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- SUBSTIIOTION IS THE

FRAUD OF THE DAT.

Home ists Will not Try to
Substitute Anything for Dr-
Pitcher's Backache Kidney
Tablets Because they EKnow
About the Local Testimony
of People in Ohatham

Cured by the Medicine

corner tHead and Van
Chatham, says -—l"rf;r
rs my back and kidneys have both-
'1::;1:;»' and nothing that l--:.-uld' get
meezned to give me anything more than
femporary rel ef. 1 was told of ’I)r.
Pitcher's Backache Kidney T f};lv!s‘rnqd
got a bottle at A: I MeCall & Co.’s
i drug store and 1 am most happy to
pat they gave me the rel ef I had

may t 3
] o looked for. 1 used only about

F. Allen,
Allen avenue.

= S
one If the bottle, and was in com-
fort, and since tima I have had
no trouble This in the
face f &0 In is rem irkable
and stamps ys the right
thing in tt g I gave them
hing in tl
e friend of min th eq ly good
r e far ag I am con erned 1
png r , recommend them, as I
. - - ”
wnsic kidneys 1gain.
Mrs Jarne Tl . Lhat-
- more I
¥ k 1 th pain
p K £ Ve nd make
P bout. Sor ne told
s of Pitcher's, Backache Kidney
Table y I 2t Ac L
Mo x Co drug stor nd ecan
y of y 1 k them a
o 1l with
1 I like
ITa re quick and gen-
] r ffec bowels
- kidr 5. I can
If yo ﬁ;.'r)mof
kidpey o 1 can test
this great medi Arrange-
ments have been m ereby every
reader of this paper can obtaid a trial

package of Dr. Pitcher ‘s Backache Kid-
ak r fr by enclos-

ney Tablet
ing two o« » for postage to
t. Cp., Toronte, Ont.

The Pitcher Ta 1
When givisig address mention this
T,

paﬁ you . are Pitcher’s Tab-
Jets are wha you can obtain
regular size ! 500 per bottle.
If not obtainable at druggists, mailed
free of nostage on receipt of price.

Hardware

as received a full

Foot of 3rd St. Bridgs
line of

Ready Mixed Paints

and it is the best in Chatham, Prices
right always at g

{ D. H. Winter
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SMOKE Toe

Beresford Cigar
0¢

MaxvracTvreD BY StirroNy & DYER,
LONDON, FOR SALE AT -

Ben nett’s Cigar Store

[ O. 0. F. BUILDING.
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F. Marx

REAL ESTATE EXCHANGE AND
BROKER’S OFFICE.

WFor sale at a bargain, on terms to
mait the purchaser, comfortable house
and lot on the corner of Barthe and
Head streets. g

ALSO
Two lois on & side of Cornhill &s.

on monthly payments, interest at
per cent,

Money on mortgages at 412 to 6
per cent.

BDTLLBLIBLNOICSEGO

In providing office
equipment

W facilitate -your business, have you
secured a

LONG DISTANCE
«+-.. TELEPHONE?

The charges are moderate.

The Local Manager of The Bell Tele-
phone Company will be pleased
Lo vuote you rates.

| lce Cream
and-Cream Soda

e e

Wm. Somerville

_ "PHONE S, Nexi Standard Baok,

b

‘tNary wife.
Bifi Baker.”

“Nor sister?’

“Nary sister, but a dead one that I
rever seen”

“Nor mother? You surely have a mo-
ther?’ and the soldier's voice shook
with strong emotion.

“You've get me there,” and Bill's eyes
turned 'ugn-n his prisoner “1 have &
mother, and you ought to hear the old
gal take on when she comes home from
washin’ from Miss Martheses or some
of the big bugs snd finds Hal dead
irunk on the trundle-bed, and me Dot a
reat sight better. Handsome .old gal,

f the Lkind that wear
she steps takes

Nobody woula nave

p don't
boops, but
ls, you know.”
alond. There was

which his captor
ynd the tears rained

over his handsome face a8 he begged of
Bill to give him at least the ambrotype.
“It's the only thing which has pre-
ted me T eing a perfeet villain,”

he said it hae kept me from the
o from the gambler's den.”™

in't kept you out of the
was Bill's dry re-
the strarger answered eas

it had, I wish it bad! Please
k, and I'll swear allegiance
iest minion in Lincoln's

train

“] never thought no great of a turn-
coat,” Bill replied. closing the case, and
still holding it in his hand. “If you're
Southern dog, stay so, not go to bark-
in’ on both sgides. We don’t want 1.0
traitors. Honest, though, ' corporal,
re wae you born? There's a kind of
rateral look in your face, as if 1'd seen
it afore,” and ‘Bill laid the ambrotype
upon the grass.

