Beautiful Skin
Soft White Hands

Luxuriant Hair
Produced by
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MILLIONS USE CUTICURA SOAP, assist-
td by Cuticura Ointment, for beautifying the
skin, for cleansing the scalp and the stoppin,
of falling hair, for softening, whitening,
thing red, rough hands, for baby rashes,
itchings, and chafings, and t‘or all the purposes
of the toilet, bath, and nursery. Millions of
Women use CUTICURA SOAP in baths for
anncying irritations, inflammations, and excor-
iatizns, or too free or offensive perspiration, in
washes for ulcerative weaknesses, and for many
sanative antiseptic purposes which readily u;!-
gest themselves to women and mothers. No
other medicated soap is to be compared with it
for preserving, purifying, and beautifying the
skin, scalp, hair, and hands. No other foreign
or domestic feilet soap, however expensive,
is to be comparad with it for all the purposes
of the toilet, bath, and n.rsery. Thus it com-
bines in ONE SOAP at ONE PRICE, the
EEST skin and compiexion soap, and the
BEST toilet and baby soap in the world.
Complete Treatment for Every Humouvr.—
Curicora Boar, to cleanse the skin of crusts
and scales, and soften the thickened cuticle, and
Crricvras OINTMENT, to justantly allay itch.
ing, inflammation, and irritation, and soothe and
beal, and CrTicURA RESOLVENT, to cool and
cleanse the blood. 3
Sald by ol & ists. British Depot: 27-28 Charterhouse
£q Pzﬁllrﬂ'l‘l;h Asp Cuxx. Comr., Props., Boston.

Write us

a Letter.
Y%

If you have any need in the
jewelry line, however small,
just write us about it.

Our Catalogue contains
photographs of maay
hundreds of our choicest
pieces, and will be seant
you free

We guarantee safe delivery
—prepay charges and cheer-
fully refund money if you so
desire.

DIAMOND HALL,
Established 1854,

Ryrie Bros.,

Yonge and Adelaide Sts,

TORONTO.
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THE SAUGEEN
MINERAL WATER

~18 ON SALE AT THE—
Central Drug Store and
F. A. Roberts’ Liquor Store,
Rheumatism or Stomach trouble can-
not exist where Saugeen Water is
freely used. Prof. Pyne, Dominion

Analyist, of Toronto, recommends it
highly. Try it
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You May Need

PainKiller

Burns

Cramps
Bruises

Diarrhoea
All Bowel
Complaints

It is a sure, sate snd anh. remedy.

There's only one PAIN-KILLER.
Peary Davis',

Two sizes, 252. and soc.

50c. >nd $1.00 bottles.

F geant, yawning
hour on duty,

o'clock In
“That's & queer disappearance as ever
we tried to fathom. A young girl buys
a ticket for Chicago, takes a Pullman
car, gets to her destination, fees the
porter, gets in & street car and is
heard of again. Her aunt t
to know why she doesn’t arrive.
parents telegraph that she left, as ar-

The conductor remembers her,
the Puliman porter
And, with all that, she drops out of
sight like a falling star. She was one
of the prettiest girls in Denver.

“And her luggage?

“Was claimed by someone the same
day and shipped east.”

"ySo she ml:ut have left Chicago.”

“Not at all. Her checks were pre-
pented, but anyone might have got hold
of them. Strange, however, that they
struck the right place for finding the
trunks, unless they were on the train,
£00.”

“And the luggage was claimed

in?*
.“"No, not until the mother described
the contents of a left trunk at Grand
Rapids, which had the girl's initials on
it. It was one of the trunks just as the
mother had packed it. Five thousand
dollars reward,” and the station ser-
geant sighed. “I'd like to earn n

I was going to Grand Rapids, and
laughingly remarked: “Well, T'll look
out for Miss Maddison, sergeant. What
did she look like?” The sergeant opened
a locked drawer, “Here's a photograph
of her,” he said. “She's a beauty—at
least, she was. I doubt if she’s alive.” I
saw a cabinet portrait of a lovely, fra-
gile-looking, refined girl, with long,
slender nose and thin, arched lips, a
sensitive, high-strung spirituelle crea-
ture, but with nothing of weakness in
her features, The great, serious eyes
were deep and very beautiful, and half
velled by rather heavy lids. Anyone
seeing that face wouldn't easily forget
it. “May I have that picture?” I asked,
tmpulsively. “I'll bring it back on my
return trip.”

