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DENTAL.

. A. HICKS, D. . 8.—Honor gradu-
ate of Philadelphia Dental College
and Bospital, of Oral Surgery,
Philadelphia, Pa., also honor gradu~
ate of Royal College of Dental Sur-
Toronte. Office over Turn-

‘er's drug store, 26 Rutherford

LODGES.

WELLING1ON Lodge,
No. 46, A. F. & A. M.,
G. R\ C., meets on the
first Monday of every
month, in the Masonic
Hall, Fifth St., at 7.30
o p.am  Visitiug brethren
heartily welcomed.

ALEX. GREGORY, Sec.
#. D LAURIE, W. M.

LEGAL.

4. B. RANKIN, K. C.—Barrister, No-
.tary Public, ‘ete. Victoria Block,

Chatham. L

& . F. SMITH — Barrister, Solicitor,

etc. Office, King Street, west of
the Market. Money to loan on
Mortgages. tf

J.:B. Q‘FLYNN-—B&rriIter, Solicitor,
ete., ‘Conveyancer, Notary Puablic,
Office, King Streeet, opposite Mer-
chants’ Bank, Chatham, Out.

SMITH & GOSNELZ—Barristers, So-
licitors. etc, Harrison Hall, Chat-
Herbert D. Smith, County
Crown Attorney ; R. L. Gosnell

S/ILSON, PIKE & GUNDY-—Barris-

ters, Solicitors ' of the Suprcme
Court, Notaries Puyblic, etc. Money
4o loan on Mortgages, at lowest

cates.  Offices, Fifth Street. Mat-
thew Wilson, K. C., W. E..Gundy.
J. M. Pike.

#OySTON, STONE & SCANE--Barris-
ters, Solicitors, Conveyancers, No-
¢aries Public, etc. Private Lunds to
foan af lowest cmrrent rates. Office,
apstairs in  Epeldrick Block, oppo-
site 'H, Malcolmson's store. .

t Houston, Fred. Stone, W. W. Seane.

BANK OF MONTREAL

ESTABLISHED 1817.
Qapita; (all pald UP) seecrs seneee $13,379,240
MREBE cecoes casses sasase ssnies weee 9,000,

_Dra!ta bought and sold. Tollec-
tions made on favorable terms. In-
+erest allowed on deposits at current
rates in Savings Bank department, or
@a devosit receipts.

DOUGLABS GLAadS,

sMapager Unatham Branch.

STANDARD BANK OF CANAT'A

HEAD OFFICE. TORQNTO.
Bru;nbeﬂ ena agents at all princi-
pel points is "anada, U. S. and Great
ritain. Drescs issued ~od netes dis-
-weunted. Bavings Banu Department
“deposits (whie”" ‘may be withdrawn
~without delay, received ind interest
. ellowed thereom at the _.ighest cur-
~rent : rates.
G. P. SCHOLFIELD,
“Manpager Upatham Branch.
'y 4 HArrister.

hange of Time.

i Will'make herregular round trip from
. CHATHAM to DETROIT every
“tonday, Wednesday, Saturday |
Leaving Rankin dock, South Chatham, |
# 7.30a m.,and retuning leaves De- |
troit (foot of Randolph St.) at 3.30p. m.
Detroit time, or 4 o’clock Chatham time.
One Way Trips
“Boat leaves Chatham for Detroit Thurs-
~flay morning at 9.30 o’clock, and legges |
Detro:i for Chatham on Friday mornihg |
~at 8.30 Detroit city time or 9 o’clock
«Chatham time. |
FARES.
~ROUND TRIP, - - - 60c¢
SINGLE TRIP, - - - &0¢
- Agents—Stringer & Co., Chatham, Od-
sette & Wherry, Windsor ; John Stevenson,

WDetroit,
§OHN ROUKKE. Cartain,
WM. CORNISH. Purser.

Mo Canada Business College,
CHATHAM, ONT.

‘®gith its 27 years of successful work to its
3 it stand without a peer in Canada in

e of B! or SHORTHAND

. before the war;

hands and .was silent.
|

' guess he wasn’t far wrong.

Smith: Waste-Product.

There were four of us, met together

one Saturday evening in our accustomed
uiet Bloomsbury tavern—three of us
riends of long standing, the fourth only

admitted to the circle of late; we knew
little of him save that his name was
Smith; his age would be something over
thirty, and he seemed to have done and
seen most things under the sun.