Jut with regard to his birthplace, the
stranger was non-committal; and Bill

ccntinued:

“1¢ T let you go, you'll give me the
watch?”’

“Willingly, willingly

“And the spectacles?

“Yes, oh, yes.”

“And the glass-bead ring?

“Yes, everything but the plctures”

“Don’t be so fast,” Bill rejoined. i
get to that bimeby. Watch, spectacles,
glass-bead ring, tobarker-box, and this
other thingumbob, but not the picter, it
I'll let you go? And you'll go with
me to Washington, and be showed up
I'ke a caravan if I'll give up the picter?
Them's the terms as I understand.”

“Yes,” the stranger gasped, a shadow
of hope stealing into his heart.

Alas, how soon it was erased by Bill's
continuing:

“Yapnkees ain’t generally very green.
We can make you Southern bloods buy
wooden cowcumber-seeds any time of
day, and do you #'pose I'm goin’ tolet
you off at any price? Noj sir! If you
go to war, you must take the chances
of war. I ain’t a-gein’ to burt you and
I'll ease up them strings, if you say so,
but, corporal, you're my prisoner; and
these traps,” laying his hand upon the
various articles upon the grass, “these
traps, picter and all, 1 con-fis-cate - as
con-tra-bend! How do you feel now?”
and Bili coolly pocketed bis contra
bands, all save the watch, which he
adjusted about his neck.

There was a fierce storm of teers
and sobs, and wild entreaties, and then
the poor, discouraged eoldler was stilly
Lis white face wearing again its look of
cold, haughty reserve, ond bis whole
manner indicative of the sverslon he
felt for the vulgar Bill, upon whom the
feeling was entirely lost, for though
Bill knew the proud Boutherner felt
above him. he could not appreciate the
feelings which made the young man
ghrink from bim as from a loathsomée
reptile. Bill had po intention of treat-
ing him cruelly, and as by this time the
pight shadows were creeping into the
woods, he sought out @ dryer and more
sheltered spot. and bade his prisoner
sleep while he sat up and watched. It
scemed preposterous that the gtmnxer
should sleep under so great excitement,
but human nature could endure DO
lenger without rest and when at last
thes stars came out, they shone down
ppon that tired str!digr, .slet-ping upon
the grass, with Bill sitting near, and
watching as he slept. There were vi-
sions of home, and of the battle, too, it
would seem, mingled in the young
man’s dreams, for be talked sometimes
with his mother, asking her to forgive
her boy, end take him back again to
ber love; then he was pleading for an-
other, a captive it would seem, asking
that naught but the best of care should
ccme to the wounded officer; and then
the plcture flitted across his mind, for
be held converse with the original, and
Bill, listening to bim, muttered:

wiwas his gal, or sister, sure; lfn
sorry for him, I vum, but hanged it I'll
give it up It's conuu_band nccordin.g’
1% wor. He needn't of jined the army.

4 so the weary night wore on, the
a:.: stillness of the Virginia woods
broken occasionally by tbe shouts of

they passed by, in search of
R o thete was fo find. Onee, 8

the soldier start-
cdmbutenthcmmtorbelphad

y
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LOVE'S TRIUMPH. |

: BY MARY J. HOLMES,

Author of *“Lena Rivers,” “Edna Browning,”

“ Tempest and Sunshine,” Etc, Etc

ly fallen, awcke his. prisoner, and led
him safely through the pickets of the
enemy without encountering a human
being- ‘They were a strange-looking
couple, and when, on the following day,
they reached Washington, they attract-
ed far more attention than the prison-
er desired, for he shrank nervously
from the curious gaze fixed upon him,
refusing to answer a!l questions as to
his name or birthplace, and appearing
glad when at last he was relieved from
B.ll's surveillance and led to his prison
home.

