
06669600060006860900069039 

3THE %
: GIBSON 3

PICTURES:
AT THE- 

•GIBSON , 
i STUDIO : 
: Cot. King and Fifth Sts : 
i CHATHAM. $ 
* ©cecsecaceceessescocssce be

Wash Tub
.For a lady to stand and drudge over a 

wash tub hot clothes this weather is both 
disagreeable and unhealthy. Call up 
phone 199. and we will call for your 
crashing and deliver it back in as good 
order as we receive it, and cleaned a- 
cheaply as vou can do it yourself.
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Don’t neglect any little trouble * 
with your eyes—it may be a• 
great big trouble before long. ■ • 

Our examination by a skilled $ 
Optician is both FREE and ♦ 
FAIR—if there is nothing 3 
wrong we'll tell you. All kinds ♦ 
of Optical Goods on hand. : 
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eteteteteteteteltetetetetteteteleloetereiers ! derful sea-happenings and thought this
• One Result of the 
W Martinique Disaster.
$ BY DOROTHY CANFIELD.

Serereteteteter

You can imagine the extraordinary mix­
ture of emotions that filled me. It looked 
exactly as a city street does early in the 
morning, when no one is astir, i rushed 
up the steps of the nearest house and 
pounded furiously on the door. Receiv­
ing no answer, i ran down to the area 
and broke open a window. Entering, I 
called and shouted and ran about the 
empty rooms in a perfect passion of ex- 
pectancy, which soon turned to a hope­
less disappointment. I ran out again and 
rushed hallooing up the street like a mad- 
man. ‘There must be some one in all 
these houses,' I exclaimed. I ran, turn­
ing corners and dashing along, hoping 
every moment to see or hear some one, 
until I was quite exhausted. Then, sink­
ing down on some steps, I wept the first 
tears that the whole extraordinary ex­
perience had wrung from me.

“Reproaching myself for my weakness, 
I rose and walked on. I soon saw a large 
opening in front of me, and upon coming 
up to it I perceived that I was in a pub­
lic square. Business buildings rose all 
about it, and there were a number of 
signs in English over the doors. I read 
‘Haberdasher to his Majesty,' with the 
English coat-of-arms above it. In an­
other window was pasted, ‘Removed to 
221 Baden-Powell street, Pretoria.' This 
sign, with its cool, matter-of-fact an­
nouncement of a business change, be­
wildered me still more. I began to think 
seriously that I was dreaming. I walked 
on. Another shop gave its new address as 
546 Kitchener Avenue, also in Pretoria.

“It would take too long to tell you 
how it was gradually forced upon me 
that I was in London. I doubted my 
senses, I called myself mad, but London 
it certainly was. But what a London! 
Day in and day out I wandered among 
the deserted houses in a stale of wonder 
that was almost idiotic, so profound 
was it. Where was London? Had some 
vast cataclysm eent England flying to­
wards the north pole?

“One day I was wandering through 
Trafalgar Square. I was more than usu­
ally forlorn. I decided to go into the 
National Museum. I had found an en­
trance through one of the windows and 
I usually slept in an empty room. I 
went upstairs and wandered aimlessly 
about in the echoing galleries until, go­
ing idly up to a window, I stood trans­
fixed by a sudden new element in the 
desolate landscape of silent roofs. Far, 
far away in another part of the city 
there arose a thin column of smoke! If 
heaven had opened its doors and a choir 
of angels had descended to rescue me, I 
do not think I could have felt wilder 
amazement or profounder thanksgiving.

“Descending the stairs three at a time, 
I rushed out into the street. There it 
was still mounting delicately up into the 
clear air. How I ever reached the house 
from whose chimney the smoke ascended 
I do not know. The first thing I remem­
ber is battering wildly on the door, which 
was opened by a very surprised man dad 
in a fur suit.

“The rest of my story you can easily 
imagine, except that it would be hard 
for you to understand the astonishment 
caused by the news which the party of 
hunters told me. It is so old a story to 
young people of your generation that 
you fail to realize how amazing it still is 
to us old fellows.”

