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. Years Ago no One Would Believe

HAIR RaISING.

Waat Farisviis N> w Enow
to be a Fact—Hair Can be
Grown on Bald Heads.

The batrkdest to comwince that baldé
Dess can replaced by a new growth
of hair, are the bxld_y .

Why ?

Because hundreds of things have
been used with no effect. Nothing
that has ever been prepared wouid
“Produce a permanent growth of bair
oo bald Heads until the discovery of
The Rose Hair Grower.

This preparationis the first to suc-

cessfully demonstrate the hitherto
amppossible, growing bhair on bald
beads. {

The originator, sgter perfecting the,
formula. found himself face to fice
wita an iooredulods public, who said:

“No, no, Loo good 'to be trua.” 2

“Would like to believe it, but can’t,”

“Nothing will cure my baldness.”

“Good man, if true, you could not
supply demand.”

“Useless to talk,
aften.”

Now these same people, who know
what they are talking about, express
themselves as follows (=

Robert Ross, plumber, Parkdale,
mays,— ‘| have been bald for over 22
years, but after using The Rose Hair
Grower for two months, 1 have a good
growtih of bair all over my head, and
it is filling in at the sides nicely. I
bhave mach pleasure in sending you
this reference, and will continue using
your treatmemt.” 3

W. Livingstone, druggist, 25 Howard
8t., Toronto, says, “This is to certify
that I have seen tke results of the
wse of The Rose Hair Grower. As a
druggist with many years’ experience
in the city of Taronto, I have seen a
maultitude of hair tonics tried with
varying results, but have never sold a
bair grower thdt has been such a pro-
mounced success at The Rose. Ladies
and gentlemen amongst our best peo-
ple in the city, to whom I recommend
eod it, many of whom were bald, now
have beautiful heads of hair. T have
used it myself and now have a head of

as thick as anyone could wish
for.”

The Rose Hair Grower stops falling
of the hair with a few applications.
It absolutely removes dandruff. Makes
the hair soft and pliable. It is a per-
fect hair dressing, and the only pre-
paration in the world that overcomes
baldness.

Price, $1.00 per bottle of dealers, or
gorwarded on receipt of price by ad-
dressing Roge & Co., 48 Adelaide St.,
EKast, Torontb. On¥
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been fooled to
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The McConbell’s Special Sale,
m., till 11,30 p. m.
CUT RATE PRICE
Fruit jars for thecday at low prices
eonsidering the great rise |
A cut-of five per cert on all teas for

the day }

Ginger Snaps, 50 per! 1b,

Sardines, bHc. per can.

Salmon,. 10c. per gan.

per 1b.

Lemoh b scuits, 9c.

Coffee, 14¢c. per lb, i
>l

1 1b. can B. Powder, 12¢ each.

We have
v A

for the d Ly

1 special price for dishes
It will pay anyone ‘ll)f)k-
ag for a dinner set, tea set, ¢ hamber
to gefy our

Remember,

set, china or” classware,

before buying.

HriCe
prices

momey saved is money gained.

Phone 190. Park 8t., Bast
Goods Douv,rod

ce Uream
(ream Soda

il

Wm. Somerville

'PHONE 86. Next Standard Bank,

P e an s 4h b dn g an h o san Aaad od

ve..SyokE Tar.... ‘

Beresford Cigar :
0¢ ‘

MaxcracTUreD BY Stirtoy & Dyes,
LONDON. FOR SALE AT

Bennett’s cigar store

. 10.0.F. BUILDING.
YTV DYV T VTSV
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you love her?” Apme
iy, her voice ringing clear
1 1 night and making Jimmie
start, there was something so quiet and

determined in
icion that the wo-
the girl he had left
New London, and he

{ At a

continned: “Yes, Annie, I did, as boys
gt sevy «en love girls of fourteen. She
was | and soft, and pure and good,