CHAPTER X.
Great Battle at Manassds!
Total Rout of the Federal Army.
3,000 killed and as many more taken

{ prisoners!

Fire Zounaves all cut to pieces!

Only three or four escape alive!

., S 1 completely riddled!

Shern Battery and hosts of guns
in the hands of -the rebels! :

Frightrul panie at Washington!

The Capitol in imminent danger!

(Gen. .Scott in convulsions, the Presi-
dent crazy, and Sev 1 threatened with
softening of the ain!

Women and childrepn fleeing for their
lives! i

Beauregard marching on with 500:-
€00 men! *

The Bosltimoreans in eestasies, and
the Philadelphians in despair!

Such were some Hf the exaggerated
rejorts which ran like lightning through
the streets of Rockland on the first ar-
rival of the news, throwing the people
into a greater panic than was said to
eiist in Washington. Hints of ¢ some
térrible disaster, the exact nature -of
which could not be known until the ar-
rival of the evening papers, had early
in the afternoon found their way from
the ‘telegraphic 'station into the village,
creating the most intense excitement.
Men left their places of business to talk
the matter over, while groups of wo-
men assembled at the street corners,
discussing the probabilities of the case,
und euch hoping that her child, her
husband, her brother, had been sparel.

Prominent among  these was Widow
Bimms, holding fast to Susan’s hand,
and - occasionally whispering a word of
comfort to the poor child, whose eyee
were red with weeping over the possible
fate of John. Rose Mather's carriage
drove up and down, and from its win-
dow Rose herself looked anxiously out,
her face indicative of the anxiety she
felt to hear the worst, if worst there
were. She knew her husband conld
not have been in battle, for he was still
in Washington, but she was consclous
of a feeling as if some dire calamity
were impendig over her, and among the
crowd collected in the stregt there was
pone who waited more impatiently for
the coming of the evening train than
she. She had taken Anni¢ Grabam to
ride with her, end the two presented
a moe* striking contrast, for where
Rose was npervous, impatient and ex-
cited, Annle, though feeling none the
less concerned, was] quiet, submissive
and resigned, exhibiting no outward
emotion until -the shrill whistle was
heard acrdes the plain, when a crimsod
flush stole into her cheek, deepening
into a purple as the carriage drew up in
front of the office, where the throng
was growing denser,—men pushed past
each other, and elbowing their way to
a standpoint mear the door, where they
could catch . the first item of news, and
scatter it among the eager crowd. The
pepers came at last, and the damp
sheets were almost torn asunder by the
excited multitude.

“Me one,—me, please,” and Rose Ma-
ther's hand was thrust from the win-
dow in time to catch paper destined
for some one farther in the rear, but
ere she had found the column sought
she heard from those around her that
the worst was realized. i

There had been a battle. Our troops
were utterly defeated, and, worse than
all, disgraced.

“But the 13th?” Annie whispered,
faintly. “Does it speak of the 13th 7

Rose did not know. Her interest just
then was centred in the “Massachusetts
—" and in her eagerness to hear
from Tom. she forgot for’'a moment

“All Dunlop Tires in 1900’

When you hire a wheel «
from the Bicycle Livery
look. at the tires.

If they are Dunlop
Tires then you can rest
assured the wheel bas a
good pedigree in fits
every part.

Dunlop Tires on all
good wheels.

l

~When Jn-y your blood is _imimu

and ap t; m you are admitting
need of Hood's Sarsaparilla; Be-
:io:'hkin it at once.

thut such a regiuent as e M- 1. L8
ex’sted. But there were others whe éid
not forget, and just as the guestion left
Aunie’s lips the inswer eame in the
derpairing ery which rent the air as
some reckless person shouterdl aloud:

“The 13th a total wreck! Not a man
left of Company R.”

“Oh, George,” poor Annie cried, end
the next momert tove held ‘he -faint-
ing form upon her lap.