I was staring at the colonel in bewil- 
derment. He glanced at my perplexed

“I don't believe I mentioned—did I?— 
that the year I was cast away was the 
year of the great Martinique disaster. 
The final disappearance of that whole 
series of islands happened during our ill 
fated voyage. The tidal wave that came 
after that last eruption and that caused 
such widespread havoc all over the world 
(you must have read about it in old 
papers) lifted our ship to the dizz 
height where my fragment hung. Of 
course you very well know that that was 
the time when the course of the Gulf
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if ever I reached land again 1 would 
have a new one to tell. I wish I had the 
time to fully describe the charms of a 
sojourn on an iceberg, but the point of 
my tale is concerned with later events. 
I will leave my Robinson Crusoe years 
for some other time, and go on with myreReW story.

“There had been the most severe and 
long-continued fogs that I had yet ex­
perienced, for at least a week. One 
morning, as I was pacing up and down 
the section of deck that was my tiny 
kingdom, the fog lifted and disclosed to 
my amazed eyes a high chalk cliff within 
a short distance.

"This was the moment for which I had 
waited all these years. I hastily gath­
ered together the few things necessary

amp = Y dear young lady,” remon- •• 1 strated the colonel. "My 
dear young lady! Did ■ V I anyone ever hear a more ma • as unreasonable request?” 
He sank into the steamer 

chair beside me and rolled himself com­
fortably in the rug. “It is so unreason­
able that you must be forced to confess 
that you have not the slightest idea that 
it will be granted. Preposterous! As 
if one could say anything interesting on 
shipboard—much less tell a whole story!" 

"This is a very good prologue,” said I. 
The colonel did not smile. He was

Genuine

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills. to complete the outfit of my raft. Cut­

ting the rope, I beheld myself floating 
from my icy prison with feelings of un­
mixed delight.

Must Bear Signature of
“My sail worked well, and late in the 

afternoon I effected a landing. I felt 
with an ecstasy hard to describe the 
stones and gravel grate under my feet. I 
drew my raft well up on the beach and 
made it fast to a ridge of rock so that no 
wave could wash it out to sea. Packing 
my knapsack with an abundance of pro­
visions and shouldering my blanket like 
an old soldier, I set off up the slight

contemplating the line of the horizon 
with a far-away look in his eyes.

"You see, people's ideas of what is in­
teresting are so different. Now there is 
a story that I might tell—but whether' 
it would interest a young lady, that is| 
the question. It is a rather odd ex peri- 
ence of mine that happened several years : 
ago. It is about the curious way I first 
heard of a great change in the state of slope beach. It was quite dark,

as godille to Hateforgottenthat ita | 1
a change. . | “All at once, to my intense surprise, I

I settled back contentedly in my chair. : found myself on a well-made road. I 
The colonel smiled a little and began. | thought that I must be near a settlement 
“I said that it happened several years of some kind. Pushing briskly forward, 

ago, but that was an old man’s way of I indulged in the liveliest anticipations of 
speaking. I dare say you would call itionce again seeing and speaking to one 
many years ago, as you were probably a | of my own kind.
baby at the timer, if, indeed, you had "I stepped briskly along through the 
appeared at all. ' darkness, turning my lantern first to one

“It was a year of great disasters or side and then to the other, expecting 
various kinds, natural, political and so-, every moment to come across a hut or 
cial; and I embarked on a fast liner for i skin tent that would announce the pres- 
Liverpool with the gloomy feeling that ence of humanity. But the yellow light 
some new horror would probably greet showed me nothing but barren, flat land, 

with little or no vegetation. /
“As the first streaks of light were seen 

I looked about me with much interest to 
get my first view of the land; but at the 
same moment a thick creeping mist 
arose. This shut me in far more impene­
trably than the night had done, for my 
lantern could make no headway in It. I 
was tired, and this fresh misfortune 
quite discouraged me. I sat down on a 
stone beside the road to rest and reflect. 
Deciding that part of my despondency 
came from hunger, I opened my knap­
sack and made a hearty lunch. After 

and on the third, unable to endure the: this I felt more hopeful. ‘There Is no 
pain, I sent for the ship’s doctor. He ; such thing as a road that leads nowhere.’ 
gave me an opiate of some kind, and told I said to myself. ‘If I keep right on, 1 
me to be careful in using it, as it was ! must come to something and somebody.’ 
very strong. The pain continued, and So on I pushed through the fog, dogged- 
finally, driven almost insane by it, 1................................. *
raised the glass to my lips and drank oil 
all of the drug which the doctor had

See Fac-Simile Wrapper Below.

