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“Those who inherit Empires have others shave them—
Those who create Empires shave themselves ”

It’s over a century since Napoleon Bonaparte evolved this bit of philosophy. 
While the first part no longer holds (Kings and Emperors now use the Gillette) 
the second part is truer than ever since the coming of the

GILLETTE Safety
Razor

The busy men who are doing the world’s 
t>ig work to-day—who are creating Empires 
of commerce and finance— have little time 
to waste with the barber. They shave them
selves with the GILLETTE, not because it 
saves them money, but because it saves 
them time and trouble.

Besides, there's a keen satisfaction, to

the self-reliant man, in giving himself a 
clean, cool, comfortable GILLETTE shave 
in three minutes. Try it yourself.

Your Hardware Dealer, Druggist or 
Jeweler can show you a Gillette Set to suit 
your needs and fancy. Standard Sets $5.00 
—Pocket Editions $5.00 to $6.00— 
Combination Sets $6.50 up. 362

The Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited
OFFICE AND FACTORY

The New Gillette Bldg., - Montreal.
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! tears, as the dread reality came over 
j her. The first fearful burst of grief 

j was passed, for Hagar now could 
| weep, and tears did her good, quellin 
i the feverish agony at her heart. Not 
! for herself did she suffer so much asi
: for Mag. trembling for the effect the 
' telling of the secret would have on

•----- i her. For it must be told. She knew
• CHAPTER XVIII ! that full well, and as the sun fast

neared the western horizon, she mur-* The Peddler. |
'• ; mured, “Oh, will she come to-night.

(Continued.) j wm sile come to-night?"

' Painter and fainter grew each eue- ; Yes. Hagar. she will. Even now 
ceedtng word, and when the last was j.€1. feet, which, when they backward 
spoken, she fell again upon her farç. , turn, will tread less joyously, arc 
unconscious and forgetful of her woe. j treading the woodland path. The 
Higher and higher in the heavens rose | haIf.way rock is reached—nearer and
the morning sun, stealing across the j nearer she comes—her shadow falls 
window sill, and shining aslant the j ariess the floor—her hand is on your 
floor, where Hagar still lay in a deep, j arm—her voice is in your ear—Maggie 
deathlike swoon. An hour passed on, j filer is at your side—Heaven help 
and then the wretched woman came ; you p0th!
slowly back to life, her eyes lighting ------ »
up with joy as she whispered, “It was CHAPTER XIX.
a dream; thank heaven, 'twas a ------•------
dream;” and then growing dim with The Telling of the Secret.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Ltd.

IRISH LINEN
WORLD RENOWNED FOR QUALITY AND VALUE

IT Betahlluhed In 1878 at Belfuwt. the centre of the Irish Mae* trade, we hare de
veloped our buiiine*R on the lines of supply** genuine Linen roods direct ta the 
public at the lowest net prices. For maaufacturlnr purposes we hare a large, 
folly-equipped power-loom linen factory at Banbrldge, Co. Down, hand looms In 
many cottages for the finest work, and extensive making-up factories at Belfast. 
We have held Royal Warrants of Appointment since the year 1878, and have fur
nished Mansions, Cottages, Villas, Hotels, Clubs, Institutions, Yachts and Si 
ships with complete linen outfits in almost every country In the world.

SOME OF OUR LEADING SPECIALTIES !
Household Linen
Dinner Napkin*. % x % yd., $1.42 do*. 
Tablecloths. 2% x 3 yds.. $1.66 ea. Linen 
Sheets. 3x2 yds.. $3.44 pair. Hem
stitched ditto. 3x2 yds.. $4.20 pair. 
Hemstitched Pillow Cases, 20 x 30 In., 
$1.30 pair. Frilled Linen Pllîow Cases, 
fide pair. Linen Buck Towels, $2.10 do*. 
Glass Towels. $1.08 do*. Kitchen 
Towels, $1.56 do*.
Embroidered Linen
Afterneon Tea cloths, from 94c ea. Side- 
hoard Cloths from $1.32 ea. Cushion 
Covers from 4.8c ea. Bedspreads for 
double beds, from $5.04 ea. Linen 
Robes, unmade, from $3.00 ea.
Dress Linen
White and all newest shades, 45 In. 
wide. 37c and 48c per yard. Union Line* 
Poplin. In all new shades and white, 27 
In. wide, 27c per yd.