“Drive home—to Mrs. Grabam’s, d
mean,” she said to Jake, who with
some difficulty made his way through
the crowd. but not until the story’ so
cruelly set afloat was contradicted by
those who had more coolly Tead the
sad intelligence.

The news was bad enongh, but the
Rockland company was not mentioned,
and its friends had no alternative but
to wait until the telegraph wires should
bring some tidings of the savid. Rose
wae the first to be remembered. Will
did his duty faithfully.

“A terrible battle,” his message rad.
“Sgldiers - are mriving every hour, but
Tom has not come yet.”

A telegram for the Widow S‘mms
came next, the mother's. quick eye tak-
ing in at a glance that only Eli's name
ond John's were am led to it. lsaac's
was not there. Where was he then,
oh r} 29 She esked this qrtesticn
frantic . refusing. to read the note,
lest it shonld confirm her fea

“I'll read it, mother. Let me ree,”
Susan said, wr ng the pap:r from
her hands, and reading with trechbiing

tones .
“Eli and I are safe Tsaae was lest
ecer: Jeading Lieut. Graham from the

field:"”

Ol what a pitecus wail went up to
heaven then, for Widow Simms, when
nwe received the news, was sitting in
and Annie was kneeling

wns wounded, of

Annie's
aty her
course, and if wounded, dead, else why
had he wot thought of her ere this?
Locked in each other's arms, the two
stricken women wept bitterly, the mo-
ther sobbing, amid her tears, “My baoy,
my boy,” while Annie moaned sadly,
“My George, my hushand.” ’

Well was it for both that ere that
durk hour came they had learned to
fo! on, even when their Father's
r.atsteps were in the sea, knowing the

w
band  which guided would never lead
them wrong- Annie was the first to
l,l“)’.

“It might not, after all, be so ba . g
she said. *“George and lsaac were pri-
soners, perhaps, but even that was pre-
ferable to dedath.
them from danger in fature battles.
The Southerners would not. maltreat
helpless captives. There were kind peo-
ple South as well as North.”

Thus Annie Feasoned, and the wid»w
felt herself grow etronger, as hope
whispered of a brighter day to-morrow.

Mo Annie it was .brighter, for it
brought ber news of George, wounded
in ‘his right arm, an'inmate of* the hos-
pital, and at present too weak to write.
This was all, but it comforted the
young wife, He was not dead. e
might come home again, and A.pnit-'s
heart overflowed with grateful thanks-
giving that while so many were bereav-
ed of their loved ones she had bheen
mercifully spared. The next mail
brought her a second letter from Mr.
Mather, more minute in its particulars
tlan any which had preceded it He
kad obtained permission to stay with
George, and removed him to a privite
Loarding-house, far more _comfort ible
than the crowded hospitaly and, at his
request, he wrote to Anmie that her
husband, though badly wWounded und
suffering much from the terrible excite-
ment of the battle, was not thought
dangerous, and had strong hopes of ere
lcng receiving his discharge, and return
ing home where she could nurse him
back to life.

This was Annie’s message, read by
her eagerly, while the Widow Simms,
forgetting all formality in her anxiety
to hear if there was aught concerning
ker boy, looked over her shoulder, her
eye darting from line to line until ' ghe
conght his name. There was something
of him, and, grasping Annie's srm. she
whispered:

“Read what it says of Isaac.”

And Annle read how brave Tom
Carleton had generously given place to
the poor wounded George, and stayed
behind with Isaae, hoping to moke his
wdy to Washington in safety. They
kad not been heard from since, and the
widow's heart was sick as heart could
be with the dread uncertainty. Any-
thing was preferable to this suspense,
snd in a state of mind bordering upon
distraction she walked the floor, now
wringing her hands and again declar-
ing her intention to start at once for
somewhere, she knew not whither, or
cared, provided she found her dhild.

In the midst of her excitement the
gate swung open, and Mrs. Baker rush-
ed up the walk, her sleeves above her
elbows, and her hair pushed back’ from
her bonnetless head, just as she had
left her washing at a neighbor's when
she received Bill's letter, which told of
Hal's sad fate, and unravelled the mys-
tery of Tom Carleton's silence.

