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He ran a mile,

snd so would many a young
lidy, ratherthan take & bath F
without the “ Albert™

Baby’s Own
Soap. :

1t leaves the skin wonderfully soft and
fresh, and its fajnt fragrance is extremes
ly pleasing. 4

Beware of imitations,

| ALBERT TOILEF'SOAP CO.,  Mirs.

. ot . < — e, o s et

o MONTREAL. ~

Don’t Make..
..A Mistake

YOU WILL et

It looking for a birthday, weddingor
as présent, purchase before seeing
the fine selected stock of fancy china
goods, at McConnell’s, Park St,, East.
A large variety to choose from at
prices that will pleasa you. We have
the largest window display of fancy
china in the city. Call and see it.

Saturday, Nov. 24

We will have a 10e¢, 15¢. and' 25¢c.
counter.

New goods, latest designs and very
pretty.

WE SELL

Dinner sets, $86.50, 97 pieces.

Tea sotd, $3.00, 44 pieces.

Chamber sets, $1.95 each.
Our grocery stock is now complete,
Our prices, why ! they can’'t be beat,
Roasted coffee, in berry, or ground,
Only eighteen cents per lb.
Potk and Beans, 5c. per can.
Pickles, 10c, pér bottle.

Figs, be. per |b. 4
Gipger snaps, 5c. per lb.

New Prunes, 10c per |b.

New selected Raisins, Currants,

Prunes, Figs and Apricots, sugar cured
amoked shoulder, 12 1-2c per lb; hams
and bacon, best corn cured. 3
Leave your order with us and we
will give it our prompt attention.

John McConnell

Phone 190. Park 8t., Bast

-hi‘UMswing |
Baking = -
\Powder

5 but the purest should be
\;uufe

{
1t & well known Ifact that this ar.
ticle of food has been grossly adulter-
ated and to such an extent that “The
Government” has now deemed it ad-
visable to prosecute ell vendors of

Baking :
Powder
Containing
Alum

We are pleased to say that we can
sugply you with & Pure, Wholesome
Baking Powder, entirely . free from
Adam or any other adulteration, and
at & price no higher than is asked tor
the worthless article.

Price 25¢ per 1b, | »

Manutactured pt

CEﬁtral C. H. Qunn
Dr“‘g & Co.
Store

Phoune 105

Oor. K n¢ and bth
Htreéts

DOES IT NOT PAY TO

wHE CANADA BUSINESS COLLEGE,
CHATHAM, ONT.

Stands unrivalled among Canadian
basiness schools, both as to its course

of imstroction, and the assistance it

@ives its graduates in placing them in

@oed positions. - :
e of our pupils

sitions in the year ending Sept. 1st.
Since our last

D. MGUACHLAN & 00.,
§ Chatham, Ont.
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Behind the Mask.

Face

me for it. But I think I know omne of
them without being toid. It is that
other fac-simile of Leoline and my-
self who died in the robber’s ruin.”

“Exactly, You and she and Leoline
were triplets.”’

““And who is the other?”

““Her name i$ La Masque.
you ever heard it?’

“La Masque! Nonsense!" exclaimed
Hubert, with some energy in his
voice at last, ‘“You but jest, Sir Nor-
man Kingsley.”

‘“No such thing. It is a positive
fact. She told me the whole story her-
self.” e #

“And what is the whole story; and
why did she not tell it to me instead
of you?'’

“She told

Have

" it 1td Leoline, thinking

she told it to me, as Leoline’s fu-
ture husband. It is somewhat long
to relaté, but it will help to beguile
the time while we are waiting for the
royal summons.”’

“It struck me,”” concludedtSir Nor-
man. “that it would be better to
procure any papers she might possess
at once, lest, by some accident, they
should fall into other hands; so I
rode there directly, and, in spite of
the ecantankerous old. porter, search-
ed diligently until I found them.
Here they are,” said Sir Norman,
drawing them forth.

““And what do. you intend to do
with them?” inquired Hubert, glanc-
ing at the papers with ah unmoved
countenance. :

“Show them to the King,
through his mediation with
obtain for you the- restoration
your rights."”’

““And do you think his majesty will
give himsell so much trouble for the
Earl of Rochester’s page?”’