Handkerchiefs
Ladles' All Linen Hemstitched,Hand
kerchiefs, 70c do*. Ladles' Handker
chiefs, hemstitched and embroidered, 
from $1.66 do*. Gent’s Linen Hem
stitched Handkerchiefs, $1.26 dee.

Underclothing & Laces
Ladies’ Nightdresses from 34c ea. Che
mises, trimmed embroidery, 66c ea. 
Combinations, $1.08 ea. Bridal Trous
seaux from $33.48. Layette^ $14.28. 
Irish Lace geods direct from our own 
workers at very moderate prices.

Collars and Shirts
■Gentlemen’s Collars made from our 
own linen, frem $1.18 do*. Dress Shirts, 
matchless quality. $1.42 each. Zephyr. 
Ok ford and Flannel Shirts, with toft or 
stiff cvffs and soft trente, at manufac
turers' prices.

X.B.—Blnitrated Price Lists and samples sent post free to any part of the world. 
Spnsiaf care and personal attention devoted to orders from Colonial and Foreign 
customers.

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, Ltd.
POKEGAIX PLACE, BELFAST, IRELAND4« X
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"Hagar! Hagar!" exclaimed Mag, 
playfully bounding to her side, and 
laying her 'hand upon her arm 
"What aileth thee. Hagar?"

The words were meet, for never Ha
gar In the desert thirsting for the 
gushing fountain, suffered more than 
did she who sat with covered face and 
made no word of answer. Maggie 
was unusually happy that day. for but 
a few hours before she had received 
Henry's letter, making her free 
free to love Arthur Carrollton, who 
she well knew only waited a favorable 
opportunity to tell her his love; sc 
with a heart full of happiness she had 
stolen away to visit Hagar, reproach
ing herself as she came for having 
neglected her so long. “But I’ll make 
amends by telling her what I'm sure 
she must have guessed.” she thought, 
as she entered the cottage, where, to 
her surprise, she found her weeping. 
Thinking the old woman’s distress 
might possibly be ocassioned by her 

j neglect she spoke again : “Are you 
crying for me. Hagar?"

“Yes. Maggie Miller, for you—for 
you!" answered Hagar, lifting up a 
face so ghastly white that Maggie 
started hack in some airrm.

"Poor Hagar. you are ill,” she said, 
and advancing nearer she wound her 
arms around the trembling form, and 
pillowing the snowy head upon her 
bosom, continued soothingly: "I did 
not mean to stay so long. I will 
not do it again, hut I am so happy, 
Hagar. so happy that I half forgot 
myself."

For a moment Hagar let lier head 
repose upon the bosom of her child, 
then murmuring softly, ‘ It will 
it**' er lie ihere again,’ she arose ami, 
confronting Maggie, said: 1 Is it 
love which makes you so happy ?’

‘Yes. Hagar, love,* answer"d 
Margaret, the deep blushes stealing 

over her glowing face.
‘ AntHs it v,,ur intention to marry 

the man you love?’ continued 
Hagar, thinking only of Henry War
ner, while Margaret, thinkii g only 
of Arthur Carrollton, replied, 1 If 
he will marry me, I shall most sure- 

! ly marry him.’
1 It is enough. I must tell her,’ 

whispeieil Hagar; while Maggie ask
ed, * Tell me what?’

For a moment the wild eyes fast
ened themselves upon her with a 
look of y earning anguish, and tJhea 
Hagar answered slowly; * Tell you 
Avhat you’ve often wished to know—

my secret!’ the lost wip'd dropping 
fr.m her lips more like a warning 
hies than like a human sound. It 
was long since Mag had teased f< r 
the secret, so absorbed had she been 
in other matters, but now there was 
a pro.-j>ect of knowing it, her curi
osity was awakened, and while her 
eyes glistened with expectation, she 
said; ‘ Yes, tell it to me, Hagar, 
and then I’ll tell you mine;’ and all 
over her beautiful face there shone a 
joyous light as she thought how 
Hagar.. who had once pronounced 
Henry Warner unworthy, would 
rejoice in her new love.