That evening someone had mentioned
the case of a young fellow who had just
been told by his doctor that he must not

to live more than ten years, and
we had been discussing whether he
should live “the strenuous life” for his
ghort ?ln, or take things ensil{. Bmith
listened in silence for a time, but pres-
ently broke out.

“Blame me if I can understand you
fellows,” he said, “and your talk of the
strenuous life and fame and success and
the rest of it; I suppose it's not in me.

For to be’old and for to see,
For to admire this world so wide

—that’'s me. I've not had much of &
time of it on the whole; had a bad start
for one thing. 1 was what people call
the ‘love-child’ of a barmaid. Don’t
know nor care who my father was—bit
of a swell, probably; he gettled a hun-
dred and fifty a year on me for life
through some lawyers. I was put out to
nurse soon after I was born and never
saw my mother to know her—lawyers
told me who she was. I had a middling
education and could gabble my ‘Arma
virumque' with the best of em when I
was sixteen. I started in Canada, took
up my 160 acres, wheat got frozen two
ears running, so I chucked it and went
umbering. Got down into the. States,
was & potman in New York, clerk in a
tinned beef show in Chicago, cow-punch-
er in Utah, and worked on fruit ranches
in California. Fine country, California.
Signed on a tramp at 'Frisco, left her at
Sydney and did Australin—sheep-shear-
ing, cattle stations, ‘sundowning, any-
thing, mostly ‘sundowning.’ Made a bit
of money over a deal in cattle, blued it
in a week in Sydney,and got on another
tramp for Cape Town. lLeft her there,
went up country and joined the B. S. A.
Police, went through the Madabele war,
and was in the Jameson Raid, and then
came home for a spell.”

Why “home”? I thought.

«Went out to the Cape again a Dbit
when that started.

oined the I.L.H. and went all through
t. War's about my mark, I guess—not
soldiering, mind you. There’s a grisly
kind of fascination in.the zip-zip-zipping
of the bullets, seeing fellows go down all
round you, and wondering where the
next one’s coming. It's like swapping
yarns with death. What am I going to
do now? Lord knows; there’s not much
left in life for me; it’s a mystery why
some bullet didn’t come my way & bit
straighter, but my sort don’t seem to
get killed that way. Marry and settle
down? Not likely; women Te just like
laces to me—I get sick of ’em. Pve
?oved a few; I'm all human that way
I'm not one of your cold-blooded kind
Holy Mary! pity women!”

He brought his fist down on the tuble
with a display of emotion that was as-
tounding.

«T've broken ah the ten éommand-
ments and I haven't the conscience of a
self-respecting rats Ybut when I think of
those poor, simpley trusting fools—God!

| why had I no mot ert”

Tor a moment he hid his face in his

“Ah, well,” he went on, “Ca ira. Somc
fellow once ealled me a waste-product of
the Empire—it’s & fancy phrase, but 1
Tll be on
the move again soon—I'm sick of your
cursed stuffy city—I ~want God Al
mighty’s winds in my face, and the smell
of the sea in my nostrils, and the sound
of it in my ears; I want the veld or the
prairies again—space—God! I want

»

space.’

PHe stretched out his arms and drew in
a long breath through clenched teeth and
then got up.

“Well, good night, you fellows: T've
been drinking too much to-night, but I'll
give you a last toast—here’s to the nexi
war, and pray God 7’1l never see forty.”
He drained his glass and lurched un-
steadily out into the night.

1 have never seen him since—Q. 8. P.
in London “Outlook.”

———— A

A Life-Saving Kite.

PR

Of late years the kite has emerged
from the position of a mere toy, and has
been successfully employed for meteoro-
logical observations at high altitudes.
‘A more recent ap; lication of the kite
E:inciple is as @ life-saving appliance, to
Pe carried on shipboard, its particular
duty being to establish communication
between a stranded vessel and the adja-
cent shore. It stands to reason that a
ship in this position generally has the
assistance of the wind in carrying any-
thing shoreward, and it would be far
easier to launch a kite under such eondi-
tions than it would be to fire a rocket
in the reverse direction/ The kite car-
ries a guide-rope, and contains in a pock-
et a set of signals and instructions. It
i3 also furnished with apparatus for tele-
phonic communication between the crew
and their would-be rescuers. But we
must confess that, seeing the frequent
difﬂcult{ of telephonic conversation
ashore in a quiet office, we can hardly
believe that it would be possible in a
howling tenépeuh The kite is the inven-
tion of the Comte Brossard, and it is said
to have been tried with suceess at Tou-
lon and at Brest—“Chambers’ Journal.”
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Dominion. sent by addressing, | story of & man. who belonged to the
D. McLAOC N & CO., l white trash” of Alabama, ¢

CHATHAM,ONT.

