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Cenuine

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills,

Must Bear Signature of

Wood’s Phosphodine, sold in Chate
Bam by all Druggists.

MUOUSIC.
MR, E.B. ARTHUR, Organist and
Choir Director of First Presbyterian
Church, has opened classes for
} Organ, Plano and Theory.

For terms apply at residence,
§ Prince St., directly opp. Jail.

LODGES,

WELLINGTON :
No. 46, A. F. & A. M.,
e b g g Vv
01

mouth, in the Masonls
Hall, Pifth St., at 7.30

e’r.m. Visiting brethren
Beartily welcomed,

ALEX. GREGORY, Sec'y.
@BORGE MASSEY, W. M.

DENTAL,
8. A. HICKS, D. D. 5.—Honor gradu-
. .8te of Philadelphia Dental College
and Hospital of Oral Surgery,
. Philadelphia, Pa., also honor gradu
ate of Royal College of Dental Sur«

_ @eons, Toronto. Office, over Turn-
! er's drug stere, 28 Rutherford
" Block. N ; -

LEGAL.

b R P S o e g g i RSSO W0
EMITH, HERBERT D. — County

Crown Attorney, Barrister, Solici-
| tor, eto. Harrison Hall, Chatham,

-

BHOMAS SCULLARD—Barrister and
Belicitor, Victoria Block, Chatham,

| Oumt. Thomas Scuilard.

#. B. O'FLYNN—Barrister, Solicitor,

{ ete., Conveyancer, Notary ‘Publio,

f Office, King Street, opposite Mer-
ohants’ Bank, Ohatham, Ont.

BOUSTON, STONE & SOANE—Barris. |

Had to Give up

loan at towest current rates. Of-|:

and go to Bed.

ters, ,Bolicitors, Conveyancers, No-
taries Public, ete. Private f=nds to

fice, upstairs in Bheldrick Block,
opposite H. Malcolmson’s store. M.
Houston, Fred.Stone, W. W. Scané.
BVILSON, PIKE & GUNDY—Barris-
, ters, Bolicitors ‘' of the Supreme
©Court, Notaries Public, eto. Money,
€o loan on Mortgages, at lowest
rates. Offices, Fifth Street. Mat.
thew Wilson, K. C., W. E. Gundy,

.
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oo doofrded

WE HAVE ON HAND

A LARGE SUPPLY OF %
LIME, i
SEWER PIPE, |
§ CUT STONE,
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0d Hagar’s
Secret...

By Mrs. M. J. Holmes...
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““Yes, very,” he answered, comiag
to her side. Happy in my wife,
happy in my newly-found sister,’”’
and he laid his hand on hers, with
something of his former familiarity.

But  the olden feeling was gone,
and Maggie could now meet his
glance without a blush, while ho
could talk with her . as calmly “as
if she had never heen aught to him
save the sister of his wife. Thus’ of-
ten changeth the human heart’s first
love.

After a time, Rose returned, bear-
ing a silver tray heaped with the
mo#t tempting viands; but Maggie’'s
heart was too full to eat, and after
drinking a cup of the fragrant black
tea, which Rose herself had made,
she laid her head upon the pillow,
which Henry brought, and with Rose
sitting by, holding lovingly her
hand, she fell into a quiet slumber.
For several hours she slept, and
when she awoke at last, the sun was
shining in at a western window,
casting upon the floor a glimmering
light, and reminding her so forcibly
of the dancing shadows on the grass
which  grew around the old stone
house, that her eyes filled with
tears, and thinking herself alone,
she murmured, ‘“Will it never be my
home again?’’

A sudden movement, the rustling
of a dress, startled her, and lifting
up her head she saw standing near a
pte.sant-looking. middle-aged wo-
man, who, she rightly guessed, was
Mrs, Warner, her own aunt.