Very small and as easy 
to take as sugar.

FOR HEADACHE
FOR DIZZINESS.
FOR BILIOUSNESS. 
FOR TORPID LIVER. 
FOR CONSTIPATION 
FOR SALLOW SKIN. 
FOR THE COMPLEXION

CARTERS 
to

7, GENUINE MUST HAVE SIONATURE,— 
acom ! Purely vegetable ,762-

CURE SICK HEADACUE•

THAT JOINT DEBATE.

Messrs. Tarte, Monet and Bourassa 
Take Part.

Laprairie, Que., Sept. 21.—A rathef
my eyes on landing.

“We had a prosperous.journey, unfi 
what I suppose was the most important 

interesting political meeting was held j happening of my life occurred. 1 had a 
headache!”I

“Why, colonel,” said I, “I thought you 
told me the other day that you never 
had headaches!”

here Saturday evening, when Hon. J. 
Israel Tarte, on invitation from Mr. D. 
Monet, M.P. for Napierville and La- 
prarie, crossed swords with Mr. Henri 
Bourassa, M. P., and Mr. Monet. It

The colonel looked at me reproach-, 
fully. “I had a headache,” he continued 
“and the most severe one I have ever ex 
perienced, although I have from child­
hood been subject to them." He empha- 
sized the words. “It lasted two days, t

developed into a torrent of personali­
ties, centring on the withdrawal of the 
late Minister of Public Works from 
the Laurier Cabinet, and his subse­
quent conduct of La Patrie, which, it 
was insinuated, had been misappro­
priated to further Conservative inter­
ests. A pamphlet was distributed 
among the crowd, which numbered sev­
eral thousands. It dealt with Mr. 
Tarte, saying that no prestidigitateur, 
however famous, no equilibrist, how- 
ever celebrated, no juggler, past or 
present, had ever rivalled the slipping 
and balancing acts on political strings 
performed by “Israel of the Tribe of 
Judas.”

Mr. Tarte’s speech was largely a re­
petition of his high tariff utterances, 
and took in no new matter. His 
ready responses were quite entertain­
ing.

Mr. Monet dwelt upon Mr. Tarte 
and La Patrie, and accused the ex- 
Minister of inconsistency and desertion.

Mr. Bourassa attacked Mr. Cham­
berlain and Imperialism, and called 
Mr. Tarte the Colonial Secretary's 
apostle in Canada. The Chamberlain 
idea was destructive of Canadian au­
tonomy, he asserted; it was 
conducive of the abrogation of 
rights which the people of 
the Province of Quebec held sacred. 
Protection to a greater extent than 
now obtains means the creation ol 
trusts. He was especially vigorous 
and effective in queting Mr. Tarte’s 
recorded views of the days gone by 
against Mr. Tarte’s recent utterances 
in La Patrie and on the hustings.

ly determined that I would not lose cour- 
age.

“I think I must have gone on severa; 
days. I rolled myself in my blanket and 
slept when I needed rest, and ate my bis- 
cuit and dried meat, and drank my wine. 
Occasionally I came across a thread of a 
brook beside the road, and breaking the 
ice, I sucked the pieces. My plan was to 
go ahead till I had used up half of the 
provision I had with me, and then to 
about face and make for the raft. That 
despised craft began to seem a haven of 
rest in this empty desolation.

left.”
The colonel paused impressively. -
"I have never known nor been able to 

conjecture how long I lay in the heavy 
stupor that immediately followed this 
reckless act. When I became again dim­
ly conscious of, my surroundings, the first 
feeling that assailed me was an over- 
powering hunger. I pressed the electric 
call impatiently. No one answered. 1 
rang again, and shouted ‘Steward! Stew­
ard!’ at the top of my voice; but there 
was absolute silence when my cries ceased 
echoing. Then it occurred to me that 
the ship was perfectly still. There was 
no throbbing motion of the screw nor 
any pitching end tossing. She lay as 
still as though she were in drydock. J 
remember thinking in my half-dazed con­
dition that perhaps she was in drydock, 
and that I had slept through all the 
noise and bustle of the disembarking. 
The silence grew oppressive. I sprang 
out of bed to turn on the electric light. 
The key snapped, but no light came, and 
at the same instant I felt the sudden 
piercing breath of the most intense cold 
I have ever experienced. Ah, I grew ac­
customed to that cold later! I groped 
about for my cap and overcoat, and 
rushed out of the cabin. I made for the 
stairway, filled with a great horror of 
the dark and cold and silence. I found