‘‘.Not here. Maggie—not here in this 
room can I tell you," said old Hagar; 
"but out in the open air. where my 
breath will come more freely;" and 
leading the way, she hobbled to the 
mossy banks where Mag had eat with 
Arthur Carrollton on the morning of 
bis departure for Montreal.

Here she sat down, while Maggie 
threw herself upon the damp ground 
at her feet, her face lighted with eag
er curiosity, and her lustrous eyes 
bright as stars with the excitement. 
For a moment Hagar bent forward, 
and folding her hands one above the 
other, laid them upon the head of the 
young girl as if to gather strength 
for what she was to say. But all in 
vain ; for when, she essayed to speak, 
her tongue clave to the roof of her 
mouth, and her lips gave forth un
meaning sounds.

"It' must be something terrible to 
affect her so," thought Mag, and tak
ing the bony hands between her own. 
she said, “1 would not tell It. Hagar; 
I do not wish to hear."

The voice aroused the half-fainting 
woman, and withdrawing her hand 
from Maggie's grasp, she replied, 
"Turn away your face, Margaret Mil
ler. so I cannot see the hatred set
tling over it, when I tell you what I 
must."

“Certainly; my back if you prefer 
it," answered Mag, half playfully; and 
turning around, she leaned her head 
against the feeble knees of Hagar.

"Maggie, Maggie." began the poor 
old woman, lingering long and lov
ingly over that dear name, "nineteen 
years ago. next December, I took up
on my soul the secret sin which has 
worn my life away but I did it for the 
love I had for you, more than for my 
own ambition;" and the long fingeis 
s|id nervously over the hands of shin
ing hair just within her reach.

At. the touch of those fingers. Mag 
shuddered involuntarily. There was a 
vague, undefined terror stealing over 
her. and impatient to know the worst, 
she said, "Go on. Ttll me what you 
did."

"I can't—I can’t—and yet I must." 
cried Hagar. "You were a beautiful 
baby, Mag, and the other one was 
sickly, pinched and blue. 1 had you 
both in my room the night after Hes
ter died: and the devil—Maggie, do 
you know how the devil will creep in
to the heart and whisper, whisper till 
the brain is all on fire? This thing 
he did to me, Maggie, nineteen years 
ago: he whispered—whispered dread
ful things, and his whispers were of 
you.”

Horrible! Hagar," exclaimed Mag
gie. “Leave the devil, and tell me of 
yourself."

“That’s it," anhwered Hagar. ‘/If I 
had but left him then, this would/nev
er hafB-cometome; but I listened and 
when Tie told me that a handsome, 
healthy child would be more accept 
able to the Conways, than a weakly, 
fretful one—when he said that Hagar 
Warren's grandchild had far better he 
a lady than a drudge—that no one 
would ever know it. for none had no
ticed either—I did it. Maggie Miller;
I took you from the pine board cradle 
where you lay—I dressed you in the 
other baby's clothes—1 laid you on 
her pillow—I Wrapped her in your 
coarse white frock—I said that she 
was mine, and Margaret—oh. Heaven! 
can't you see it? Don't you know 
that 1, the shrivelled, skinny hag. who 
tells you this, am your own grand
mother!"

There was no need for Maggie Mil
ler to answer that appeal. The words 
had burned . into her soul—scorching 
her very life-blood and maddening her 
brain. It was a fearful blow—crush
ing her at once. She saw ft all. un
derstood it. all, and knew there was 
no hope. The family pride, at which 
she had so often laughed, was strong 
within her and could not at once be 
rooted out. All the fond .household 
memories, though desecrated and 
trampled down, were not so soon to 
be forgotten. She could not own that 
half-crazed woman for her grand
mother! As Hagar talked, she had 
risen to her feet, and now, tall and 
erect as the mountain ash which grew 
on her native hills, she stood before 
her, every vestige of color faded from 
her face, her eyes dark as night and 
glowing V.ke coals of living fire, while 
her- hands, locked despairingly togeth
er, moved slowly toward Hagar. as if 
to thrust her aside.