The station sergeant laughed. *“I got
#t from a reporter who made a drawing
of it for the paper,” he said. “But, as
gou say, I'd recognize Miss Maddison
anywhere, She had the loveliest pale-
gold hair, that curled in little rings all
over her head, just like a boy.”

“You've seen her?”

“Certainly. She has often visited her
sunt here, and I used to have a beat
on the North Side before I got promo-
tion. Miss Maddison spent one whole
summer in Chicago, the year of the
World’'s Fair. She was only a slip of
She was nineteen the day
before she disappeared.”

“Strange story!” I sald, carelessly,
but I put the photo in“my pocket, and
presently strolled to the station to
awalit my train for the East. It was
not long before I was comfortably set-
tled for the trip and had impreseed my
porter with the fact that I was a per-
son of consequence. How it is possible
to do this I shall not make public, but
the porter, a tall and fine-looking ne-
gro, hovered about me with a solici-
tude which was most soothing.

“We change time at Chicago, porter;
what is the right hour?” I asked, as he

, stooped before me to put in a cinder

screen. He pulled out his watch, turn-

; ing it away from me, and I caught its

inner side reflected in the little mirror
which was set between the seats, he

! holding the watch very close to it as
| he stooped.

In the Ud was set a wWo-
man’s picture, at which I stared as it
galvanized. It was a tiny replica of
the large photo which at that very mo-
ment stretched my breast pocket. What
was this son of Ham doing with the
of the young Denver lady
whose disappearance had ralsed such
a commotion? Before I could draw

breath, the porter snapped his watch '
shut, sald in defe-ential tones,.''Barely .

& quarter to three, sah,” and straight-
ened his tall form, as the cinder-screen
slipped into its groove.

*“Have you been long on this run,
porter?” I asked, carelessly.

“Yes, sah; run from Chicago to De-
troit for sevéral years now.”

“And never further?”

“No, sah, I don't know Canady at
all.”

“Nor west of Chicago, either?” 1
asked, carelessly still, with my eye on
him, as he reached into an wupper
berth opposite. For just one moment

he hesitated, then with a short laugh

he answered:

“Well, not much, sah. I've run
through to 'Frisco several times, and
once or twice short trips., This is my
regular route,” Someone rang, and the
porter hurried away, but presently he
came back. “You goin’
Canady, sah?” he asked.

“Perhaps 80,” I sald. “If I don’t find
what I want first.”

“Oh, you'll find it, sah,” he sald, with
cheery conviction, and made himself
busy over his bed-making agaln.

I went through to Detroit, after all. |
I don’t know why, except that I hate !

being routed out at night, and when
one has privileges such as I enjoyed
it's no matter how far one chooses to
travel. At Detroit I gave my man a
dollar,

me., “My good lady thanks you, sah,”
he sald, merrily, “I'se a married man,
sah.”

“Then what the mischief,” said I to

carrying a white girl’s picture in your
watch cover?’

reliable shop, agala I thought of the
five thousand dollars awaiting an earn-
er, and a solution arrived. “He's got
the picture for the very same reason
Fve got mine,” I said to myself.

some officibus bobby!"” and I grinned
at what my wife would say if she read
fn the papers that I was a suspected
abductor of Deaver womankind.

I had occasion to visit a man whose

DAVIS & LAWRENCE CO., L'mited.

Her |

through to
1

“Buy your sweetheart an lee |
cream,” 1 sald, as he profusely thanked !
myself, “does your wife think of your |

As I selected a cigar In the nearest !
l-x §

mustn't go on any bat with this photo |
in my possession and be searched by ;

" going up-town of a m
what am 1 giving you, oid chap? Ex-
{ cuse me. In my lonely life I become
observant of any person not quite re-
pulsive, Let's drop the neighbors.

remembers her. |

took me to his rooms again. ‘While
{ there I heard a beautiful soprano voice
" singing a rather difficult serap of an

opera some five years old. “That's my

cream-colored Dinah” sald the man,
 flippantly. “I wish she’d come and
water her window-boxes. It's time she
looked after them.” Just as he spoke
the curtains parted and a siim arm
came out, holding a small shoger wa-
tering-pot. The singing woman began
to water her flowers, and I could see
" her small brown face peering down as
. she carefully sliowered her plants. Her
dark hair lay in little curls upon her
forehead, and her eyes looked hand-
some across the narrow street. When
she caughit sight of us watching bher
she becanie mute and drew partly back.