“I think he will take the
to see justice done, or at least
ought to. If he declines, we will
take the matter in our own hands,
my Hubert; and you and I will seek
Louis ourselves. Please God, the
Earl of Rochester’s page will yet
wear the coronet of the De Mont-
morencies.”’ )

““And the sister of a marquis will
be no unworthy mate even for a
Kingsley,”” said Hubert. ““Has La
Masque left nothing for her?” |

“Do veu see this casket?’! tapping
the cne oi carved brass dangling
from his belt; ““well, it is full of jew-
els, worth a king’'s ransom. I found

and
Lxuis,
of

trouble
he

thém in a drawer of La Masque's
house, with directions that they were
to be given to her - sisters ‘at her
death. Miranda being dead, I pre

sume they are all ILeolise’'s now.”’

““This is a’ queer business altogeth-
er,”” said Hubert,; musingly, “‘and I
am greatly mistaken if Louis will
not regard it as a very pretty little
work of fiction.”’

**But I have proofs, lad. The an-
thenticity of these papers cannot be
doubted.”

““With all my heart. T have no ob-
jection to be made a marquis, and go
back to la belle France, out of this
land of plague and fog. Won't  some
of my friends here be astonished when
they hear it, particularly the Earl of
Rochester, when he finds out that he

has had a marquis for a page! _Adf,
here comes George, bearing a sum-
mons from Count L’Estrange at

last.’”’

George approached and{intimated
that Sir Norman was to follow him
to the presence of his master,

‘“Au revoir, then,” said Hubert,
“You wiil find me here when you
come back."” u

Sir Norman, with a slight. tremor
of the nerves at what was to come,
followed the king’'s page througn
halls wnd ante-rooms,- full of loiter-
ers, courtiers and their attendants.
| Once a hand was laid on his shouid-
L er, a laughing voice met his ear, and
the Earl of Rochester alU;l‘l beside
him

““Good morning,
are abroad betimes.
left your friend,
trange?’’
1Y our lordship has probably secen
him since I have,”and should able
to answer the question best,

“And how does this suit
with the prety Leoline?’ went on the
gay earl “In faith, ‘Kingsley, I
never saw such a charming little
beauty, and I shall do combat with
you yet——with both ll{c count and
and outwit' the pair of

Sir Norman; you
How_ have you
the Count 1.Es-

progress

yoursel,
you,”

me to differ from your

l.eoline would not touch

: with a pan { tongs.”’
Ab! she has 1 r-Ltagle
but if 1

do to cousoie

give her credit f should

. what to

. ask what?''

“Yes' there is Hubert, as:like her
as two peas in a pod. I shall dress
kim  up in lace and silks and gew-
gaws, and have a Leoline of my own
already made to order.”’

“Permit me to doubt that, too!
Hubert is as much lost to you as
Leoline.” :

Leaving the volatile earl to put
what. construction pleased him best
on this last sententious remark, he
resumed his march after George, and
was ushered at last into an ante-
room near the audiencé-chanber,
Count L'Estrange, stood near & wine
dow overlooking the courtvard, and
as the page salaamed and withdrew,
| he turned round and greeted Sir Nor-
man with his suavest air.

“The appointed hour is past, Sir
Norman Kingsley, but that is partly
your own fault, Your guide hither
tells me that you stopped for some
time at tie house of a fortune-tellef,
known as La Masque, ; .

“I was foreed to stop on most
important business,” answered the

wuight. still resolved to treat him

=

probably she had the most sense, and |

A ROMANCE.

as the count, until ft snouia please
him to doff his incognito, ‘‘of whick
you shall bear anen. Just mow our
business is with Leoline.” :

sFrue! And as in a short time I
‘stark _ with yonder cavalcade, there
is. but ‘lttle time to lose. A.ropos,
Kingsley, who is that mystericus
woman, La Masque?'”

“Qhe is. or was (for she is dead
.now), a French lady of nobla bLirth,
and the sister of Leoline.”

“}{er sister! And have you then
discovered Leoline’s history?”’

“] have.”’

**And, her name?”’

“She is Leoline de Montmoerenci?
And with the: proudes: iiued of
¥rance in her veins, living obscure
and unknown—a stranger in a
Nstrange land sinee chilahood; but
with God’s grace and your help, I
hope to see her restored to all she
has lost before long.’

