposed that the
fugitive believed to be sleepiug up
stairs would fire npon an enemy with-
out warning, and therefore Cy's ap-
proach to the cabin was unhesitating,
though made with caution. As the two

stepped across the threshold the white
man said in a low voice:

*‘Go up the ladder and tell Hank I
want to speak with him."’

““Yes, sab,’’ replied Pete, promptly
obeying. It required but a few steps
when his bead appeared through the
opening. One glance was sufficient.
Turning his frightened face toward she
veteran below, he gasped:

‘*He ain’t bere.””

“What!"’ thundered Walters. ‘‘Come
down and let me see for myself.’’

The trembling negro descended, and
the other recklessly climbed the rounds.

| The next second he saw that Pete had

spoken the truth, Down he came, and
in his most dangerous mood.

““Say your prayers,’' he said with
fearful significance. ‘‘I'll give you five
minutes and no more.”

He stepped back with his Winchester
partly raised. He meant all he said.

*‘Marse Cy, if I proves to yo' dat dat
man ain't Haok Beyer, how will dat
do?"’

‘‘But you can’t do it unless you pro-
duce him before me, and you can’t do
that."”’

It was now a question of life and
death, and the quaking African told the
secret which until then bad been locked
in his breast. All the time he was talk-
ing the grim ex-guerrilla kept his glit-
tering eyes upon the dusky ocounte-
nance, as if he would pierce him through.
Not until the brief story was told did
ke lower his gun. The action showed
that Pete had saved his lit®.

‘““We must find him,'" was the com-
ment of Cy. ‘‘Let's go.”’

With no definite idea of whither thyy
should direct their steps, thoy followed
the path to the- creek, the intention of
Cy Walters being to meet his two
friends and make known the astounding
story he had just heard. Arrived there,
the missing dugout revealed my method
of flight.

““This knocks out all the bloodhounds
in the country,’’ remarked the veteran.
““None of them can trail him through
the water, and has he gone up or down
stream?’’

There was no way of deciding.

“You may go up the creek, and I 1l
follow it down He can’t be fur off.””

On the point of separating, Pete said:

“Marse Cy, what I jes’ tole yo’ am
a secret, yo' know."’

*“Of course, if you wish it to be so.”’

“ 'Deed I do. It'll sabe me lots of
trouble.”’

““All right; off with you.'' And they
parted company.

The faregoing shows the injustice
done to Pete by my suspicions. He had
pever had ‘any intention of betraying
me, and played the -part of a friend
from the first, but his welfare had be-
come involved with my own in an ex-
traordinary manner, and his lips were
held mute whem he would have loved

to speak. It required the extremity of |

mortal peril to unseal them,

" I conceded too much to his sagacity
when I credited him with discovering
in the faint star gleam that which es-
caped others equally clear sighted un-
der the glare of the lamp at the inn. It
was natural that when, from my hiding
place under the bank in the dugout, 1
saw Oy Walters steathily searching for
me, I should negleot no precaution to
elude his gaze.

Meantime, with the advance of morn-
ing, the vigiliutes began gathering at
the inn in Aldine, clamorous to com-
plete the entertainment of which they
were robbed on the preceding evening.
Learning of the startling proceedings
in the early hours—though, be it re-
membered, the agency of Miss Mansley
in the business was Dnever suspected—
they set out for Black Man’s swamp, ac-
companied by the most ferocious blood-
hound for miles around.

And something also happened to that
brute which eliminated him as a factor
in the solution of the problem.

To be Comtinued.
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v;‘, Yo_nrdnusbouihouldbe
DUE% A 7l fashionably correct.
Do ! “s ign D|I sS Sh:ll”
,f( 1 are made on the very latest
V= lasts, of the best patent

leather.
All styles of high and low
cut shoes—some with black

cloth or dull kid tops.
{ All low shoes of patent
leather entirely,

Low shoes $3.00, laced or
buttoned shoes $4.00 and

$5.00.
Stamped on the soles

“SOVEREIGN SHOE.”

Sold by D. Turrilland J. L. Campboell,

erfect Manhood-

4
Isﬂghrlyyunn:butﬂmmm the man you should it you are losing your energy,
our Vilal force, memory, annoyed by Varicocele, ﬂrh‘ and if you
on’ care what bappens, you are suffering from Lost Vitality;
awares ; d> not deceive yourseif or remain in ignorance
down by this direase: no matter what the cause may be
or overwork and busine.s cares, theresulta are the same ; premature
memory, emissions, imvotency, Varicocele and shrunken 0
1HOD TREATMENT WILL CURE YOU. We guarantee {t as a positive cure for these
conlitions; itis the outcome of years of ; it equalizes L
ali drains. thereby vitalizes the parts, restoring them
the man of you as nature has intended. Do not be
Institutes. Read the followiug facts:

1. Wa do not accept an incurable case for treatment.

2. Each ‘ime you cali you see Dr, Goldb.rg‘ reonally. He has 18 Diplomas,
which should be sufficient guarantee to his abilities. All other chronic, private
Blood Poison Specialiste either have some doctor in charge of theirloflice or bavean
assistant to doctor you.

3. We are doing business on our own reputation, not of our predecessor.

4. Our records show more actual cures than all the other Specialists combined.

5. You need pay nothing until you are convinced that you are thoroughly cured.

OUR LATEST METHOD TREATMENT GUARANTEED TO CURE

Varicocele and Stricture without cutting, Stretching, or loss of time; also Blood Pbison:

Chronie, Nervous. lm'Foteng. Kidney. Liver, Bladder, Stomach, Female and Rectal

Troubles. 00](80# ATION FRE Callor write for blank for home trestment.
BOOK FREE. Hours9a.m. to 8 p.m. Sundays, 10a.m, to 3p.m.

All Medicines for Canadian Patisnts Shipped from Windsor, Canada.

DR. GOLDBERG, 208 Woodward Ave.

Patients’ private entrance, 7 Wilcox st., DETROIT, MICH. ®
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The Canada Flour Mills Co.

(LIMITED)

BEANS, BARLEY, OATS, CORN, WHEAT
and BUYERS for
FLOUR, FEED, CORNMEAL,STEVENS BREAKFAST FOOD

Leave your Chopping with us.
The Best is the Cheapest.

The Canada Flour Mills Co., u=

Beauty
And Comfort
And Durability
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COmbine in making our carriages the

very best. We are showing many
novelties—some with pneumatic tires and
others with hard rubber tires.

_Thé Wm. Gray & Sons Co.

Chatham, Ont. " (Limited)
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