King Street, ~ Opp. Morket

"A black man who ran a ferry ‘was one
day accosted thus:

| Z'Um:lu Mose,” said the white man, “T

\ugt to cross, but I hain’t got no mon-
ey, !
Unocle Mose seratched his head.
“Doan’ you. got no money’t all?” he

querled.
“No,” said ﬂ’l.ﬂ wayfaring stranger, “I

haven’t & cent.
“But it done cost you but three
cents,” Unecle Mose, “ter cross

de ferry®
-Iﬂ'! [

QTP & ROTHWELL | siiisps ditase i

Uncle Mose in a quandary. “Boss,®
| he said, “I dm“iok ycﬂ?‘whryl Er n:lul
am jes’ & well

‘what'’s got no three ce:
| off on dis dds e de Tiv
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Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear S.gnature of

FOR DIZZINESS.

FOR BILIOUSNESS.
FOR TORPID LIVER.
FOR CONSTIPATION
FOR SALLOW SKIN.
FOR THE COMPLEXIOR

A Fable With a Morul to Those Whe
Are Wise. L

Omce upon a time there was a real
true gentleman of -a humble aud retir-
ing disposition who always tried to get
along with as little fricuon as possible
and who weighed 10y pounds and was
three inches below the normal height.

One day lie went to a prize fight, and
when it was finished on his way home
he stopped and bonght a new set of
golf clubs, instrursents that he had
| never dallied with before, and when he
msarched home he szid to his wite:

“I've turned over a new leaf. After
this I pl== golf, while you stay at home
and take care of the baby. After this
I go to my club regularly and toy with
the chips, to learn to caron: on e
red, or sit in the front row and watch
the antics of the clorus, or anything
I please, while as for you—you can
mourn for me if you see fit and shed
appropriate tears for the lamb of the
flock that has gone astray. After this
you sit in church ulone every Sunday
while I am home with my feet holding
down the mantelpiece, smoking a
large perfecto and reading the Sunday
supplements. After this 1 root for my
favorite basebalt nine, go to all the
yacht races, swear at the meals afld do
the gladiator act around my own prem-
ises. Do you understind?”

In reply his wife got a firm grip om
his collar and lifted him swiftly but
gently upstairs and, shaking him as
many times as necessary, while he be-
gan to look exceedingly sheepish, re-
plied:

“No, Henry, you will do nothing of
the sort. You will do the same old
stunts you have been celebrated for
and lead the quiet, humble life you
have always led under my manage-
ment. Don’t you know that your size
and weight are against you?”

Moral. — It would have worked ail
right if he had been four imches taller.
o« Tom Masson in New York Herald.

The man whe cannot bs beaten is
he who holds his head uwp wnz2n o has
been beaten. ’

ConsultDr.Goldberg

America’s Most Successful Specialist.

he is the longest established
Because specialist in Detroit who has
no branch offices, consequently gives is
s office his eutire attention.

you pay Dr, Goldberg for his
Becaues Icrvices ana each. time you
call you see him personally and not some
assistant. ¥

each ti wrl re-

gecause ;exves his BacAOBRL ttontion.

; 1s_the only speclalist who
eCause i wini

until you m!c ng to wnﬁegot his pay

.Bmuse he accepts no incurable cases

for treatment, &
Because

he discovered the Tatest

Do Method Treatment, W! is
%ﬁlzed as superior to any

he past

years.

he has 14 diplomas, vertin-
Because cat
o cates ll:‘md licenses wﬁlm

Because pi
Post Graduate School.

he does business on his own
Because reputat
reputation o:eﬁ‘llusp::dec?gor?ot i
his records show moré actual
Because '
ey cures than any of the other
Detroit’s
Because Det™aed e Best of time.

thousand; testi
Bgcause Rl
you cannot call wri
blank for home treatmen:'.. -
shipped from Windsor,

‘a mere girlt Her husband did not need:

he rec;hred four a- f
mas from the Mﬂ'&-

ST s
DR, GOLDBERG, “5etros i

C; TWO MEN.
By ANNIE NATHAN MAYER.