'-‘Oh, speak again," she said, "but 
not the dreadful words you said to 
me just now. Tell me they are false 
—say that my father perished In the 
storm, that my mother was she who

|’m the Cream of the West Miller, 
and I’ll tell you what I’ll do—I’ll
guarantee your next batch of bread

WILL guarantee it to rise away up
I out of the pans, and make as delicious 
A bread as you ever tasted. The 
loaves will be the biggest and most 
wholesome you ever baked with the 
same amount of flour. I’ll guarantee 
ii or you get back the money you paid 
for the flour! Now see :

Go to your grocer and buy a barrel 
of Cream of the West Flour. Take it 
home and bake it up.

Give it a trial.
Give it a couple of trials. Your oven 

or yeast might not be just right the 
first time.

Now when you give it a fair trial, if 
you honestly feel that you have not

had splendid satisfaction with Cream 
of the West Flour, return the unused 
portion of barrel and get your money
back.

Just tell the store man your bread 
didn't come out right and you want 
your money back as guaranteed.

It’s not the grocery man who loses. 
It doesn't come out of his pocket. It 
is the Campbell Milling Company, 
Limited, of Toronto, who pay, and 
they are satisfied to pay if you'll be 
satisfied to try Cream of the West 
Flour. _

Ask your store-keener about this 
guarantee.1 He knows. He will tell 
you. Try a barrel.

Cream «?« West Flour
The hard Wheat flour that is guaranteed for bread

G ocuotzno □oaQaoaonoDOPOOQQO^OQo00 ^T!

(guarantee
"WWtE hereby affirm and declare that Cream of the West Flour is a superior bread flour, 

an(j as such is subject to our absolute guarantee of money back if not satisfactory 
*** after a fair trial. Any dealer il hereby authorized to return price 
paid by customer on return of unused portion of barrel if flour is not as 
represented.

The Campbell Milling Company, Limited, Toronto.
. ARCHIBALD CAMPBELL PRESIDENT
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R. C. ASH & Co., St.Johns, Wholesale Distributors.

held me to her bosom when she died sister and loving her as such, was 
—that 1—oh. Hagar, 1 am not—1 will J hers no longer; nor yet the fond wo- 
not be the creature you say 1 am. j man who had cherished her so tend-
Speak to me,” she continued; "tell 
me. is it true?" and In her voice there ' 
was not the olden sound.

Hoarse—hollow—full of reproach— I 
anguish it seemed, and bowing her 
head in very shame, old Hagar made 
her answer: "Would to Heaven 'twere 
not true—but 'tis—it is! Kill me.

erly—neither was hers; and in fancy 
she saw the look of scorn upon that 
woman's face when she should hear 
the tale, for it must be told, and she 
must tell it. too. She would not be 
an impostor ; and then there flashed 
upon her agonizing thoughts, before 
all else seemed as naught— in the

Maggie." she continued : "strike me ! proud heart of Arthur Carrollton was
dead, if you will, but take your eyes 
away. You must not look thus at me, 
a heartbroken wretch.”

there a place for Hagai- Warren's
grandchild? “No. no. no!" she moan
ed; and the next moment she lay at 
Hagar's feet, white, rigid and insen- 

The past, the pres- j'sible.
11 embodied j "She's dead!" cried Hagar; and for

"There may be some mistake." she 
whispered : but Hagar ynsnt'iid. 
"There is none;" at the same time re
lating so minutely the particulars el 
the deception that Maggie was c,m 
vinced. and covering her lace "kh 
her hands, sobbed aloud, while Haga1, 
sitting by in silence, was nerving hit 
self to tell the rest.

The sun liajl set. and the t"ii>Ml 
shadows were stealing down "I1011 

Ictl.v Ui’oU 
tolled girl- 

Mag6ie’

But not of Hagar Warren was Mag-

eagerly at her dress.

gie thinking then.
ent, and the future were jui emooaieu i
in her thoughts. She had*been an in- i one brief instant sh< hoped that it 
truder all her life; had ruled with a j was so. j wrested from
high hand people on whom she had j But not then and there was Mar- ■ fled away—away 
no claim, and who, had they known ! garet to die; and slowly sh# came 
her parentage, would have spurned j hack to life, shrinking from the touch 
her from them. Theo. whom she had ! of Hagar’s hand when she felt it on 
held In her arms so o'ft, calling her j her brow.

