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#t's the Conditionof ¥

Nerves That Eith :
Makes Your Life a
Round of Pleasure
or a Useless Burden.

To many women life is one round
.of sickness, weakness and ill health.
To attempt even the lightest house-
bold duties fatigues them. Many of
the symptoms accompanying this state
of decline are: a feeling of tir.dn.eu

‘ eraking, faintness, dizziness,

I sinking
feeling, palpitation of the heart,
shortness of breath, loss of appetite,
cold hands and feet, headache, dark
circies under the eyes, pain in the back
and side and all other acoompaniments
of a run down and weakene deonsti-
tation.

All these symptoms and conditions
are simply the result of a poor qual-
#ty and defective circulation of the
bicod, with a wasting away of the
merve forces.

By feeding the system with

Dr. Ward’'s

BLOOD AND NERVE PILLS

Yoa strike at the root of the disease
and lay a so]id foundation on which to
build. Soon the weight increases, the
sunken cheeks and flattened busts fill
out, the eyes get bright and the thrill
of renewed health and strength vi-
brates through the system.

50 cts. per e

: box ; fi7e boxes for $2.00;

<)l druggists. or

DOCTOR WARD CO.,
Toronto, Ont.

———— -

U Kno
Christmas
Is at Hand

John MecConnell, Park St., has a
fingly selected stock of China, Lamps,
Glassware, Dinner sets, Tea Sets and
Chamber Sets. In fact, just the things
gou want for Christmas presents.

You will saive money by purchasing
fere. The prices sell the goods.

Our Groceries can't be beat in qual-
ity and price.

Currants per 1b.. ...co00eee 12}¢
Raisios, best selected fruit,
perib...... . voe sevenses 10¢

18 Ibs. Granulated Sugar. ...

20 Ibs Bright Yellow Sugar 100
41bs. Prunes......co cvcvs. 25¢
Sib.. Ginger Snaps....... . 25¢
Mixed Candy, per lb........ 8¢
Mixed Peel, perlb...... bots Mo

Phone 190.  Park 8t., Bast

Sign of the Star

DON'T

WAIT 7%

For & cold to catch you. Have s
botties of Radley’s Cough Balsam
in the house to catch and cure
the cold.

A few doses relieves the cough

and sllays the irritation. Part of

& bottle usually cures.
If after using half a bottle it fails
in your particular case return
the bottle and your money will
be refunded.

RADLEY’S

NEAR GARNER HOUSE

Reliable
Druggists

ﬂhristmas Cake

Orders should be placed early—
/i Christmas is but a few weecks away,
and this season we will double last
year’s sales. First, because our cus-
tomers last year were delighted, and
found our Cake ae good, in fact bet-
ter, than represented. Secendly, be-
cause we bought our fruit largely at
inside figures before the last tremen-
dous jump in prices, enabling us to
sell at last year’s price, 25¢ per lb.

Somerville’s

NEXT STANDARD BANK, CHATHAM
*"Phoae 36.

N ADVANCE

of the times

PRACTICAL WRITERS and

The new system
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As Mr. Sutherland became assured of
this, he turned slightly pale and looked
inquiringly at the two men who were
iantently watching bim.

“This is bad,” said he.. “Any other
marks of blood below stalrs?”’

“No. That one smear is all”

“Oh, Philemon!” burst from Mr.
Sutherland in deep emotion. Then as
ke looked long and shudderingly at his
triend he added slowly:

“He has been in the room where she
was killed, so much is evident. But
that he understoad what was done
there 1 cannot believe or he would not
be sleeping bere like a log. Come, let
us go upstairs.”

Fenton, with an admonitory gesture
toward his suhordinate, turned directly
toward the staircase. Mr. Sutherland
followed him, and they at once pro-
ceeded to the upper hall and into the
large front room, which had been the
scene of the tragedy.

It was the parlor or sitting room of
this small and unpretentious house. A
rag carpet covered the floor, and the
furniture was of the plainest kind, but
the woman who lay outstretched on the

door was far from belng in accord with
the homely type of her surroundings.
Though the victim of a violent death,

seldom to be found among women of
any station, were so majestic in thelr
calm repose that Mr. Sutherland, as
customed as he was to her noble ap
pearance, experienced a shock of sur
prise that found vent In these words:

“Murdered! She? You have made
some mistake, my friends. Look at
her face!” 2

But even In the act of saying this his
eyes fell on the blood which had dyed
her cotton dress, and he cried:

“Where was she struck and where Is
- the weapon which made this ghastly
wound?’