kiseed her omce on the forehead,
I went away and never saw
., or knew what became of her
And g telling you this by way of
confessing my misdeeds, for I've been
a fast and reckless young man., [I've
gambled, and sneered at the Bible, and
breken the Sabbath heaps of times, and
flirted with more than forty girls, some
of them not very respectable, either.
and none as pure as little. Lulu. I ran
away from home and pearly broke my
mother's heart. [ joined the rebel
army and fought against my brother at
the battle of Bull Run. [ was captured
by Bill Baker and led with a halter to
Washington and there shut up in pri-
son. A fine character I give myself,
and yet after all this I have dared to
love you, Annie Graham, and I have
brought you this way to ask if you will
be my wife. Not now, of course; pot
berore I go backi but if I come through
the war alive will you be mine then,
Arpie- Tell me, darling, and don't
tremble 80, or turn your face away.”
Annie was shaking in every joint, and
the face which Jimmie tried in vain to
see wae white as ashes. She bad ex-
pected something like this when he led
her down that grassy lane, but never-
theless it came to her with -a shock,
making her feel as if in some way she
had injured her dead husband by listen-
ing to another’s love.”” And still she
eould pot at once repulse the young
man whose arm was around her, and
who had drawn her to a gap in a stone
wall, where he made her sit down
while she answesed him. Strange feel-
i had- sWwept- ovér her as she heard
Jimmie Carleton’s voice telling her how
much she-was beloved,—how from the
firet moment he saw her he had been
interested in her, and asking her again
if she’ had anything to give the “re
creant Jimmie.”
He said the last playfully, but there
was a4 great fear at his heart lest her
silence portended evil to him.
“Ng. Mp- Carleton, I have' no heart
to give you. I buried it with George;
I never can love another. Forgive me
it in any way I have misled you. I
wae only kind to you, as I would be to

any soldier.”

“Bill Baker, for instance,” came sav-
agely from Jimmie's lips.

He was cruelly disappointed, for he
had not believed Annie would refuse
hin. 8s he had done. He thought a
gzood  deal of  himself as a Carleton.
Nay,.he believed himself superior to the
man who was standing between himselt
and the woman he coveted, and to be
so decidedly refused by one who l'nnd~
been content with a person in George
Graham’s position “angered him for a
moment- Anuie knew he was offended,
and when he spoke of Bill Baker, she
said to him gently: s

“You mietake me, Mr. Carleton. If
necessary, I could do for William Ba-
ke: more than I have done for you;
but it would only be from a sense of
duty,~there would be no pleasure in it;
while caring.for you was a pleasure, be-
capse you are Mrs. Mather's brother
and beesuse,—bécause—"

She did not know how to finish the
sentence, for she could pot herself tell
why it had of late been so pleasant for
her to do for Jimmie Carleton those lit-
tle acts of kinduess which had devoly-
ed on her. She was only interested in
him as a eoldier, she insisted, and - she
tried to make him understand that her
decision was final; that were Gedrge
dead a dozen years, she should give
bim the same answer as she did now.
She could not- be his wife. And Jim-
mie understood it at last, and by the
terrible pangs of 'disappolntment which
crept over him, the Pequot girl was
fully avenged for the many times she
had watched from her window of the
hotel, or walked dadly along the road
by the bay to see if Dick Lee were
coming: But Annie had no wish for
revenge. She was only sorry for him,
and she tried to comfort him with the
assurance of her interest in him, and
by telling him that, if ever he was sick
in hospital or in camp, and unable to
come home, she would surely go to
him as readily as if he were ber bro-
ther.

Jimmie did not care particularly for

when he reached home, wore so dark
and eorry a look that Rose knew at
once that something was wrong; but
he refrained from asking any guestions
Ln-u,—tcehug intuitively that both An-
nie and her brother would prefer to
have her do so. .