“He's took! The rebels have gpot
your lke!” she shrieked, brandishing
aloft the solled missive, and hqwlng
dismally. Then putting her hand into
her bosom, she drew forth the lock of
hair, end thrusting #t almost into the
widow's face, cried out, “Look, 'tis
Harry's hair, all there is left of Harry.
That's what I git for havin’ a boy two
inches taller than Ike, who stood in
front, and would of been shot instead of
Harry, only he was shorter. Read it,
Miss .Graham,” 'and tossing the letter
into Annie's lap, the wretched woman
gank upon the doorstep, and, covering
her face with her wet apron, rocked
back and forth, while Annie read aloud
as follows: .

“Washington, July 24th, 1861.

“Dear Mother,—We've met the ras-
cals, and been as genteelly licked us
munﬂ-ot fools could ask (o be.

ppened nobody knows. 1 was
fitin’ like a tiger, when all on & sodden

sheep; and what is the queerest of all
is that while we were takin' to our
heels one way the rebels were gola’ it

It would surely save i

ana the pail that Sruck UM QOWn WUk |

off lke Simms's cap, so if Ike had been
only a little taller. Hal would of liv:
ed to been hung most fikely.”

“Oh, 1 wish he had, I wish he had!™

poor Mrs. Baker moaned, still waving
beck and forth and kissing the lock of
hair, while the widow involuntarily
thanked her Heavenly Father that the
two inches she once So earmestly cov-
eted for her boy kad wisely been with-
held. .
Then followed Bill's account of cut-
ting away the hair be inclosed, of Lis
flight into the wbods, his sleep by the
brook. and his waking just in time to
sce Captain Carleton and Isaac Simms
disappear beneath the trees, in chacge
of rebel soldiers

Now, that she knew the worst, the
widow sat like one stanned by.a heavy
blow, . uttering no sound, as Annie read
Bill's account of capturing his prisoner.
Ere she reeched this point, however,
she had another auditor, Rose Mather,
who had come with a second letter
from her husband, and who, passing
the weeping woman in the door, came
and stood by Annie, and listened with
strange interest to the story ‘of that
captive parting %o willingly with every-
thing save the picture.

“Poer young mda * she sighed, when
Annie finished reading. “I don’t sup-
poee it's right, but 1 do feel sorry for

1 What if it had been Jimmie?
aps he has a rsister somewhere
for him just as I cried for

Will writes ke is
prisoner with Isaac I'm glad
they are togetherr Tom will take care
of ‘IS:' 1 #He had quantity "of g« id
tied around his wa * and Rose's soft
hand smoothed caressingly the widow's
thin light hair.

The widow had not wept before, but
at the touch of those fingers the flood-

weeping

Toh. Dear Tom;

Simms.

gates opened wide, and her tears fell n
They were bound together
t 1 of sympathy,

b
each so unlike the

torrents.
ommon

now hj. a
those four. women,
other. and for a time they wept in eil-
epe for her wounded husband, one

eree,
for a c¢hild deceased, one for a ¢ iptured
brother, the other for a son.

Now, as ever, Annie was the first to
speak of hope, and her words were
fraught with comfort to all dave Har

ry's mother. $She could vot comfort
her, ‘for from reckless, misguided Har
ry's grave, there came . no ray of con-
solation, but to the others she spoke of
One who would not desert the weary
Neititer bolt nor bar coald
God was in Richmond,
noene

captives,
shut Him out,
as well as there at home, and
could tell what good might springg from
this sceming great evih. For a long
time ‘hey talked together, and the af-
ternoon wae half spent when at last
they separated, Rose going back to her
luxurious home, where she wrote to her
mother the sad news concerning Tom,
blurring with great tears the .ne in
which she spoke of Jimmmie, wondering
what ‘his fate had been.

Slowly, disconsolately

y poor Mrs. Da-
ker\returned to her day's work so long
reglected, but the suds.she left so hot
two hours before had grown cold, the
fire burned out, and with that weary,
discouraged feeling which poverty alone
can prompt, she was setting herself to
the task of bringing matters up again,
when her employer, touched with the
sight of the white, anguished face,
kindly bade her leave the work until
e¢nother day, and seek the quiet she
80 much needed. Poor old woman! How
desolate it was going back to the squal-
id house where everything, even to the
Icotjack he had once hurled at her
head, reminded her of the Harry who
would come back no morea Bhe did not
think of his nnkindness now. Tha! was
all forgotten, and, motherlike, she re-
membered ounly the times when he was
good and treated her like something
half way human. He was her boy,—
her first born, and she lay with her
tear-stained face buried in the scanty
pillows of her humble bed, recalling to
mind the time when first he lisped the
sweet word mother, and twined his
baby arme about her neck.