“She’s a nice little thing, and not bold,

as you see,” sald my client, observing

her., “Even these humble folk have
the good of life. 'They took those

rooms about three years ago, and I

quite enjoy them. Just a tidy palr.

He's a great big chap; very good-look-

ing for a darkey. See! there he Is, at

the other window.” There he was in
his shirt-sleeves, my porter of the train
feom Chicago. ' We both drew back, as

Pe leaned from the window and looked

up and down the narrow street. The

woman at the other window also leaned

out, and called to him, pointing to a

straggling strand of nasturtiums which

trailed nobly independent from her
flower-garden. She reached her arm
vefy far out and tried to imprison the
trailing flowers, and just then her
sleeve caught in a nalil protruding from
the window-frame, and rip! went the
dark cambric, laying bare a couple cf

{nches of her upper 2rm. I started and

exclaimed.

“What's the matter?” said my client,
curiously, as the cry burst from my
lips.

“Oh, nothihg. She's torn her dress.,”
1 answered, as she disappeared, and
the porter also withdrew into the se-
clusion of the room opposite.

But I have extra good eyes. I had
seen her bare upper arm, and as sure
as I was alive it was as white as the
driven snow!

It was quite dark that night when I
entered the small shop, wearing my
«orst coat and a newly-purchased
cheap hat, in which I felt very much
oyer-dressed.

“You've a room to rent?” I asked the
old mother who sold wurst and other
delectable ed.bles.

“Yah, mein herr; vater, komm!"”

Vater came, and we soon struck a
bargain. “I will pay you for a month,”
I said, “And when I get my trunk I
will send it. My name is Jones. Put
the trunk in for me."”

*Yah,” said vater. “It is a nice room,
and maype some goot essen is by the
shop.”

“You could send up my breakfast
each day?” 1 enquired.

“Yah, for ein mark—twenty-fif cent.”

“Very good. Send it to-morrow morn-

' ing at eight o'clock,” and I betook my-
self to my small hall bedroom, only
separated from the porter's menage by

' a plastered wall, During the evening I
journeyed out more than: once, pur-

' chasing several things at the queer lit-

tle shops and grinning as I saw across
the way the head and shoulders of my
client, propped up in an easy chalir.

Presently a soft, ‘clear soprano volce
began to sing very sweetly next door,
‘'and a tinkling accompaniment on a
' rather fair plano was audible. . The wo-

man played and sang with evident cul-

ture and ability. And she was the wife
of a colored porter! She sang so softly
that I didn't catch the words at first,
but presently I entrapped a line which
| was not English. My heart beat quick-
er, No one can imagine the strength of

' the impulse that guided me, as I gently

set my door ajar and intently listened.

The old German frau was going to
bed, and she paused before my door.
“You dere, mister?” she asked. "“You
don’'d light de gas?”

“No: I have bad eyes. I am resting
them after working,” I mendaciously
explained,

“Dose singin’' bees nice?” she asked.
“You like dem?”

“Yes,” I sald. “Is it your daughter
who sings German."

“Ach, no; das ist Frau Jackson.
Ach! She is schmart singer, hein?”
and the old woman glided away as
my neighbor's door opened quickly and
the girl came out.

“You want me?”’ she called to the re-
' treating German.

“Nod ad all, my ehilt; nod ad all

, Only 1 wait to hear ‘Du Bist wie Eine

: Blumchen,’ That is nice singin’.”

“Good-night,’ said the clear, sweet
voice—the cultured, white volce!

“Guten-nacht, my chilt. Schlafen sie
wohl,” said the guttural German volce;
{ and I stood in the dark, with many
queer thoughts,

The girl paused before my open door,
“Is anyone there?" ghe said, nervously.

*“A blind man, young lady, who has
rented this room to-day, and thanks
you for your musiec.”

She shrank into her room timidly.
i *Oh! 1 @id not know the room was
taken,” she sald, hesitating. “There is
a box of mine in it. Shall I send down
for the boy to take it out?”

“Don’t trouble until to-morrow,” I
said, "It will be quite safe, I shall
lock my door, madam.” Then she very
! gently closed her own door, and the
+ house was perfectly still.

} And I waited until very late before
l 1 cautiously lit my gas and found un-
der the sofa bed the box of the porter's
wife. It was a very good box, indeed—
expensive, and not much used—and on

! the end were three letters—E. G. M.—

! which certainly did not spell Jackson!