It was a very grave, silent party
which met at the breakfast table pext
morning, and ouly ‘Annie was at all in-
clined to talk. She tried to be cheer-
ful and appear as usual to the sileut
young man who never looked at her
as she sat opposite bim,with her smooth
bands of hair so becomingly arranged,
and her eyes so full of pity for him.
She could pot revoke her declsion, buf]
she was sorry to send him from her
with that look upon his face; and when,
after breakfsst. she met him for a few
moments alone in the library, she laid
ber hand timidly upon his arm, and
said, “Jimmie, don’'t be emgry with me.
Try to think of me as your sister,~
your best friend, if you like. It grieves

Keep Mipnard's Liniment in the

House, Aol widisied

me that 1 have made you so-.ushappy-”
fhe had pever called him Jimmie be-

LOVE'S TRIUMPH.

A STORY OF LOVE AND WAR.
T
BY MARY J.
Author of “Lena Rivers,” “Edna Browning,”

« Tempest and Sunshine,” Etc, Ete

such comforting then, and his face

HOLMES,

pow, the dark, handsome face nio
which she was looking, fluehed with a
gudden joy, as it he thought she were
relenting. But she was not; she could
only be his friend,—his best friend, she
repeated, and her face was very pale,
as she told him how she should remem-
ber him, and jrork for ‘uim.’ and pray
tor him, when he Was gone. YAnd then
she gave him her™Hand, ing to him,
“It is pearly time for you to go. I
would rather say good-bye here.”

And Jimmie took her hand, and,
pressing it between his own, said to her:

“You have hurt me cruelly, Annie
Graham, for I believed you cared for
me: but I eannot hate you for it,though
I tried to do so all night long. I love
you just the same as ever, and always
shall. Remember your promise to come
to me when I am sick, and let me kiss
you once for the sake of what I hop
ed might be.”

She did not refuse his requesr; and
when at last he left her there was a
red spot on her cheek where Jimmie
Carletop’s lips had been. From her
window she watched him going down
the walk: and while with Widow
Simms he waited for the coming of the
train at the depot, she on .her knees
was praylng for him and his safety.
just as, eighteen months before, she
prayed for George when he was going
from her.

CHAPTER XXIIL

Jimmle’s journey was performed in
safety, and he won golden opinions from
his travelling companion, for whom he
had cared as kindly as if it bad been
his mother instead of the “crabbed
widow” in her eternal leghorn, with the
veil of faded green. He had left her
at one of the hospitale in Washington,
where she was to begin her work as
nurse, and hastened on to join his regi-
ment. Captain Carleton was glad to
welcome back the brother whom he had
missed so much, but he saw that some-
thing was wrong: and that night, as
they sat around the tent fire, he ask-
ed what it was, and why the face, usu-
ally so bright and cheerful, seemed &0
sober and sad- Tom had made minute
inquiries concerning his mother, and
Rose, and Susan Simms, and even poor
old Mrs. Baker. But not a word of
Anpie. He could not speak of her, with
that unfinished letter lying in his little
travelling writing-case, — that letter
commencing “My dear Mrs. Graham,”
and over the wording of which Tom
had spent more time by far than he did
over the first epistle sent to Mary
Williams. That had been dashed off in
all the heat of a young man's first ar:
dent passion, just as Jimmie two weeks
ago would have written to Annie. But
Tom was eight years older than Jim-
mie. His first love had met its full
fruition, snd Mary, the object. was
dead. Tom had always been old for his
vears. He looked, and seemed, and
felt full forty now, save when he
thought of Annie,who was only twenty-
one. Then he went back to thirty-two,
glad that he had numbered po more
birthdays. He had made up his mind
to write to her. A friendly letter the
first should be, he said,—a letter mere-
ly asking if she would correspond with
him, and hinting at the interest he had
felt in her ever since he saw how much
she was to Rose, and how constant
were her labors for the suffering sol-
diers, If her answer was favorable,
he should ere long ask her to be his
wife, and this is the way he took to
wiu 'the woman whose name he would
pot mention to his brother- He thad
been a little uneasy wheh Jimmie first
went Jhome, for he knew how popular
the wgyward youth was with all the la-
dies; "but as Rose had never written a
word to strengthen hig in his fears, he
had thrown them gside and commenced
the letter which  to-night, after Jim-
mie was gone, he was intending to fin-
ish for the morrow’'s mail. He changed
his mind, however, as the night wore
on, for in reply to his question as to
what was the matter, Jimmie had burst
out impetuously with:
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Ask any one who has used
¥ Surprise Soap if it is not, & pure
¥ hardsoap;themostsatisfactory
scap and most economical.