“She was struck while standing o1
sitting at this table,” returned the con-
stable, pointing to two or three drops
df blood on its smooth surface. “The
weapon we have not found, but the
wound shows that it was inflicted by @
three sided dagger.”

“A three sided dagger

“Ses”

“l didn’t
thing in town.
had no dagger.” i

“It does not seem so, but;one can
never tell. Simple cottages like these
often contaln the most unlooked for ar
ticles.”

Mr. Sutherland thought of what. this
cottage did contain and scrutinized the

on

know there was such a8
Philemon could have
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Fashionable Grays,
Beautiful Goods.

Elegant
Trimmings.

Albert
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4 The Mystery of Agatha Webb. !

By Anna Katharine Green.

Author of “The Leavenworth Case,” “Lost Man's Lane,” “Hand and Ring,” Etc., Ete.
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constable closely. But the ldtter show-
ed no discomposure. g

“] cannot imagine a dagger being
among its effects,” be pursued. “Where
was the body of Mrs. Webb lying when
you came in?”’

“Where you see it now. Nothing has
been moved or changed.”

“She was found here, on this lounge,
in tL> same position in which we see
ber now?”

“Yes, sir.” J

“RBut that is incredible.. Look at the
way she lies! Hands crossed, eyes
closed, as though made ready for her
burial. ©nly loving bands could have
done this.. What does it mean?”

“It means Phllem'in; that is what it
means, Philemon.”

Mr. Sutherland shuddered, but said |

nothing. He was dumfounded 'b{ these
evidences of a carzy man's work.
Philemon Webb always seemed S0
barmless, though he had beeri failing
in Yind for the last ten years. -
“But,” eried Mr. Sutherland suddenly

_rousing, “there Is anether vietim. 1

saw old woman Batsy hanging from a
window ledge, dead.”

“Yes; she is in this other room; but
there is no-wound on Batsy.”

“How was she killed, then?”

“That the doctors must tell us.”

Mr. Sutherland, guided by Mr. Fen-
ton's gesture, entered a small room
opening Intgo the oné in which they
stood. His attention was at ence at-
tracted_ by the body of the wofnan he
had seen from below, lying baif in and
half out of the open window. That she

was dead was evident; but, as Mr.
Fenton had said, no wound was to be
geen upon her, por were there any
marks of blood on or about the place
where she lay.

“This is a dreadtul business,” groan-
ed Mr. Sutherland, “the worst, 1 have
ever had anything to do withi Help

me to lift the woman in; she hns been
long enough a show for the pegple out-
side.”

There was a bed in this room; indeed,

it was Mrs. Webb's bedroom, and
upon this poor Batsy was laid. As the
face came uppermost both gentlemen

started and looked at each other in
amazement. The éxpredsion of terror
and alarm which-it showed was In
striking contrast to the look of exal-
tation to be seen on the face of her
dead mistress. p

CHAPTER IIL
A MENTAL WRECK.

As they re-entered the larger room
they were astonished to co%e upon
Miss Page standing in the Goorway.
She was gazing at the recumbent figure
of the dead woman, and for 8 moment
seemed unconscious of thelr presence.

“How did you get in? Which of my
men were weak enough to let you pass
against 'my express instructions?”
asked the constable, who was of an
irritable and suspicious nature.

She let the bood drop from her head
and, turning, surveyed him with a’'slow
smile. There was witchery in that
smile sufficient to affect A much more
cultivated and callous nature than his,
and though he had been proof against
it once he could not quite resist the
effect of its repetition.

“1 insisted upon entering,” said she.
“Do not blame the men. They did not
want to use force against & woman.”
She had not a good voice and she knew
it, but she covered up this defect by a
cholce of Intonations that carried her
lightest speech te the ‘heart. Hard
visaged Amos Fenton gave a grunt,
which was as near an expression of
approval as he ever gave to any one.