“Maggie,” the lady said, laying
her hand on the fevered brow, 7 3
have heard a strange tale to-day.
Heretofore I had supposed Rose to
be my only child, but though you
take me by surpriss, you are not
the less welcome. There is room in
my heart for you, Maggie Miller,
room for the youngest born of my

only Dbrother. You are somewhat
like him, . too,” she continue(i,
“‘though more like your mother:”

and with the mention of that name,
a flush stole over the lady’s face, for
she, too, was very proud, and her
brother's marriage with a servant
girl had never been quite forgiven.
Mrs. Warner had seen much of the
world, and Maggie knew her to be a
woman of refinement, a woman of
whom even Madam Conway would
not be ashanied; and winding her
arms around her neck, she said, im-
pulsively. I am-'glad you are my
aunt, and you will love me, I anf
sure, even if I am poor Hagar’s
grandchild.”’
Mrs. Warner knew nothing of Hag-
ar, save from Henry’s amusing de-
scription, the entire truth of which
she somewhat doubted; but she
knew that whatever Hagar Warren
might be, the beautiful girl before
her was not answerable for it, and
very kindly she tried to soothe her,
telling her how happy they would be
together. ‘‘Rose will leave me in the
autumn,”” she said, ‘‘and .without
you I should be all alome.” O
Hagar, too, she spoke kindly, .con-
siderately, and Maggie, listening to
her, felt somewhat reconciled to the
fate which had made her what she
was. Still there was much of pride
to overcome ere she could calmly
think of herself as other than Ma-
dam Conway’s grandchild; and when
that afternoon, as Henry and Rose
were sitting with her, the latter
spoke of her mother, saying she had
a faint remembrance of a tall,
handsome girl, who sang her to
sleep on the night when her own
mother died, there came: g visible
shadow over Maggie’s face, and in-
stantly changing the conversation,
she asked' why Henry had never ‘told
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Several Dociors Attended
But Did No Good.
‘Milbum’sA
Heart ana Nerve
Pills
CURED.

side, N.B., says: “I feel it my duty to
the benefit I have ucaizod
] 1's Heart and Nerve Pills.
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.| she did not, for this, turn from him

‘| though,”

Read what Miss L. L. Hatson, Wate;- result of which was that on the

rom ‘the garret, an absence from home for
f
‘ever it might have been.
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Miss Rose Hennessy, well *
known as a poetess and elocu-
tionist, of Lexington, Ky., tells
how she was cured of uterine
inflammation and ovaritis by the
use of Lydia E. Pinkham's Vege
table Compound. ;

“ DEAR MRs. PINkHAM : —For genrs 1
enjoyed the best of health and thought
that Iwould alwaysdo so. I attended
parties and receptions thinly clad, and
would be suddenly chilled, but I did

menstruating, and this caused inflam-
mation of the womb and congested
ovaries. Isuffered excruciating pains
and kept getting worse. My attention
“was C&Y
pound and the wonderful cures it had
performed, and I made np my mind to
iry it for two months and see what it
svould do for me. 4Within one month I
felt much better, and at the close of the
second I was entirely well.

*I haye advised a number of my
lady friends to use it, and all ex
themselves as well satisfied with the
results as I was.” — Miss Rose Nora
ArNNEssY, 410 8. Broadway, Lexing-
ton, Ky. — 35000 forfeit if original of above let-
ter proving i eannot be pr

her anything definite concerning him-
self and family.

For a moment Henry seemed = em-
barrassed. Doth the Hamiltons and
the Warners were very aristocratic in
their feelings, and by mutual con-
sent, the name of Hester Warren Was
by them seldom spoken. OConsequent~
ly, if there existed a reason for Hen-
ry’s silence with regard to hjs own
and Rose's history, it was that he
disliked bringing up ga subject he had
been taught to avoid, both by his
aunt and the mother of Mr. Hamil-
ton, who for several years after her
son’s death had lived with her
daughter in Leominster, where she
finally died. This, however, he
could not say to Margaret, and aft-
er a little hesitancy he answered,
laughingly, ‘“You never asked me
for any particulars; and then, you
L know, I  was more agreeably occu-
pied than I should have been had I
Spent my time in enlightening you
with regard to our genealogy;’’ and
the saucy mouth smiled archily, first
on Rose and then on Margaret, both
of whom blushed slightly, the one
suspecting he had not told her the
whole, truth, and the other knowing
he had not.