Very early In the morning I arose and

went out, and found a locksmith to
open & locked trunk., He soon had the

stealthily glanced into my pocketbook
at the card. ‘“What under the canopy
could have led this sweet young lady
to bestow herself upon a nigger?” I
asked, furiously. “To leave home and
family and associations, and live in a
grubby city slum and yet be happy
enough to sing In that wondrous way?"
I am afraid when on the second or third
morning I heard a deep mellow voice
blending with her clear treble I had a

upon a son of Ham!

Before I became solicitor for the rail-
way I had taken five years of criminal
! practice, and had come across some
i queer cases, But here was I, by a cur-

jous fatality, mixed up in a complica-

tion at once weird and interesting to a
| degree. “I shall go to Denver,” 1 said,
,suddenly, when I had received at my
. supposed hotel an imperious telegram
| from my wife, asking when I was
i coming home to arrange our holiday
i trip. So on the next evening I boarded
., & train, and as soon as I stepped into

the sleeper I encountered the tall form

. and dollar smlile of my friend the coi-

y ored parter.

! w“Evening, sah. Yes, the parlor is va-

! cant. I got a message from town 'bout
an hour back,” he said, politely. “You
go clear through this time, sah?”

“Yes, to Chicago,” I sald.

& He regarded me with reminiscent eye

,and smiled. “Got what you was look-
in’ for, sah?”

I started and stared, then answered
thoughtfully, “I think so, John; I think
s0,” for I remembered my words of a
fortniglit earller.

“That’s good, sah. Tole you you
would, you know,” and with a low
chuckle the porter showed me to my
state-room.

1 fell asleep as comfortably as old
travelers do, and neither dreamed of
Jackson nor _his white helpmeet. When

+ I wakened hell was abroad. There was
a hideous jolt and jar, loud calls and a
crash of rending timbers. The door
burst open, and the porter shot in, his

. arms outstretched as he plunged. To-
gether we fell to the floor, to the roof—

" somewhere—he over me, and then there
was a sickening interval of faintness,

' which lasted but a moment, and cool
night .air blowing upon me, and some-
one- deeply groaning close Dby. I
gtretched up an arm and touched a
warm face. “Oh, God! Is that you,
sah?’ sald a deep Dbass, “We'se
wrecked, sah, an’ a beam is lylng 'cross

" my back. It's close on good-bye time,
I guess, for me!"

! I put up my hand again. “I'm all
right, porter, but a cut on the head,”
I said, weakly. *“I shall call out for
help,” which I proceeded to do with my
reeble might.

Then the deep voice went on. “I'se
done, sah. This big beam’'s broke my
back. I feel it coming. Oh, God! and
Lady-bird’s all alone!"

A sudden terror rang through his
voice. I touched his face again. “See

. here, porter; is Lady-bird your wife,” I
isked, gently stroking his cheek. “Don’t
give in yet. Tell me what you want
me to do, when we get out of this

. wreck."”
“Dot™

nothing,

he screamed. “You can't do
sah, She's all alone except
for me. She left all of 'em for me,”
and his voice trembled. "She’s an an-
gel, sah, is my wife, sure enough, God
help her!™
“Well, she shall never want, Jehn,"
1 said, solemnly. *“I swear it, and if
you—feel so badly—is there anything
you'd like me to say to her from you?”
“Tell her I died worshipping her,” he
sald, in almost flerce tones. “‘Tell her
if it could be done over again I couldn’t
do different; but tell her to go back.
She'll understand. Tell her if hell lasts
forever and I'm in the midst of it, I've
no complaint to make. I've had my
heaven, Can you reach me again, sah?”
1 knew perfectly what was coming,
and touched, not his face, but his
body, “Can you get my watch, sah,
and put it in your clothes? Will you
take it to her? My address is written
on it, on the chamols case. Will you
just give it to her yourself, sah?".
“Indeed I will, if you don’'t get there
first,” 1 said, cheerily, feeling In the
| vest pocket and taking out the watch,
| “Looks like robbery, porter,” I contin-
{ ued, stowing it away in my pocket.
{ “See here, if my legs weren't pinned
;down, I'd try to help you. Now, 1
am going to call out agailn—a lantern
is coming this way.”
| My shouts soon brought some scared
irescuera, who succeeded in freeing my
!legs and dragging me from the wreck,
; When I promptly fainted and was car-
| ried to a shed near by, When I came
fto, my first words were, “Where's the
porter?” ’
A man gasped out, “We can't loose
{ him; he’s pinned fast. Ailn't groaning
any more, so I guess he's passed In
his checks. Did you know him, mis-
ter? Reckon he saved you from that
big beam that's lying 'crost his spine
now, He was a’powerful nigger that,

The past teflse was chiiling. “Geo
and see If he is dead, and if not, tell
him to hang on, and that I swear I'll
not forget to do as I promised him, and
more also.”