OTHING had happened—no-
thing at all. She said it
over and over again to her-
self, as if to persuade her
self that it was true. Butit
was nothing—nothing at all.

ghe lay back on the steamer chair that
was' her favorite resting-place, perched
high b:g in the little piazza just outside
her room. She closed her eyes wear-
ily to think it all over, while the muffied
roar of the breakers coming across the
bay reiterated the tiresome phrase—that
nothing, nothing at all had happened.
She tried to collect her thoughts and dis-
cover just what had taken place—this
nothing. She had gone to the dinner—
her husband had insisted on her going
without him—she had met Hobart again,
they had chatted during the dinner, in a
conventionally superficial way, and then
again in a more personal,-intimate way
on the piazza after the coffee. And he
had escorted her home—while the maid
who had called for her walked slightly
behind. At parting he had looked into
her eyes, said “Good night”—told her
how pleasant it had been to meet her
again, and had asked permission to call
some other time, and—and that was all.
As she had told herself for the twentieth
time, nothing had really happened at all.

Well, what was changed? And what
was she going to do now? And why?
The deep, regular breathing of her sleep-
ing husband came to her from the closed
shutters on her left-—the room adjoining
hers. Ah, her husband! If he had only
been different! How many women, she
wondered, had excused themselves thus?
Here she was battling with the most seri-
ous resolution she had ever struggled
with—yes, more gerious than that other
she had taken a few weeks before—and
there he was sleeping as calmly a stone’s
throw away as if she had-never existed.
That typified their relation. Or if she
had been blessed with a child! She smiled
a little, wry smile at the staleness of the
excuse—always excuses,

She stared for a while out over across
the bay, and almost fancied she could see
the dancing white foam beyond the sen-
tinel dunes. Making a great effort, she
determimed to fight off her growing slug-
gishness, her longing to drift, determined
Tesolutely to begin from the very begin-
ning, and think it all out for herself.

When she had ecome down from town,
she had been so sure of herself, so abso-
lutely convinced that she was right, and
that nething could alter her determinma-
tion. She had agreed to everything, and
Harriman had remained in town to ar-
range some business matters, and she had

lanned to be domestic for & few weeks,
and then they were to sail quietly away
for Burope and begin life all over again.
There was to be no scandal, they had
gone all over it so often, she was deter-
mined to spare her husband’s pride—his
one vulnerable point—she was to go off
to the Massachusetts coast to-pay & visit
to her sister, and he was to sail for a
year’s stay in Eurog,e, being over-worked
by that last public building hehad ereet-
ed in Tacoma. Her husband would re-
ceive a letter, explaining it as quietly as
possible, and no one would know until
the divorce was granted. Divorces can
be arranged so quietly if one knows the
ropes, and has the will and the where-
withal to cheat the reporter. Of course,
there would be some talk—she had made
up her mind there would be some—-bug
she knew she could rely on her hus})amu
to do it with as neat despatch as if he
were arranging a contest for a cup. Yes,
ho would spare her, because it would be

sparing his name. His name! Yes, she
said to herself, dreamily, that was really
211 he had ever given her. There had been |
times in the past when she had wondered
i it would have made any difference had
slie been a poor girl and had ewed a great i
deal to him. Would gratitude have been
. bond? But she had not had even the
tuxury of that sentiment. This beautiful
Long Island home had always been hers,
and she had loved every nook and cranny |
of it long before she had ever met him, |
while he, even now, cared for it only for
the sport of racing fast boats, or nmv'nn(t
taen going off on a cruise with a jolly
stag party and plenty of cold bottles on
board.

She had come down four weeks ago
with the thought of Harriman stirring
her strangely as she went about the place
he had loved with her. They had beem
the most perfect companions the sum-
mer before. She had never met a man
that so-completely gave Himself up to the
fascination of lower Long Island—even {
as ghe had done. He was constantly: |
pointing out to her the beaut.y_oi some
great white sail silently gliding over
what was apparently a green meadow—,
for the little inlets on which the boats
sailed all day lomg slipped in and out
among irregular patches of high swamp,
grass—or of the sky swept by great white |
cloud-wings as of angels, or of the sea,
ever alike and yet ever changing. They:
never tired of the racy air—union of
brine and pine—the spicy, bestirring air -
of lower Long Island. They had glided
into this intimacy of thought and feeling
as innocently as those pure white sails’
glided before the wind. ;