He was a lright, pretty child, easily
influenced for good or evil, and the rude
mother shuddered as she felt creeping
over her the conviction that she had
helped to make him what he grew to be,
laughing at his fierce temper, and &t
times provoking him on purpose, just to
see him bump his little round hard head
against the oaken floor. Then, as he
grew older, ft was fun to hear him imi-
tate the oaths his father used, and the
had laughed at that uatil the habit be
ame so firmly, fixed that neither
threats nor punishment could Hreak it.
And when the Sabbath bells were peal
ing forth  their summons to the house
of prayer, she had suffered him to »stay
away, offering but slight remonstrance
when the robin's nest just without the
deor was pilfered of its unfledged oecen-
prots, the mother-bird moaning over its
murdered young, just as she was moan-
ing mow over her ruined boy. Poor Har-
ry! There was some excuse for him,
some apology found in the nature of his
early training, but for her who reared
him,—none, Bhe might have taught
him better- Bhe might have sent him
to the Sunday school across the way,
where Sunday after Sunday she had
heard the hymns the children sang
swelling on the Sabbath air, Harry
fgometimes joining in as he sat in the
dottage door, adjusting the bait with
whith fo tempt the unsuspecting fish

playing in the brook near by. A meo-
ther's fearful responeibility had been

hers. She had not fulfilled it, #nd it
rolled back upon her now, stinglug es
only remorse can sting, and making her
wish amid her pain that the boy, once
80 earnestly desired, had never been
given her, or e¢lse had died in his cra-
dle bed, and so gone where she hnew

To be Continued.
.

Our friendships hurry to short and
poor conclusions, use we have
made them o texture of wine and
dreams, instead od the tough_fibre of
the humen heart. The laws of friend-
ship are austere and sternal, of one
web with the laws of Nature and of
morkls~Emerson. |

not only himself up alone, but

also b ‘ lnokinl'

’ oments can we not re-
* in lives when it would

have been so much wittier and wiser to

say and do nothing.—W. M. Thackeray.

the hardened in sin never could find en-

If you want your shirt waists and your linen to look
Just Right,
You must use the proper Starch.

GELL LOIRR _,

-

Try

Painting is a Profitable Pleasure
\ Wb-b%::::rdl Paint which sot
¢ 1 t touches but preserves
it also. Many hﬂﬁ‘sg to ruin years
Use

before they should simply m“
paint them, or; by using

RAMSAYS =<

which are made from the pigmeants, oils

and colors—mix edinemtwmﬁ-by(h

most modern machinery and manufactured

throughoutin accord with latest paintscience.

Such paint will oot crack, blister nor scale.
It has the greatest covering capa-
city—it wears its colors
are

A. RAMSAY & SON,
MONTREAL.

TeTD. 1842
PAINT MaRens.

| $40—OXFORD—$30

WHEEL |
WORTH- -
v WINS

That is the secret of our success. All our
knowledge and experience has been ¢xperd-
ed that we may give the greatest worth for
the least morey. Examine our line ard
and see if we are right. ;

Chain, Chainless, Coaster
Brake

" $35—CENTENNIAL —$40
SPS—0¥$—INAISHADI—SES—SPS

WM. GRAY & SONS CO.

$50—IMPERIAL—$5 b
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YOUR _~=eugie—

Dominion Day Picnic

will be more enjoyable if! your sandwiches are made
from one of the celebrated

They are delicious. . Order one to-day from your
grocer.

If you use Bow Park Pork Products you will not
be disappointed.

Eddy’s L. A

PRODUCE A QUICK, SURE LIGHT EVERY TIME.

——=—FOR SALE=——

By All First Class Dealers

Eddy Antiseptic Packages

o~