“Well, don't excite yourself, mister,
or you'll go off again. Here's the doc-
tor was nearest,” and away he went,
grimy and weary, to take my mes-
sage, Presently he came back. “Por-
ter's passed out, mister,” he said, terse-
ly. “I went straight to him with your
word, and as soon as I, gave it, he fust
lﬂa. “Good-bye, Lady-bird!” and gin

When I had been put to bed in'a
wayside shack, and another man had
gone with a telegram to my wife and
yet anothér to/“Lady-bird,” and.the
day dawned on the wreck; the doctor
came again, “They have freed the body
of your porter, sir,” he said, “What do
you wish now?"

“Have it cared for In the best way
possible. Forward it by speclal if you
can to the nearest undertaker, and
then look out for the answer to my
to.mm n“Au say, doel:r. 'l:‘:n ::
wi a & message for W
. I am pledged to dellver™
FRight,” said the doctor, heartily.

murderous impulse to begin an assault |

and as white Inside as they make 'em."” |

by special this morning.” ;The Lady-
bird's—"“Send body to Mrs. Jackson,
- Second street, Detroit. Wire when
to meet it." Then, for all the horror
and the sadness, I slept for hours.
My wife sat at my bedside when 1
awoke, pale but smiling.
who enjoy happy married life can
guess how our first words and thoughts
were intimately personal; but suddenly
an idea struck me. Here was my na-
tural helper in the case of the Lady-
, bird. 8¢, while we sat hand in hand, 1
told her what you know from this tale,
showed her the two pictures and en-
listed her warm sympathy. “You must
g0 to her,” I said, decidedly. “Go to
, the Cadillac, send a carriage for her,
and get that damn stuff off her face
and hands. I suppose the hair-dye wiil
take time.” My wife put her hand
over my mouth. “Don't swear over it,
dearest,” she reproved. “She shall be
beautiful Miss Maddison once more I
there's a face-doctor in Detroit worth
i her salt. She's my sister or yours, and
, has run away with a theatrical troupe.
Could you stand the disgrace?” 1
kissed her emphatically. “Julla, you're
a trump!” “Not an ace of spades, any-
way,” sald my beaming wife. “I'd
adopt a whole nigger family, I am seo
grateful for your escape—so grateful
to that brave, good porter-man. Just
leave it all to me, honey, and you'll see
how I can manage.”

A week after 1 was shown into a
room at the Cadillac, where my wife
sat with a slender woman in a crape
gewn, Her face was pale, and on her
small head was a luxurious crop of
golden <urls, over which that most
pathetic of the many crowns of wo-
manhood, a widow's cap, was perched.
To a mere man, Ignorant of the bar-
ber's art and the mysterious toupee,
the change was magical. My wife rose
and took the slender woman's hand.
“Mrs, Jackson, this is my husband,
who has something to tell you Be
brave, iy dear sister,” she said, and
kissing the pale cheek of the porter's
wife—of Miss Maddison!—she left us
alone.

I cannot report that interview, but
it is one of the short times I don't de-
sire to live through again. My brain,
usually so alert and well-regulated,
was simply at loose ends. I was now
the blind lodger, now the Peeping Tom
across the road, now the man of busi-

' ness, and, above all, the man for whom
, another man had faced death and been
taken at his word. Mrs. Jackson, being
quite unsuspiclous, had decidedly the
advantage of me. I gave her the
watch and the message, the latter as
well as I could. Then I dodged her
tremulaus thanks, her tremulous lips
upon my hand, and bolted from her
presence In a complete state of de-
moralization.

“We are going home soon, husband,
are we not?” asked my wife, when she
had somewhat calmed me.’