“You know me, then?"’
compardon, half smiling.

“Yes, your majesty,”’ answered
Sir Norman, bowing before the king.

said his

CHAPTER XXIII.

As the last glimpse of moonlight
and of Hubert's brignt face vanished,
Leoline wook to pacing up and down
room in a most confiicting u_u%I ex-
cited state cf mind. So wmany things
had happened during the past night;
so rapid and unprecedented had been
the course of events; so changed had
her whole life become within the last
twelve hours, that when she ame
to ‘think it all over, it fairly wade
her giddy. Dressing for her bridal;
the terrible announcement of Fru-
dence; the. death-like swoon; the
awakening at the plague-pit;: the
maniac flight through the streets; the
cold plungé in the river; her rescue,
her interview with Sir Norman, and
her promise; the visit of La Masque;
the appearance of the count; her ab-
duction; her journey here; thd com-~
ing of Hubert, and their suddenly-
discovered relationship. It whs en-
ough to stun anyone, and the end
was not yet. Would Herbert eflgct his

escape? Would they be able to free

her? What place was this, anil who
was Count L'Estrange. It was a
#.reat  deal easier to propound this

catechistm to herself than to find
answers to her own questions; and
so she walked up and down, worry-
ing her pretty little head with all
sorts of anxieties, until it was a per-
fect mijracle that softening of = the
brain did not ensue.

Her feet gave out sooner than her
brain, though; and she ‘got so tired
before long that she dropped into a
seat, with & long-drawn, anxious
sigh; and, worn out with fatigue and
watching, she at last fell asleep.

And sleeping she dreamed. It secem-
ed to her that the count and Sir Nor-
man were before her, in her chamber
in the old house on Lgndon DBridge,
tossing her heart between them like
a-sort of shuttlecock. By anil bye,

with two things like two  drum-
sticks they began hammering, away
at - the door of her little fluitering
heart, - as if it were an an-
vil | and  they were a” pair
of blacksmiths, while the loud
knocks upon it resounded through

the room. For a time she was so be-
wildered that she could not compre-
hend: what it meant; but at last she

became conscious that someone was
rapping at the door, Pressing aqne
hand over her startling heart she

called out ‘“Come in,”" and the door
opened and George entered.

“Count L 'Estrange commands me
to inform you, fair lady, that he will

do  himself the plehsure of visiting
you immeadiately, with 8ir Norman

Kingsley, if you are prepared to re-

o them.”” . |
ceiva 1€ lm hc{)nth
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SURPRISE

It has remarkable qualitics for
casy and quick washing of
clothes, but is harmless to the
hands, and to the most delicate
fabrics.

SURPRISE is & pure hard Soap.

$T. CROIX SOAP MPQ. CO
St. Stephea, N.B,

AND HE WAS QUITE A DISTINGUISHED
LOOKING MAN.

So It Was Small Wonder That the
Bookseller Made a Few Slight Er-
rors In Recommending the Differ-
ent Wares He Had For Sale. :
The elderly, distinguished looking man

bad becn bovering around the open air
secondhand bookstall for several days.
The cloth bound voiumes did not appear
to rain his attention. He devoted him-
gell exclusively to the stacks of fiction,
paper kound in the old fashioned way—
about 14 inches long by 10 inches wide—
and he even thumped over the nickel and
dime “libraries” with great apparent in-
terest. The thickset proprietor of the
secondhand bookstall noticed the elderly,
distinguished looking man the other aft-
ernoon and strolled out to tlie pavement.

“Can’t find what you'rg looking for, eh,
judge?” inquired the proprietor of the
stand pleasantly. :

; The elderly, distipgnished looking man
appeared to be somewhat embarrassed.’
“N-no,” he replied diffideptly, “I sup-

pose I'm on a fruitlgss quest.”

e didn’t name the nature of the quest,
hotvever. %

“You won't find auything in Arabic in
those paper bound piles, you know.” said
the proprietor of the stall experimentally.

“No?' said the elderly, distinguished
looking man.

“There used to be a Gibbon"s ‘Roman
Empire” in paper covers, but it's out of
prinf years ago,” remarked the proprietor
of the stall after a pause. 4

“That so?’ said the stranger. “Don’t
believe I ever saw that edition.”