alway:mﬁnu_ to wuse it.
mbonuh

fore in his beariug, and as she did it

{ have Annie’s lie.
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1w ol v¥er will we and the widow.
1 went in strong for her, Tom. 1 told
ber all my badness, confessed every-
thivg: I conid, and then she said it
could not be. I Tell you, Tom, I did
not khow a man conld be so sore about
a woman™ And with a great choking
eob Jimmie Carleton laid his head up-
on Tom's lap, and moaned like some
wounded animal.

Tom, who had been as a fathereto
this younger brother, was tdétched to
his heart’s core. and télt as if by bhav-
ing that unfinished letter in his posses-
ion he was in some way guilty, and, as
a pitring woman would have doue, he
smoothed the dark e¢urly hair, and tried
to speak words of comfort.

*“What had Annie said? Phrhaps she
might relent. Would Jimmie tell him
about it?™

Then Jimmie lifted up his head, and,
lcoking straight inte Tom's eyes said:

“Forgive me, old Tom, I was inelin-
ed to be jealous of you. Rosé said you
were more suitable, and I know you
sre; but, Tom, I did love Anunie so
much, after I had swallowed the first
husband, which cost me & great effort,
for a widow is not the bean jdeal T used
to cherish of my future wife. Tom,
you don't care for Anuie, do you?" he
coutinued, in a startled tone, as some-
thing in Tom’s face affrighted him.

Tom would not deceive him then, and
he rplied: .

] have,~that is,—yes. I do care for
her, and I had commenced a ~letter,
but—"

“Don't finish it, Tom- Do thie for
me,—don’t finish it?" Jimmie exclaimed,
eagerly, knowing now how the hope
that Annie might relent had buoyed
bhim up, and kept him from utter de-
spondency.
her to me, if I can win her yet. She
may feel differently by-andbye: her hus-
band is only one year dead- Let me
have Annie, Tom,” and Jimmie grew
more vehement as he aaw plainly the
struggle in Tom's mind. "You've bhad
your day with Mary. Thiuk of.-your
years of married life, when you were
so happy, and leave Annie-to me. At
least, don't try to get her from me,—
pot yet,—wait a year. Will you, Tom?

“Few could resist Jimmie Carleton's
pleadings when they were so earnest as
pnow: and generous Tom yielded to the
boy, whom he had seolded, and whip-
ped, and disciplined. and loved, anhd
grieved over, ever since the day their
father died and left him the head of the
family.

«] will wait a year and see what that
brings to us, and you. Jimmie, must do
the same, them Amnnie shall dwida-,"’he
gdid; at last, and his voice was so stea-
dy .in ite tone, and his manner so kind
that Jimmie pever guéssed how much
it cost the man who “bad had his day,”
to unlock the little desk and take from
it the letter intended for Annie Gra-
ham and commit it to the flames

They watched it together as it crisp-
ed and blackened on the coals, peither
saying a word or stirring until the last
thin flake had disappeared, when Tom
bent to pick up something which had
dropped from the desk, when he took
out the letter. It was -Mary's picture,
and in her lap the baby which had
died when six months old.

“Yes, I have had my day,” Tom
thought, as he gazed upon the fair,
sweet face of her whose bright head
had once lain where hé had thought to
“I have had my day,
and though it dlesed before it was
noon, I will pot' interfere with Jim-
mie.”

And eo the compact was sealed be-
tween them, and Jimmie slept sounder
on his soldier bed that night thaa he
had slept since Annie's refusal. Jim-
mie was npot selfish, and as the days
went by and he. reflected more and more
upon Tom’s generesity, his conscience
smote him for haring allowed his bro-
ther to sacrifice his happiness for a
whim of his. “She might have refused
hifh, too, and then, again, she might
not; at all events he had a right to try
his luck,” Jimmie redsoned, until at
last his sense of justice triumphed and
he wrote to Annie an account of the
whole transaction.