“Well, well!” he growled, but not ilI
naturedly. “It's a morbid curiosity
that brings you here. Better drop It,
girl. It won't do you any good In the
eyes of sensible people.”

“Thank you,” was her demure reply,
her lips' dimpling at the corners In &
way to shock the sensitive Mr, Suther-
land.

Glancing from her to the still out-
lines of the noble figure on the couch,
he remarked with an air of mild re
proof: :

“1 do not understand you, Miss Page.
It this solemn sight has no power to
stop your coquetries nothing can. As
for your curiosity, it is both ill timed
and unwomanly. Let me see you leave
this house at once, Miss Page, and if
in the few hours which must elapse
before breakfast you can find time to
pack your trunks, you will still further
oblige me.”

“Oh, don't send me away, I entreat
you.”

It was a cry from her Inner heart,
which she probably regretted, for she
instantly sought to cover up the anxi-
ety it showed by a submissive bend of
the head and a step backward. Neither
Mr, Fenton nor Mr. Sutherland seemed
to hear the qpe or see the other, their
attention baving returned’ to the more
serious matter in Land.
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“The dress WDRICH Our pour inead
wears shows her to have been struck
before retiring,” commented Mr. Suth-
erland, after another short survey of
Mrs. Webb’s figure. “If Philemon”—

“Excuse me, sir.,” interrupted a voice,
“but the young woman is listening to
what you say. She is still in the ball.”
It was the young man speaking, who
had been left in the ball.

“She 1Is, is she!” exclaimed Fenton
sharply, his admiration for the¢ fascin-
ating stranger baving oozed oGt at bis
companion’s rebuff. *I wilksoon show
her”— But the words melted Into thin
air as he reached the door. The young
girl had disappeared, and only a faint
perfume remained in the place where
she bad stood. L

“A most - extranordinary person,”
grumbled the constable, turning baek,
but stopping again as a faint murmur
came up from below.

“The gentleman is waking” called
up a voice whose lack of music was
quite perceptible at a distance.

With a bound Mr. Fenton descended
the stairs, followed by Mr. Sutherland.

Miss Page stood before the door of
the room in which sat Philemon Webb.
As they reached her side she made a
little bow that was half mocking, balf
deprecatory, and slipped from the
house. An almost unbearable sensa-
tion of incongruity vanished with her,
and Mr. Sutherland, for one, breathed
like a man relleved.

“] wish the doctor would come,”
Fenton sald, as they watched the slow
lifting of Philemon Webb's head. “Our
tastest rider has gone for him, but he's
out Porchester way, and it may be an
hour yet before he can get here.”

“Philemon!” he

Mr. Sutherland had advanced and
was standing by his old friend’s side.

“Philemon, what has beéome of your

¢

guests? You've waited for them here
till morning.”

The old man with a dazed look sur-
veyed the two plates set on either side

of him and shook his head.
“James and John are getting proud,”
gald he, “or they forget, they forget.””
James and John. He must mean the

Zables, yet there wére many others

answering to these names in town. Mr.
Sutherland made another effort.

“Philemon, where Is your wife? I do
not see any place set here for ber?”’

“Agatha’s sick, Agatha’s cross; she
don’t care for poor old man like me.”

“Agatha’s dead gnd you know it,”
thundered back the constable with ill-
judged severity. “Who killed her? Tell
me that. Who killed her?"’

A sudden quenching of the last spark
of intelligence in the old man's eye
was the dreadful effect of these words.
Laughing with thgt strange gurgle
which proclaims an utterly irrespousi-
ble mind, hie cried:

“The pussy cat!
cat. Who's killed?
Let’s go to Jericho.”

It was the pussy
I'm not killed.

4 Mr. Sutherland took him by the arwn

and led him upstairs, Perbaps the
sight of his dead wife S#uld restore
him. But he looked at her with the
same Indifference he showed to every-
thing else.

“] don’t like her calico dresses,” said
bhe. *“She might have worn silk, but
she wouldn't. Agatha, will you wear
silk to my funeral?’

The experiment was too painful, and
they drew him away. But the consta-
ble's curlosity had been roused, and
after they had found some one to take
care of him he drew Mr. Sutherland
aside and sald:

“What did the old man mean by say-
Ing she might have worn silk? Are
they better off than they seem?”