Then all at once there had been a shud-
dering awakening, brought about by |
some light word spoken by a woman who, |
thought the worst and thought none the:

less of them—perhape a little more—for. |

it. The purity of the white sails was,
gone. They could not bear the usual atti-!
tude of the gay set, somehow they were;
of different calibre, and so they
talked it all over again and again, until ati
Jast the following spring had brouiht it
solution—a decision not lightly taken on;
either side. .
She smiled now, alone in the darkness—,
how well she had conned eve? argument:
—they were young, were both t! r lives'
to be sacrificed to an ill-considered act of;

ber, his valet was of inﬂnitelg more im-!
portance to him, perhaps his horses came,
next, and then his yaoht, and then pos- '
sibly she—or possibly another—she had,
long since ceased to care.

ow they had protested again and
again—Harriman and she—that they:
were made for each other! They were
sympathetie, looked on life and nature
‘from the same e point, enjoyed

evi together, ah! how th -
flo;am: for one another? ¥,

hey were one, more united than ever
huxlnd and wife had been. Their union
would not be a mere yielding to passion
—she felt she could not endure that—of
course not—it would be a union of intel-

lect, heart, soul—eve . How they,
had delighted in justifying themselves

eenturies that had gone before! This
special instance—this. one - case—(ah,
how we all loye to deceive ourselves!)
Wrong-doing! why it was right-doing!
They were the blithest of sinners, the
most conscious of weli-doers the sun
shone on.

. 8o for the past four weeks she had
ived in a dream—eaten, slept, talked,
driven as usual, but awake only to the one
great fact that faced her. There were
powerful memories stirring her at every
turn of the drive—every irregular inlet,
every odor had brought Harriman viv-
idly ‘before her. She was going to him—
the struggle was over, another week to be
dreamed through and she would be his
till death parted them.

Till death parted them—she had heard
that before—somewhere from the dim
past those solemn words rose with &
stran; accusation, Why did such
thoughts persist to-night? Why bring up
again all those harrowing doubts? Fhe
had not decided lightly; she was enter-
ing into this new relation far more pray-
erfully, far more earnestly than ten years
before as a mere child she had entered
into marriage.

Till death—yes, this step must be ﬁ/nal.
Its ‘finality, its steadfastness, was what
separated it from mere—mere—ah! she
could not say it. Yet—suddenly she
sprang up and paced the little piazza—
yes, something had happened after all.
That was what had happened, the first
ghock of doubt had come to her. Doubt
—not of him, no, no, she believed in him.
He worshipped her, and what was more,
he honored her. € course no other
woman would ever bzilcve it, but he hon-
ored her for the very sacrifice she was
about to make for him. He honored her
that she was not the type to deceive her
husband. He knew ail that the step
meant to her. She was positive that his
love for her was that c.can, honest love
which lasts after a woman’s hair turas
grey. . She knew, the glow would sweep
into his great blue eyes, ten—jyes, twenty
—years from then at the sight of her,
just as they did now.

But doubt mone the less—and worse,
@cubt of herself! 1t had come! 8he
should be thankful, at least, that it had
not come too late. The tragedy of doubt
afterward—that would have killed her
by inches. Better far the doubt now.
And how had that doubt entered her
Eden? A pair of mocking black eyes
answered her. Her hand felt again the
slight pressure of an hour ago. She shiv-
ered and drew her golf cape closely about
her, and turned her head and took some
of the rough collar between her teeth. “1
won’t believe ji—F can’t. I won't!” she
murmured, as she bit savagely at the
woolly wrap.

It was aﬁ so absurd—positively child
ish! What had Hobart done? Nothing
whatever. He had said nothing at any
time that a man may not say to a woman
in the same social standing. What had

aroused that suddenm consciousness, that}
as of stone strik-}
eve |

SAVE YOU MONEY.

of it a few years ago. Pshaw! it wask

unexpected spark,
ing stone, flung straight from
to eye?  The slightest tightening of
the good-night elasp of the hand, the
sharp, quickened breath, and it was: all
over. She would have thought nothing

nothing. Her snomalous position had
sharpened her imtuitions, she was morbid
and overstrung, perhaps, she scolded her

self, she was even’ growing absurd. Anc |

yet the next instant she was telling her
telf that a comtented wife can afford -
quickening breath, a flash of sympathy
whatever may be called that subtle, elu
sive gex-consciousness, but a woman whe
was. on the brink of leaving her lawful
Fusband for another man? There was-a
sudden glimpse of possibilities—a_ great
cliasm seemed to open before her—i
black defile. Horrible! she covered he
face with her hands.