“We've got a whole lot of Omar Khay-
yams in cheap clothi covers, though,” pur-
sued the bookstall man, scratching his
head in a puzzled sort of ‘way and sizing
up the distinguistied looking man out of
the tail of his eye. .

“Well, I am not a devotee at the Omar
ghriue,” replied the elderly man, turning
dver another heap of the elongated paper
volumes.

The proprietor of the stall walked away
g little distance and appeared to be think-
ing it over. .
" “You'll find Hugo’'s ‘History of a
Crime’ and ‘Les Miserables’ in that
bunch,”he said, returning to the elderly
man at the stall, “but there's hardly any
use in buying ’em in that form when I've
got 'em cloth bound for as low as a quar-
ter each and sets of Hugo's complete
works for $2.”

“I find Hugo hard reading,” replied the
elderly man of distinguished appearance,
wiping his spectacles reflectively.
knocked off doing literary penance a long
while ago.”

The proprietor scratched his head some
more. He looked like a man up against
it. Having a reputation to sustain, how-
ever, for shrewdness in guessing his cus-
tomers’ literary tastes, he returned to the
charge after a silence.

. “There’s somé of Goetlie’s and Schil-
ler's stuff in those paper piles,” he sgid,

“but I got all the Schiller and Goethe youn

want.inside in cloth for little or nothing.”

“Uh-huh!” replied the distinguished
looking man, again removing his iron
rimmed spectacles and wiping thém with
a spotless handkerchief. *“Glad to hear
that. However, I haven't much time. to
solace myself with Goethe and Schiller.
Life's too short.”

The bookstall proprietor walked out te
the curb and spat wusingly.

“Fellow that looked pretty hard up
came in here the other day,” he said, re-
turning to the elderly gentleman at the
stal!y “and sold me ten volumes of the
plays of Congreve, Wycherly and Van-
brugh at a pretty small figure. Like to
look at 'em?”

“N-no,” replied the elderly man. “We
can see all the hot stuff that's good for
us at the theaters nowlidays without re-
verting to that bunch of degenerates.”

“Well, he's on to what he’s talking
about all right,” mus@d the bookstall pro-
prietor, grinning. Then he said aloud:

“P'r'aps you prefer the older English
dramatists—Marlowe, Otway, Beaumont
and Fletcher and that sort?’

“3WVell, it [ were marooned on a-desert
island maybe I'd reatl some of the older
English dramatists—en rainy aftetpoons,
when 1 couldn’t hunt mollusks for sup-
per,” replied the high grade looking man
at the stall, »

muttered the bookstall proprietor o him-
self. “I'll give him another whiz.”

Then the bookstall proprietor pulled out
from beneath a stack of paper bound lit-
erature -a yellowed copy of Carlyle’s
“Sartor Resartus.” i

“Maybe this is what you are lookin
for. sir?” he said, holding the book up so
that the elderly man could see the title.

“No,” replied the elderly man; “that
is not what I'm looking for. On the con-
trary, Carlyle gives me a pale ‘ pink
pain,”

This phrase gave the proprietor of the
bookstall his opening. He grinned and
inquired: |

“Well, is there anything particular
you're hunting for, sir? I don't want to
appear to be curious, but"'—

The elderly, distinguished looking man

pocket and smiled bénignly upon the pro-
prietor of the stall.

“Well.” he said, “I'l! tell you what I'm
looking for, shging that you take such an

fierest I'm locking for a work cut
thed ‘Rawboned Zeh, the Tervor of the
Hackices.! 1 wasteading that wark one
afterncon  about 34 years ago and had
jist got to the mast absorbing part—

where Zeb bites the arms of 47 Bluck

feet Indians in & bunch, if you remet-
ber—when my motler eame along and
shatehed the book ocut of my hand, It
waus a darped interesting and entertain-,
ing .work, and I'd be willing to pay big
money to get hold 2f a conv and find out
how it ended!”

Even the Explosion Falled.

“A terrific explosion blew up one build-
ing and started a fire which turned down
the remainder of the plant.”

“(racious! Was any one hupt?”

“The night watchman.is dead”

“Poor fellew! Blown to atoms, I sup-
DOS(‘," 2

“No; burned to a erisp. | They couldn’t
waken him.*

. Over the Bridge,
She—These Chinese seem to be perfect

fiends. Why, they torture a man to
death by keeping him awake, How do
they do it?