them, when, creeping n"J(' 
her knees towards the wre 
she said: “There is move.
1 have not told you all”

But Maggie had heard cnou 
exerting all her strength, she sl’,al"' 
to her feet, while Hagar chin 1,1 

liicli "’as
her grasp, as Hagg« 

—she* knew not. car
ed not whither, so that site 11111 1 
vond the reach of the trenibhn.- 1 
which called after her to 1,111 

(To be continued.)
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—the Sauce made from choicest 
Oriental fruits and spices. It makes 
those old dishes I had become 

tired of, tempting and de'iciots 
Ç —it’s made in England,

Î — but thank goodness
you can get it here
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Oil

All New and Fresh. Lates| 
[water while in transit. W< 

for you. Here al
WHITE LAWN BLOUSES.

70c KOC. 95c. *1.00 H..T0.

for
<1.28.

lift, UK SATEEN AND CASHMERE 
BLOUSES.

I $1.00
I for 
j ;sc.

;$1.2.V $1.50 $1.80 $2.00.
for . tor for for

<1.08' <Ll2- <<1.45 <!.«0.

BLACK silk blouses.
Some Slightly Soiled.

[$2.50
I for

$3.20 ' $4.00 $1.25
for for * for

<1,75 <2.35 <2.75

1 CREAM SILK.

hi 65
I for
BI.2;

$2.00 $3.00 $5.00
for for for

<1.45 <l.»0 <2.80
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Love Marriage! 
and tlh

BY RUTH C\|
bJThe talk ran 

on loveless mar
riages.

The tiutltusl-
m

astic Young Per- w 
son was bitterly : 
cond emu i n g 1 
marrying with- j 
out love as a sin 
against one's self j 
and society, and 
sure to bring its 
|t unis h ill <x)t t ! 
of unhappiness. | 

And then the ;
plan of Many Travels told his story :

Six years ago. when I was selling 
In France, 1 was entertained by one !

nty customers at a pension in a j 
mljui-i) of the city.
"Hie pension was built about a j 

courtyard. Our apartments were on ■ 
the second floor and had a little liai- j 
‘city upon which I used to sit of an j 
vening watching the people' in the | 

Xiurtyard.
One among them in whom 1 took j 

ln «special interest was a pretty 
jeting girl who. instead of talking 
ad laughing with the other young . 

People, continually sat by herself and j 
Hoped. -4. asked my host about her I 
lnd he>told me that she had fallen I 
"sperately in love with a young mili- 
lai-' Pricer and that her people would 
not hear of the match because they 
ad already plann"d her betrothal to 
he son of some old family friends, a 

man some ten years older than she 
lad of extremely good prospects.

f course I railed bitterly at this 
sample of the abnominable French 

custom of marrying girls against 
1 "ill, and being a good deal 

lmUng€l' and even more foolish than 1 
- Pow, conceived some insane idea 

’ assisting at an elopement.
ortunately my business intcr- 

■|^ eailed me axVay before [ had a 
(0 make seventy different 

,“ds of « fool of myself.
-■ai!'1181 ’Veai' 1 was asain in Paris and 

again entertained by mv hospi- 
custonier. We went out on theFable

WOMEN
„ That “ ,he "»ture of Dr. Pierce’s Fevo 
mM.e° ^otains no alcohol and no hi
™rd,Cpa‘ forcst roo*«- Dr. Pierce tells it, 

rom™ent physicians and some of the 
the very best known

*LXr,omcn-
This Is what Mb 

Ky.. says ; "I feel it 
your medicines have 
for six years from a 
thankful to say. after 
Prescription ? I am nc 
any more. I feel lik< 
you for advice I only v 

"I thank you verj 
been as a father to i 
(lod bless you in every 

v. M ~ " I hope this testini
> - CorFEY. suffering woman seeki

Of dfI;r" ^ICrce s Medical Adviser, newly rev

jc'b t”K °ld ^spreads for bath tow- got 

| "ten have ^Con”my 'vhich gome wo- It
I °fUn the ccS S"tisfac,0,'-v- Very , cc 

\nter of a spread may be 1 th