Half an hour later, her one though!
was how to tell him. She never could
bring herself to confess the truth—to re
veal to him the spectre that had ariser
between him and her. She knew he would
take it all as a lack of trust in him. Ab
how that would hurt! He would think
she held him as other men, light wooers
of the passing moment. But even that
was better than to confess it was herscl

i she mistrusted. How she would fall i

his eyes! It must be the other,hurt a»
it would. She rose wearily, and went tc
her desk. After all, it had come about
that it was not to her husband that the
difficult letter was to be written.

She wrote rapidly, and nervously
scanned ome note after another, beford
tearing it up in passionate disgust. In
all, she destroyed four. Then a sudden
inspiration came to her—at least a tem-
porary way out of the difficulty:

“Dear Mr. Harriman: I have suddenly
decided not to pay that visit to my sis-
ter, as I had intended to do next week:
So I shall remain at Summertime, where
we shall be glad to welcome you at any,
time.”

When he came, as she knew ‘he would,
there was very little explanation. She
had quivered in imagination before the
pain dn his eyes, the reality could not hurt,
worse. She implored him to believe that
she still trusted him—loved him? of
course, as she always would continue to
do. But she could not do it—she was
not as courageous as she had thought her-
self—that was all. He knew it was not
all, but he bowed before her decision as
he must.

The day before he sailed, they sat talk-
ing conventionally in the little summer-
house overlooking the bay. Thither came

obart. She rose politely, introduced the
two men, continued to chat in her,
musical, low voice. The two men felt a
frigidity beneath all her vijvacity—there

~was a sense of strain, of a halding-in of

some powerful emotion. .No one could
have named it—yet all three felt its in-
fluence. h

To Harriman even her  voice hads
changed, hardened a= if the ‘muscles in
the throat were held in a viee. By a
strange intuition he realized that this
newecomer had played some part in her
decision. Hobart only felt in some vague
way that she would never respond to him

in as he had felt her respond that orre
:ghh He glowered at Harriman and
cursed: his comi:g below his breath. The
two men watched each other closely, dan-
ous lights came and went in their eyes.
gge chatted on without daring to stop,
and here and there the mien threw in &
iite interjection or two. They were
“elub men of the twentieth century. Had:
they been savages. th- wouid have flown'
at each other’s throats.

“Howdy!” rang omt her husband's
voice, as, cool and calm id his white
yachting suit, he approached with a hand
out for either man: “Stay to dinner?”

ut neither man accepted. At the gate
on; man took the rcad to the left, the
other

each other! How sure they had been that
their wrol:sdolng would be different
frow thet of anv ather aounle in all tha

-

man ' understoo wy

~

Pale, Weak, Sick People.

It keeps the Young from becoming Old
and makes the Old feel Young.

B
BOIVIN, WILSON & CO.
MONTREAL, CAN.
Fw<# Sole Agents for America,

Q

All in two stores have been put into one store.
Our Premises Enlarged, and when you
want the celebrated

Perrin . . . .
Sulky Plow,

Guns and Ammunition,

or anything in the sporting line, you can get
it a!l together in the one store. Do not
pay the high prices you have been paying
but go to A. H. Patterson, for he can

Remember the place, 3 doors East of the
Marlet, King St., Chatham, where the
two ¢tores are 1n one.

A. H. Patterson,

Wholecale and Retail Dealer in Hardware
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..IT PAYS TO USE....

Beaver Flour

(Blended Winter and Spring Wheat.)g
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It is absciutely uniforma and reliable and is a triumph in up- i
to-date milling. Itisa trade geiter and a trade holder. Its
high and uniform quality speaks for itself, and every order sold §
means another to follow. Chop stuffs, Mill Feeds, Cereals, &c., :
all at reasonably low price. Highest prices paid for wool,wheat,&c. %

The T. H. TAYLOR CO., Limited
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. -We are offering Twine for the corn harvest at the followe
ing prices, payable Oct. 1st, or 114 per cent. off for cash : —

600 feet pure Manila at 11c. 'per Ib. ~
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All twine gueranteed gatisfactory or m;“é‘ﬁey refunded. .

M.J.Wilson CordageCo,

LIMITED,
Corner of Colborne and Adelaide Streets,
CHATHAM. :

 road to the right. Yet neither;
“Booke,

ADVERTISE IN THE - PLANET

Binder Twine !
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