Mr. Sutherland closed the door before
replying.

“They are rich,” he declared to the
utter amazement of the other. “That
is, they were, but they may have been
robbed; if so, Philemon was not the
wretch: who killed her. 1 -have bee¢n
told that she kept her money In an old
fashioned cupboard. Do you suppose
they alluded to that one?’

He pointed to a door set In the wall
over the fireplace, and Mr. Fenton, per-
celving a key sticking In the lock, step-
ped quickly across the floor and open-
ed It. A row of books met his eyes,
but on taking them down g couple af
drawers were seen at their back.

“Are they locked 7’ asked Mr. Suther
land. =

“One is and one is not,”

“Open the one that Is unlocked.”

Mr. Fenton did so.

“It is empty,” sald he.

Mr. Sutherland cast a look toward
the dead woman, and again the per
fect serenity of her countenance struck
him.

5 o be Continuel,
et e rlasaia
A DAILY THOUGHT.
O Gpd! that mem would see a little

clearer, ;
: Or judge Le‘- harshly when they can-

_gee
0 God! that men would draw a little
nearer :
To one another—they'd be nearer
And understood.

! —Thomas Bracken.
3 —_— .
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Father—I think T've soar
Vg - F‘"m_

ONE LESSON ENOUGH.
THE STORY OF AN ENGINEER WHO
A‘wﬁ;lﬂcm“dm,
Seemed to Threaten a Fearful
'ncln‘lwfl.lla-d,lm
Karrew and Lucky Esoape.

“There is something about railroading
that conduces to sleep. It may be the
rumble that causes drowsiness, it may
be the long hours on duty, but in many
mhn}jldmt.lthmuﬂnn
of the employees to secure needed rest
when they have the opportunity. During
wﬂyun’cxperkn«uldrlmd

the iron horse I kpew of hundreds of }

severe wrecks due entirely to some one
being ‘asleep on the post of duty.' Even
the responsibility imposed on the man
would not have the effect of causing him
to keep awake.”

The speaker was one of the oldest rail-
road engineers'in the country, who, after
20 years in charge of the throttle of'a
locomotive, voluntarily resigned ‘to seek
other pursuits not so dangerous or excit-
ing. A question er two.about the old
times put the ex-railroader in a talkative
mood, and he continued:

“But once in my ralroad career did I
turn my engine over to my fireman and
go back to the caboose for a little rest,
and the narrow escape that I then had
trom a severe wreck and the killing and
wounding of hundreds of sleeping passen-
gers taught me a lesson that was never
forgotten. The incident occurred in Ilki-
nois in February, 1879. At thst time I
was running an engine pulling a fast
treight on the Illinois Central railroad.
My fireman was & young man whom I
had instructed in all that he knew about
railroading. My health was not of the
best at that time, as I had been an an-
nual vietim of the ague that pervades
southern Illinois, and my system was
shattered from the ‘shakes.’ In addition
there was some sickness among the mem-
bers of my family, with the result that
my nights at home would be broken up
in looking after the comfort of the loved
ones. Business on the railroad was brisk,
and there was a heavy passenger traffic
due to the annual Mardi Gras celebration
in New Orleans.

“On the night in question my train
was running south. I had a 5% ftoot
Rogers engine and was hauling 40 lvad-
ed cars. Along about 10 o’clock I found
that I could hardly keep my eyes open.
The road ahead of me was clear of trains
for an hour or more. About the only
thing of importance in- view was to meet
and pass the Chicago express at Makan-
da, which was 24 miles away. 1 then
yielded té temptation. Placing my fire-
man in charge of the throttle, with the
bead brakeman to do the firing, 1 went
hack to the caboose to secure « little rest.
1 should not have taken this step if 1 had
not reposed every confidence in my fire-
man, and 1 believed that he was thor
oughly competent to run the engine.