“Suddenly .one day—or perhaps night, 
for the fog continued so dense that I 
could make no difference—my foot struck 
something hard, and in an instant my 
steps were ringing on what sounded ex­
actly like a city pavement. I thought of 
my former drydock theory and smiled, 
for this was quite as absurd; but when 
I bent over to feel what it was, I was 
thunderstruck. For it was a city pave­
ment! I stood still in utter amazement. I 
stamped to make sure it was real. It 
rang under my foot with convincing firm­
ness. I ran to one side and my foot en­
countered a curbstone. This was too 
much! ‘I have gone mad,’ I thought. 
‘The dark and loneliness have driven me 
mad.’

“I sank down, and held my head be­
tween my hands. Then I thought that 

I if there was a street and a curbstone

DWVood’s Phosphodine, C The Great English Remedy, 121 is an old, well estab- a___, lished and reHable33W2 preparation. Has been 
/‘I prescribed and used
NT zT • over 40 years. All drug- 
L, 25 1 - gists in the Dominion 
7 art dot, of Canada sell and

recommend as being 
the only medicine of 
its kind that cures andBefore and After.

gives universal satisfaction. It promptly and 
permanently cures all forms of Nervous Weak- 
mess. Emissions, Spermatorrhæa, Impotency, 
and alleffects of abuse or excesses ; the excessive 
grave of Tobacco, Opium or Stimulants, Mental 
and Brain Worry, all of which lead to Infirmity, 
Insanity, Consumption and an Early Grave.

Price $1 per package or six for $5. One will 
please, six will cure. Mailed prompty on re- 
ceipt of price. Send for free pamphlet. Address 

The Wood Company,
Windsor, Ont, Canada,

- * Wood’s Phosphodine is sold in Chat- 
foam by C. H. Gunn & Co., Central 
Drug Store. ),

Stream changed and when England 
frozen up.

“The hunters who told me all this

was

news
always go to the icy fastnesses of Eng­
land during the bright season, when the 
heavy fogs that hang over the island dur- 
ing the rest of the year are dissipated. 
They could scarcely be convinced of my 
ignorance of what was so well known to 
them. Was it possible that I did not 
know that Great Britain was deserted on 
account of the cold, and that the newly- 
acquired territory of the Boers had 
served as a fresh center for English pow­
ers? They listened with astonishment to 
my exclamations of surprise as they told 
me of Europe, shocked and enfeebled by 
the sudden cold, succumbing to the 
might of the Russians. ‘With Yankees 
in the Western Hemisphere, and Europe 
and Asia belonging to Russia, it’s little 
enough that’s left for poor old John 
Bull,’ they said dolefully. Australia had 
become an independent power during this 
time, and Canada had been annexed to 
the United States. Africa was all that 
was left to the once so powerful Eng­
land.”

I had been looking at the colonel in 
more and more amazement. At this I 
exclaimed: “Well, upon my word, I never 
knew anyone with so vivid and so grue­
some an imagination! It’s awful! Why, 
suppose that all that should actually 
come true!”

The lunch bell rang. I rose hastily.
“Thank you very much, colonel, for 

your imaginative yarn. You’ll pardon 
me if I hurry away, won’t you? There is 
such an inconsiderate woman next me at 
table. If I’m not there the very first 
thing, she gets the only eatable pieces of 
everything!”—“Harper’s Bazar.”