He—The old way; they give him the
baby to mind at nights.—Brooklyn Life.

She Had Her Doubts,
. Miss Wunder—And is be a real count?

Miss Gabbeigh—=] fear not. He seems
to have money.—Baltimore American,

4
“Well, this one gets me going right,”

removed his spectacies, put them in-" his |
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Trimmeéd with
“  shtades,

Birds, Wings, Quills, Ribbon and Velvet, in all the latest

.....Q-....................‘..................ﬂ.

C. A. COOKSLEY, 0pp. marker §
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ers; if you take our treatment, you péy,
RICTURE :—Thousands of you have

organs, or ba
cause of stricture.

Dori’t neglect these important orgsns,
in the back, freguent desire to urinate,
ment is a guaranteed cure forsuch

for any we t show: at r
are cured, and the varicocele entirely disa.

ever; m
@ hard

rious colleges hospi .
Pay when cured.

mto8p. m. Sundaysl0a.m. to3p m.

Way

buy them of us.
1

makers in the country.

been built up.

can assure satistaction.

Varicocele and Stricture.

ARY ELE:—If youare tired of being experimented upon, you
;et.h W%“M‘L a guaranteeq puw'tnt varicocele without use of kunife or loss of

time, it absorbs the wormy condition, Yestores the varts, thereby bringing

when cured.

tricture and do not know it; if you have been in-
et, or improperiy treated, or notice Asmarting sensation, unnatural , weak
. nervous debility, or if you are not the man you should be, it may be the
If you are in doubt, call and see us, as we will examine you
eharge: our Latest Method Treatment absorbs the stricture,
stretching unnecessary, and you pay when cured.

Kidneys and Bladder.

as you will regret it: Have you a dull feeling
deposits in urine? Our I}m Method M:

The original sworn affidavits or Jestimonials can be seen at cur offices, $500.00 reward
t of patients we publish only the initials.’
Your Latest Method Treatment acted the way yousaid it would; my strictures

bladder and kidneys do not trouble me any, I ean ntoog all day, do

y's work without my kidueys troubling me as before

Latest Method Treatment; it has cured me after others have failed; it 1 had

consulted you sooner, I would have saved a great deal of money which I

wasted on other doctors; I am your grateful patient, F. L

Dr. Goldberg has I8 DIPLOMAS certificates and licenses received from the va-
tals and states which-testify to his standing

We cure Blood Poison, Chronic, Private Nervous, Impoteney, Varicocele, Stri Kid-
ney Biadder, Liver, Stomach, Female and Rectal 'hxbles. Consultation mi‘“’é.u or
te for question biank for home treatment. Book on discases ]

DR. GOLDBERG,

e e e
The Best

The best, cheapest and most satistactory
.way in which you can get your rigs is to &

Of course you know that we are among the largest

Of course you know that a big ¥
business like ours means high grade workmen, modern

niethods, fine materials and reliable, perfect goods.

Without these no such business as ours oo:lnl(l have
We have on hand a large variety of
styles. We can give you precisely what you want and

Our business methods enable us to do

superior work and we can stand behind

everything with our personal guarantee.
<A .

‘The Wm. Gray & Sons Co

will find our Latest
lost pow-

thereby waking cutting or

red, and I feel stronger than

o0k _your

and abilities.

Cures guaranteed.

of men free. Hours9a

291 WOODWARD AVE.,
DETROIT, MICHN. .
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Eddy’s

X PRODUCE:A QUICK, SURE LIGHT EVERYTIME.

e FOR SA L e

By All First Class Déhlers s

graph, - *‘ Telephone,,
 Hagle Pul.:’: 3

P

Matches t
|
|

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

Eddy Antiseptic Packages

R

When

U=need=A

Package of Laundry done ln the very
hlltpoulhlowm sopi it
o

Parisian Steam Laundry
Co.

TELEPHONB 20

DI AT AR
A. M. FLEMING

A=R=T=[-S-T
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MONEY TO LOAN |

llom! to loan gt the very lowest rates u%
inlerest on mortgages, Apply to i

.

Henry Dagneau,
(%) in Rul L y
g oy S R
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