“It wae mean in me to let Tom burn
the letter,” he said, “but I could not
bear the thought of his winning what I
had lost, and so, like a coward, I look-
ed on and felt a thrill of satistfaction
when I saw his letter crisping ‘on the
coale. But as proof that I have repent-

ed of that selfish act. T ask you plainly,
‘Would you have replied favorably to
that letter, had it been sent? If so, tell
me truly, and without éver betraying
the fact that [ have written to you on
the subject, I will manage to have Tom
write again, and if “the |fates shall so
decree I will try to forget that gap in
the stone wall where we sat that night
when I told you of my love.”

His letter found Annie sick in bed

from the effects of a severe cold, which
kept her so long in her room that it was
mot till just on the eve of the battle of
Fredericksburg ' that Jimmie received
her answer, “l should say No to your
hrother just as I did to you."”

. | lo be Continued. ]
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-l Not Up in the Classies.

“Who is this 'Phenix’ that seéms to

have something to do with raisin’ that
Kansas City hall from its ashes.”

“He's a feller from th' Indian terri-
tory, 1 believe, an’ I understan’ there's
some talk of runmin’ him for Vice Pres-
jdent.”

“New in polyticks, ain’t he?”

*Yep. But I guess he's gittin' pretty
popuiar. [asked Jim Sholtuck who he
was an’ Jim said he was a bird.”"—Cleve
eland Plain Dealer

= Shocked.

“Perhaps you would like to look ati
this magazine,”’ said the man with an
out-of style silk hat,

“What's in it?” asked the square-
jawed man with big hands, who g«u,—
pied the seat-beside him in the raliWay
car and who insisted on talking.

reference to the solar system.”

“Nope. It makes me tired to hear
des people dat doti't know de Marquis
of Queensberry rules from a dairy
lunch bill o' fare tryin’ to talk wise.
What he means is de solar plexus,

PR R
War, with all its evils, is better than

' a peace in which there is nothing to

be seen but usurpation and injustice,

“Don’t send it, Tom; ledve |

*4n article on new discoveries with .
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'"dont draw
Your Feet!

Wear the new wet-proof, snow-proof, calf skin
footwear. The Goodyear Welt gives fiexibility to the
sole, durability to the uppes—ease to the foot.

Askforthe. . . . . .

“Slater Rubberiess Shoe.
e e 0
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Trudell & Tobey—The 2 T's— Sole Local Agent.

Right now -

IS THE TIME TO BUY AN

Oxford
(ias Range

AND MAKE SURE OF SUMMER COMFORT.

They give you the finest choice in Gas Stoves that you can find. All sizes, all
styles, all prices, and all'of them she most economical burners of gas ever made—
the patented valves mean dollars in your pocket on every gas bill.

CALL AND SHE THEM AT ONCE
AND BE READY FOR HOT DAYS

The Chatham Gas Co.

The Gurney Foundry Co., Ltd., Toronto, Winnipeg. Vancouver.

FOR SALE BY
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Screen Doors |
arnd Windows !

| Haying Forks, Sythes
| and Snaths

AT BOTTOM PRICES AT

| Morton’s Hardware Store |

ddy : S e, - -
Matc 11 es

PRODUCE A QUICK, SURE LIGHT EVERY TIME.

e FOR S ALE e

By All First Class Dealers

For packing BUTTER, LARD, HONEY, etc., use

Eddy Antiseptic Packages

L4 4 4 2

The Kent Mills Co., Limited

‘Have now completed the rebui of the Kent Mills at Chatham and Blenheim Mills at
with their new Bolting System and Dust Extractors leaving Flour so pure and even Blen-
heim that you will.get two loaves of bread more to the Barrel, and a larger, whiter and
sweeter loaf than from Flour made by any other system. .

Use the Kent Mills Flour and Stevens’ Breakfast Food.
The Best is the Cheap:st

Wanted at Kent Mills, Chatham, first class
Wheat, Beans, Oats, Corn and Barley.
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