Mayor Killed Two Gamblers.
, Fort Smith, Ark., Sept. 19.—To-day 
Judge Russell, Mayur of Gans, 1/1.,shot 
and killed two gamblers of Cherokee 
blood, named Buck Martin and James 
Spotts, who were advancing upon a 
son of the Mayor witli the expressed 
intention of cutting his throat. Mayor 
Russell interfered and the men threat­
ened to cut his throat also.

there must be a house, and springing up, 
I went to the other side of the sidewalk. 
There was nothing there, and I walked 
right into gravel. In a second I was 
seized with the wildest panic. It was 
the first time that I had ventured out 
of the road, and I was in deadly fear of 
not being able to find my way back 
again. For a moment of unutterable 
horror I ran furiously about on the 
gravel. When I struck the pavement 
again the revulsion of feeling was ex­
hausting. I sat down on the curbstone 
and tried to calm my wildly beating 
heart. That moment of blind chaos when 
all form or solidity of things had been 
blotted out, and when I saw before me 
an eternity of frantic and fruitless grop­
ing in the black, had taught me a lesson. 
I would not venture again out of touch 
of the road.

"I went on down the street. My foot­
steps echoed in the silence. The pave­
ment seemed interminable. After walk­
ing an hour or two, 1 again felt my way 
to the edge of the sidewalk. My groping 
hands encountered a wall—a brick wall. 
I stood a moment, reflecting. All capa­
city for astonishment seemed to have 
been exhausted by the amazing events 
of the past few hours. I reasoned as 
calmly as I should now. ‘There can be 
no danger of being lost by following 
along the wall if I don’t allow my feet 
to leave the sidewalk,’ I thought; and 
proceeded at once to step along beside 
the wall. Shortly I encountered a flight 
of stone steps. I mounted these and 
found myself before a locked door. I 
felt mechanically for the door-bell, and, 
pulling it, heard the familiar tinkle at 
the rear of the house. There was no 
answer and I rang again. The tinkle 
died away in the silence. I tried, the 
door and found it was impossible to stir 
it, and descended the steps as though I 
had received the message, ‘The ladies are 
not at home.’

"I sat down on the bottom step to 
think, but the more I thought, the less I 
could make out of it all. Was it pos- 
sible that there was a city in Greenland 
with paved streets and brick houses? 
And if so, where were the inhabitants? 
: "I went along, the street and found 
other steps, and mounted them and rang 
other belle, as though I had been a book 
agent ‘doing’ the town. But the deadli­
est silence reigned. I tried again and 
again to break into one of the doors, but 
could not succeed; finally, exhausted, 
puzzled, baffled, and discouraged, I rolled 
myself in my blanket before the door of 
one of the houses to try to rest.

"I had not supposed that I could sleep, 
but I mue: have done eo, for I was sud-

the stairs, and as I hurriedly ascended 
them it began to grow lighter. It was 
daytime then. I called aloud again and 
again as I rushed along the hall leading 
to the deck door, but there was no an- 
swer. Everything looked about as usual, : 
however, and there was nothing to pre-; 
pare my mind for the astounding spec-: 
tacle that met my eyes as I threw open j 
the door.

“I am not an eloquent man and I can­
not describe to you the tremendous rush 
of emotions which almost turned me 
faint as I realized my situation. I can 
only tell you what it was. and you can 
imagine for yourself. Far, far below me 
lay the sea. It was as though I were, 
looking down from a cliff, but this clif 
was all of sparkling, dazzling ice. Yes, I 
was on an iceberg. I turned to look 
down the deck, and saw, to my horror, 
that about fifteen feet from me it 
ceased. Running to the rail, I looked 
about me. Only one-third of the ship 
was left. The rest had disappeared com­
pletely. This mutilated third was lodged 
securely between two tall needles of ice, 
and lay as snugly in her icy bed as 
though in the drydock.

“You will laugh when I tell you what 
I did upon discovering the astonishing 
and alarming position in which I was 
placed. I did not rave and curse at Fate, 
nor did I down on my marrow-bones to 
thank heaven. I exclaimed, ‘By Jove! 1 
don’t believe I was ever so hungry in 
my life!’ and went below to forage. I 
found the provision-room without much 
difficulty. There was plenty there, and 
although everything freezable was frozen, 
to a bricklike consistency, I found 
enough hardtack to stop the violent 
craving which prevented any connected 
thought on my part.”