“How long I slept 1 do not know, but
I awoke with the premonition that some-
thing was wrong. As I regained my
senses | realized by the swaying of the
train that ‘it was runuing much faster
than it wéuld have been had I been in
charge of the throttle. There was a
heavy down grade for five miles to the
point where I was to meet the express,
and my first thought was that we had
struck the grade and gained the impetns,

“Springing to my feet, I hurried out
the front door of the caboose and climb-
ed to the top of the first freight car. The
sight that met my eyes nearly paralyzed
me. - There in full view I saw the head-
light of the heavily loaded express train
waiting at Makanda for my train to
take the sidetrack and permit it to pass.
How I got over that train to my engine
I hardly know. But I did.

“Jumping down on the tender, 1
sprang into the cab, shut off the throttle
and took other means to reduce the mo-
mentum. 1 glanced at my fireman. He
was sound asleep on the seat. ¥The bead
brakeman kept him company on the oth-
or side. I realized that it was utterly
impossible to stop the speed of the train,
and I had visions of the awful wreck
that would follow. My engine was mak-
ing 45 miles an hour, being propellel by
the heavily taden cars in the rear, and
certain destruction seemed to face the
express and the hundreds of sleeping
passengers.

“As the rules required that I should
stop and, after the head brakeman had
opened the switch, should pull by the
passenger train there seemed to be no
way to avert the disaster. All these
thoughts flew through my brain in a
twinkling, and as I expected to meet
death at my post I wondered who would
care for my two boys who would become
orphans.

“Fortunately the siding was 1 short
one, and that fact, coupled . with my rep-
utation as a caréful engineer, prevented
the disaster at the critical momert and
saved the lives of many. The engineer
of the passenger train divined from the
rumble made by my train that something
unusual had happened. He told me' aft-
erward that he knew I would not have
upproached that meeting place at such a
rate Jf speed if everything was all right.

“When my train was about 300 yards
from the express, [ saw a man run from
the engine of the express and throw the
switch for me. At the same time I could
sce the swinging of a lantern in the
rear of the express that the switch at the
other end of the siding had also been
opened. The disaster had been averted.

} My train dashed on to the sidetrack, past,

the express and then out on the miain
track again at the rate of 35 miles an
bour, and I could not bring it to a stand-
still until I was more than two miles past
the station, :

“You can imagine the effect upon the

—

Subseril

Rladder, Liver, Stomach,
q blank for home treatment.

DR.

PAY WHEN C

” ron faks ek, s you nesd
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YOUNG, OLD, MIDDLE AGED MEN

Our Latest Method Guaranteed to Cure
P e s e Doasatiation tres. S ¢ wrib

9&m to3p.m Sundays 10 a.m. to 3 p.m.

GOLDBERG, 2°' W3SDWARD AvE.,

URED

indiscretions or contracted
tired in the morning. or
energy, aching back

s on diseases of men free.
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Manufacture i
1 Are the best
Ottheir ind ' 3

Wagons,

Carriages,
Buggies, i

Sleighs. ;

The Wm. Gray & Sons Co.

Chatham, Ontario |
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Wanted lmmediétely

AT THE . .

The,éanaﬁian Flour Mills Co.

LaMITED.

Successors to the Kent Mills Co., Limited;
Large Quantities of Wheat, Barley and Beans.

USE KENT MILLS FLOUR

THE BEST IS THE CHEAPEST,

Flour made by the new bolting and dust extracting System takes more water, and

gives you s larger, whiter and sweeter loaf,

eny other Flour

and makes more loaves Lo the Bu\rull than

Stevens’ Breaktast Food and Family Cornmeal, freshly ground, always on hand.
s three w

Farmers' Feed ground on quick no
ahead of the old system of chopping.

by ction roller process, much

29909000 9099099046409

“Your Furnace”

T represents either comfort or discomfort

1 —economy or big expense—peace or

worry—for nearly eight months of
very year.

Why not choose our latest warm air

construction. >

“THE OXFOD
400 SERIES”

me. Then we guarantee ynu cOmpics  atis-
“Naturally my fireman was much cha- | faction.
grined over his wet, but 1 never had con- power better
fidence in him afterward. He had {results in producing un'-’nn&-:
mll,::.hh-:.-::‘m' e with a splendid simp. ci'y in  heir ease
o e e e | e et s
s
m'mewmw.w ‘&-‘.:unn:u“q-h- s
1 SOLD BY ; :
Beok He Needed. :
ity s | GEo. Stphens
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Winnipeg, Vancouver.
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