Very considerate was Rose of Mag-
gie’s’ feelings, and not again that
afternoon did she speak of Hester,
though she talked much of her fath-
cr; and Margaret, listening to his
praises, felt herself insensibly drawn
toward this new claimant for her
filial love. ‘T wish I could have seen
him,”” she said, and starting to her
feet Rose answered, “Strange I did
not think of it before. We have his
portrait. ‘‘Come this way,”” and she
led the half unwilling Mag into an
adjoining room, where from the wall
a portly, good-humored-looking man
gazed down upon the sisters, his
eyes seeming to rest with mournful
tenderness on the face of her whom
in life they had not looked upon., He
seemed older than Mag had suppos-
ed, and the hair upon his head was
white, reminding her of Hagar. But

away. There was something pleas-
ing in the mild expression of his
face, and she whispered faintly, ““Tis
my father.”’
On the right of this portrait was
another, the picture of a woman, in
whose - curling lip and soft -brown
eyes ‘Mag recognized the mother of
Henry. To the left was another still
and she gazed upon the angel face,
with eyes of violet blue, and hair of
golden brown, on which the fading
sunlight now was falling, encircling
it, as it were, with g halo of glory.
“You are much like her,”’ she said
to Rose, who made no answer, for
she was thinking of another picture,
which years before had been banished
to the garret by her haughty grand-
mother as unworthy a place beside
him’ who had petted.ynd caressed the
‘voung girl of plebeian birth and kin-
‘I can make amends for 5 |
thought Rose, returning
with Mag to the parlor; then, seek-
ing out her husband, she held with
him a whispered consultation, the

morrow there was a rummaging in |

an hour  or two, and when. about.
noon she returned there was a pleas-
ed expression on her face, as if she
had accomplished her purpose, what-

All the morning Mag had been

nd uneasy. wandering list- |
y from room .to room,
anxiously down the street, starting

et e

not think of the results. I caught a |
bad cold eighteen months ago while -

led to your Vegetable Com- |

| states, “and at ast became wo bad

looking §.°
at the sound of every foot- |

where Mag was gone, anu fie, 1r wrs
love could survive that shock, would i
follow her thither; nay, would be ;
there that very day, and Maggie's |
heart grew wearier, fainter, as time
wore on and he did not come. ‘I
might have known it,” she whisper-
ed sadly. “I ‘did know that he
would never more think of me,”” and
she wept wsilemtly over her ruined
love. :

i ‘“Maggie, sister,”” came to her ear,
and Rose was at her side. ‘‘I have a
Surprise for you, darling. Cam you
bear it now?"”’

Oh, how eagerly poor Maggie Mil-
fer looked up in Rose’s face. The
car whistle had sounded half aen
hour before, Could it be that he
had come? Was he there? Did he
fove her still? No, Maggie, no; the
surprise awaiting yvou s of a far dif-
ferent nature, and the tears flow
afresh whem Rose, ia reply te the
question, ‘‘What is 8, darling?’’ ame
swers, ‘‘It is this,” at the same
time placing in Maggie's hand am
ambrotype which she bade her ex-
amine. With g feeling of keen disap-
pointment, Maggie opened the cas-
ing, involuntarily shutting her eyes
as if to gather strength for what she
was to see.

It was a young face—a handsomse
face—a face much like her own, while
in the curve of the upper lip, and the
| expression of the large black eyes,
i there was a look like Hagar Warren,
They had met together thus, the one
a living reality, the other a semb-
lance of the dead, and she who held
that picture trembled violently.
There was a fierce struggle within,
the ‘wildly-beating heart throbbing
4or one moment with a new-borm
love, and then rehelling against take
ing that shadow, beautiful though it
was, in placp of her whose memory
she had so long revered.

‘“Who is it, Maggie?”’ Rose asked,
leaning aver her shoulder.

Maggie knew full well whose face
it was she looked upon, but not yet
could she speak that name so inter-
woven with memories of another,
and she answered mournfully, ‘It is
, Hester Hamilton.”’