The colonel was silent for some time.
“I would like nothing better than to 

describe to you the life I led on board 
that strange craft, half boat and half 
iceberg. In looking back on it now, it 
seems one of the most delightful periods 
of my life. Of course, much that was 
then hard and desolate seems now stir- 
ring and bracing. But with all allow- 
ances made for the mellowing effect of 
retrospection, I still insist that I was far 
from unhappy during the five years that 
I spent in my odd eyrle. Don’t look sur- 

I prised. I stayed there for five years!
“There was enough food on board to 

i last a small army for years, and the

NO NEED TO 
SUFFER.COALBEST SCRANT

AT LOWEST PRIDES.
' Prompt delivery can be made now.

Telephone 54
Office—Opposite G. T Ry. Hotel,Queen 

Satreet.

J. .STEEN.

Torture of Rheumatism 
Relieved In Six Hours 

Cured

In One to 
Three Days.

The acid poison that invades the joints 
in Rheumatism can be reached only 
through the blood. South American 
Rheumatic Cure neutralizes the acids, 
dissolves and washes out all foreign 
substances and sends a current of rich, 
red blood to the affected parte,bestowing 
instant relief from the torturing pains. 
Read what C. M. Mayheer, of Thomas- 
Ville, Ont., has to say: “My joints were 
so badly swollen with Rheumatism that 
I could hardly walk, or even feed my- 
self. I have tried various other rem- 
edies, but they did me no good, and I 
almost despaired of getting cured. A 
friend advised me to try The South 
American Rheumatic Cure, and after 
using only three bottles I was entirely 
cured, and have never had a return of 
the agonizing symptoms."

Pain In Your Kidneys?
South American Kidney Cure purges 
the kidneys of every impurity, and res 
stores them to health — speedily and 
perfectly. No.81

Sold by Messrs. Gunn and McLaren, 
Druggists, Chatham.
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: This is a dry time Beware of fire ! 
- • See that you are provided with a 
1 : good long ladder, it many save you 
- * many dollars! The Waggoner Ex- 
- • tension ladder is the strongest and 
- : lightest ladder made. Just what you 

" ’want during the fruit season. Also 
- . on band a good stock of the beet 
- * step -ladders. Call and inspect them.
1 • .

What House?

He was a commercial traveler of the 
more flashy type, and had just finished 
telling a startling story to his newly- 
made acquaintance in the railway car- 
riage.

“That reminds me of one of Munchau­
sen’s yarns,” remarked the victim, for 
want of something better to say.

“Munchausen! Who is he?’
“Why, don’t you know about him? He 

Is the most colossal example of menda­
city that civilization has produced.”

A brief, painful silence ensued, which 
was broken by the traveler, in a tone 
that was almost timid.

“Excuse me, my friend,” he said, "if 
I seem inquisitive, but would you mind 
telling me what house he travel’s for?"

Office King St. T. O. O’ROURKE 
.= Opp. P.O. Chatham
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WE CAN MAKE 

GREAT GOES OF GOLD 
-writing ads fur quick merchants 
- who are slow with the faber, but that is 
-too easy.

• We want to work for a living—Work . Whom we may ? Nit. But if 
you wish to buy grain, stocks or provis- ions, we can accommodate you." We will treat you square—on 
the dead level, i Excuse our slang.

F. B. PROCTOR,
BROKER, 

Northwood Block. - Phone 240.
CHATHAM, ONT.

pastry-cook’s kitchen was in that part 
of the vessel, so that I could keep rea­
sonably warm. I was fully occupied, for 
I had a definite routine that I forced my­
self to carry out. First of all I prepared 
a raft, so that if I should see land 1 
might have some - ′ 4 
As I am a thorough landsman, that took 
me a long, long time. Then I equipped it 
with everything that I thought I could

SAND end GRAVEL !
Having the tug “Vick” and a san i 

scow, I am prepared to enter into con| 
tracts for the supply of sand and gravel 
at lowest prices. Apply to, 
Capt. V. Robinson

Abolition of Hell.

Says the New York “Sun:” “Practical- ly, the Presbyterian churches and the 
other churches, which draw their system 
of doctrine from the Westminster Con-

denly awakened by the sun shining in 
means of reaching it; my eyes. Springing eagerly to my feet, 

I looked about me with the greatest
fession and similar standards of faith,curiosity. I was in a city street. Rows ---------- -- , ,. , 1. 11 A.L

of respectable brick houses stretched, have abandoned the doctrine of hell.
possibly need if I should land on en un- away on either side of me, and an as- the bottom they are all Universaliste, 
inhabited chore. I recalled tales of won- mbelt pavement lav beneath my feet, whatever their creeds may say.