I sent for my friend of Second street
and invited him to earn five thousand
dollars. Needless to say, he left for
the West on the next train with a bee
in his bonnet and an address In Denver
in his breast pocket. In due time a
couple of notices appeared in the Den-
ver papers to the effect that Miss Mad-
dison had reached home a4 widow, hav-
ing eloped three years before with a
secret lover and on his death returned
and been welcomed with enthusiasm
My wife and myself advised the Lady-
bird to keep her own counsel, and she
did so, her married life being amply
vouched for by my wife-and myself,
and its details being unknown even to
the clerk, who pocketed the five thou-
sand dollars and made his fortune ap-
parently through a chance recognition
of the lost girl when in our company
in Detroit. We love the Lady-bird dear-
ly, and my wife looks with detective
eyes at every porter on the line,

One day I visited once more the ser-
geant of police, and returned him the
photograph. “You should have had it
sooner had I not been nearly killed in
that railway collision,” I said, with a
wild desire to tell him of my series of
surprising experiences,

“Ah well, sir, them that's born to be
hanged, you know,” said the sergeant,
yawning, “Now, wasn’'t it queer that
Just two months after you and I had
that talk about Miss Maddison she
should turn up? She saw life, if that's
what she went away for, anyway!"

“Aye, and death, t0o,” said I, softly.

“And to think how easy that Detroit
chap spotted her at the Cadillac. But
I suppose he got there just in time.
They say she was on her way home to
her people, Well, there won't be an-
other five thousand dollars lying round
for him to pick up as easy, There
wasn't much about it in the papers?™
he asked, with professional curlosity.

“Very little,” I assented, "It was
Just a runaway love match,” But all
the same, it remains to me a psychie
mystery.

Humor in a Catalogue.

R

! A specimen of humorous cataloguing,
 quoted by the “Critic” from a Wyoming
! auctioneer’s list, is as follows:

Grand. “The Heavenly Twins.” (Not
to be had separate.)

Grey, Maxwell. *“The Silence of Dean
Maitland.” (Broken.)

“She.” (Unique.)
‘“The Autocrat of the

Breakfast Table. (Plates missing.)

“How to Be Happy Though Married.”
(Rare in this state.)

Phelps. “The Gates Ajar” Us-

Only those

Relieve those Inflamed Eyes!

Pond's Extract

Reduced one-ball with pare soft water,
applied frequentiy with dropper or eye cup.

M the congestion wiil be removed and the pain
§ sod inflammation instanty relieved.

CAUTION!—-Aveid dangereous, ir.
ritating Witeh Hazel preparations
represented to be “‘the same as™
Poad’s Extract which easily sour
and generally contain “weed alce.
hol,” a deadly peison.
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The Chatham

Loan ¥ Savings Co.
Capital $1,000,000

Mouey to Lend cn Mortgag =
Borrowers wish ng to erect build-
ings, purchsse property or y oft
i: cumbranc & should «ppiy per-
sonally »nd save expenses, secure
best rates ana o' her ad 7antages.

Money advanced ou day of
piication. Al ie‘tars p ompuy
answer:d ‘Telep ode couneciion

S. F. GARDINER, Maaager.
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£ The

International
Correspondence
SChOO gg:-a-lon

Over 200 Students in Chatham-—Nearly
100 Courses of instruction to choose
For full information regarding

the school or courses, prices, terms,

from.

elc., see

A. P. McKISHNIE,
Local Representative
Office—Room 19, Victoria Block.
Open every evening
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Thos. Martin & Son §

B akers

Manning’s Bakery,
Greaat Street, North Chatham.

*90

Orders for Confectionery for priva

families will receive prompt
attention.

and careful
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Zanzibar Anti=
Rust Paint

Is the BEST Paint for

Metal Roofs and also
Shingle Roofs

Five years arantee given with every

job that it will not crack, scale or peel

off. Is water-proof and fire-proof. All
orders promptly attended to by

D. H. WINTER,

Emma Street, Chatham, sth House down
past General Hospital.

P00EE*TRCRAR e - v ;OOVELTOOOE

NOTICE!

Parties wanting Mineral Water
from the Chatham Mineral Well
on McG r's farm, can procure
the same from Mr. K. 8. ;mon-
field, at the well, between the
hours of 2 and 4 p. m., or in small
uautities at Room ¢, Victoris
ck at any time.

Chatham Mineral
Water Co.

LIMITED,

Sewer Pipe and]
Portland Cement.

We ba: a: riety of Sewer Pipes
\udé.-nt at LOWEST PRICES.
John H. Oldershaw,

Wellingten St. Near Harrjson Hall
Phone 381,