! ““Yes, Margaret, your mother,”
said Rose. ‘I never called her by
that name, but I respect her for
your sake. She was my father's pet,
they say, for he was comparatively
i old and she his young girl-wife.’’
l ‘“Where did you get this?”’ Maggie
asked; and, coloring crimson, Rose
; replied: “We have always had her
i portrait, but grandmother, who was
very old and foolishly proud about
some things, was offended at our
father’s last marriage, and when,
after his death, the portraits were
brought here, she—forgive her, Mag-
gie—she did not know you, or she
would not have done it—-""

‘I kmow,”’ interrupted Maggie,
*‘She despised this  Hester Wurren, -
and consigned her portrait to some
spot from which you have brought
it and had this taken from it.”

‘“Not despised her,”’ cried Rose, im
great distress, as she saw a dark
expression stealing over the face of
Maggie, in whose heart a chord of
sympathy had been struck, when she
thought of her mother banished from
her father’s side. ‘‘Grandma could
not despise her,”’ continued Rose,
‘“‘she was so good, so beautiful.’”

‘““Yes, she was heautiful,’”’ murmur-
ed Maggie, gazing earnestly upon the
fair, round face, the soft, black eyes
and raven hair of her whe for years
had slept beneath the shadow of the
Hillsdale woods. ‘‘Oh, I wish I was
dead, like her,” she exclaimed at
last,closing the ambrotype and laying
it upon the table. “I wish I was ly-
ing in that little grave in the place
of her who should have borne my
name, and been what I once was;’’
and bowing her face upon her hands,
she wept bitterly, while Rose tried

]

fn vain to comfort her. ‘I am net
BOITY you are my sister,’”” sobbed
Margaret through her tears.

‘“That’s the only comfort I have left
me now; but Rose, I love Arthur
Carrollton 8o much—oh, so much,
and how can I give him up?*’

(To Be Continued.)

THE INCURABLE
CURED AGAIN

J. J. Perkins Owes His Life to
Dodd's Kidney Pills
Manitoba Man Helpless From Kidney
Disease Made Strong And Hearty
by the Great Canadian Kidney
Remedy. |4

Tyndall, Man., April 18.—(Special.)
—Among the many in'the great West
who ‘confidently state that they. owe
their lives to Dodd’'s Kidney Pills is
Mr. J. J. Perkins, a {well known
resident of this place. &

“For two years I ‘was itroubled
with my Kidneys” Mr. Perkins

‘that the doctor gave me wpand jsaid
‘I was incurable. i

. my haoi
thought I would have to wgive up
all  hope and die. 1. was mnable to
work and was becoming destitute.
* “While in this condition a friend
Eex’wa’ded me to try Dodd’ idhw’
ills. I had little ith in

it was more to pledse him,
thing else I m’vagl'zz :

lis saved my life
00 much.”,

Disappointment-Proof

When the cloth is in the roll you
can’t tell just how it will suit you made {
u>. Frashion plates can’t help much i& :
either. But in Novi-Modi you try on
the garment itself—finished enough for
you to judge how it suits you. Then
we finish it to your measure and
deliver it the same day you order it. :

That is how Novi-Modi does away !
with the trials of fitting and the disap-
pointments of the ladies’ tailors.

Createst Railway.in

the World

LAKE SHORE

Pittsbufg,

Cincinnati

and St. Louis. -

C. P. R. or G. T. R. to Buffalo and Lake Shore

Local Sleepers Buffalo to Cinéinnati, St. Louis

and Pittsburg.

J. W. DALY, Gen’l Eastorn Agent, Fidelity Bidg., Buffalo, M. Y.

ring Compan-
They are
g houses in Canada and the United States.

Delicacy of design, harmony of colors and peffect work-
manship make these Carpets ideal.

$0000000000000000000000000 00000000000000000000¢

H. McDONALD & CO.

SOLE AGENTS FOR JAS.
TEMPLETON & OO’'S OARPETS.

00000000000000000000000000
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HED -RIT

We are "introducing the,‘ most exéellent Hendu:.he ,

sove R

rusors | H, McDONALD & GO

WE HAVE JUST RECEIVED A
LARGE OONSIGNMENT OF

Carpets and Rugs

From James Tempieton & Co., of Glasgow, Scotland. This
firm is one of the largest British Carpet Manufactu:
ies, and their Carpets have a world wide Celebrit
sold by all the leadin
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Tablet. It comes well recommended from‘larger cities.

“I, at times, had such sovere pains |
~and - kidneys that 1},

i Qen“tral Drug §