Minard’s Liniment Relieves Neural-Minard’s Liniment — Lumberman’s
Srlend, - .R-L. À i r.,. | : sia.

argentine

1

1► 
i 
6 • 
: 
a 
6

1

******9*999999999000** 

BAKING
Give your wife a chance 

and she’ll bake bread like 
that mother used to make.

For rolls and biscuits— 
that lequire to be baked 
quickly there’s nothing like 
Gas.

1

1
1

THE CHATHAM GAS CO 
Limited?

King St. 'Phone 81 ;
; 00000000000**000000634 ;
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The T. H. TAYLOR CO., Limited

...IT PAYS TO USE...

lour
(Blended Winter and Spring Wheat.)"

It is absolutely uniform and reliable and is a triumph in up- 
to-date milling. It is a trade getter 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.

♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 99900000000000049000000000

E1000900000000000000000000 
Lime,1 

Cement AND

Cut Stone.
2 We keep the best in stock at right 

prioss.

JOHN H. OLDERSHAW, 
1 Thames Street, 

Opposite Police 
Station...
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Weak, Nervous, Diseased Men?
Thousands of Young and Middle Aged Men are annually swept to a premature grave 

through early indiscretions and later excesses. Self abuse and Constitutional Blood 
Diseases have ruined and wrecked the life of many a promising young man. Have 
you any of the following symptoms: Nervous and Despondent; Tiredin Morning; 
No Ambition; Memory Poor; Easily Fatigued; Excitable and Irritable; Eyes Blur; 
Pimplee on the Face; Dreams and Drains at Night; Restless; Haggard Looking;

vet Blotches; Sore Throat; Hair Loose; Pains in the Body; Sunken 
pen) Eyes: Lifeless; Distrustful and Lack of Energy and Strength.
X Our New Method Treatment will build you up mentally, physically 
e = and sexually. Cures Guaranteed or no Pay.
6 I 28 YEARS IN DETROIT. BANK SECURITY.
• I 8 No Names Used Without Written Consent, art

1 -A. NERVOUS WHECK-A HAPPY LIFE.
N T. P. EMERSON has a Narrow Escape.

"I live on a farm. At school I learned an early habit, which 
SS weakened me physically, sexually and mentally. Family Doctors 
CT-TT said I was going into "decline" (Consumption). Finally, “The 
7 J • C.F Golden Monitor,” edited by Drs. Kennedy & Kergan fell into my1>hands. I learned the truth and cause. Self abuse had sapped my 

vitality. I took the New Method Treatment and was cured. My friends think I was 
cured of Consumption. I have sent them many patients, all of whom were cured. 
Their New Method Treatment supplies vigor. Vitality and manhood.”

Consultation Free, Boeks Free. Write for Question Block for Home Treatment.

Kennedy $ 148 Shelby Street,DTS. itenncay Of hergan, Detroit, Mich.
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Cause and Effect•a DO

"When you feel unnaturally chilly;
"When your back aches with a dull pain;
When your bowels are inactive, or when the 

kidney secretions are not normal;
"When you have puffiness under the eyes or in] 

the ankles or wrists;
When flying pains bother you;

3 You Heed
I Trade-Mark BUJu

The standard kidney regulator and tonic. It is more 
than probable your kidneys are affected. You must 
have them restored to healthful action or your ills 
will increase. Bu-Ju will do this for you as no 

other agent can. A trial will convince.

y • A/ Cecal II. 
LIMITED. • /

At all druggists: C 

box of 50 pille NEW YORK, N. Y., AND 
50 Cents WINDSOR, ONT.

REFUSE 
SUBSTITUTES

€

PAGE.FOUR.

Insist on your Grocer supplying you with

ESTABLISHED A.D. 1851.

ASH $O ARDS.
“X Household Favorite” “Waverly”

“Special Globe’’
THEY ARE THE BEST THAT CAN BE HAD!!
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The Hot


