AND STRONG

. Petroit Specimlist Discovers Somse- -

thing Entirely New for the Cure
of Men's Di im Their
i on Homes,

You Pay Only if Cured

Hxpects No Money Unl g

aH i 7
DR. 8. GOLDBERG,

The Possessor of 14 Diplomas and Certificates
Who Wants No Money That He Does
ot Earn

both the method acd the ability to do as he sa
Dr. Goldberg, the disoeverer, wyill send the met!
entirely free to all men send hi ir pame
and address. He wants'to hear from men who
have stricture that they have been unabls to get
cured, prostatic trwﬂn%bl::nl weakness, vari-
cocele, iost manhood, poison, hydrocele

jation of Yaru, , etC. is derful
method not only cures the condition itself, but like:
wise all the comp.ications, such as rheumatism
bladder or kidnev trouble, heart disease, -nervous
debility, etc,

The doctor reuiizes that it is one thing to make
claims and another thing to back them yp. so he
has made ita rule not to ask for money unless he
Cures you, and when you are cured he feels sure
that Xou will willingly pay hima small fee, It
would seem, therefore, that it is to the best interests
of every man who suffers in this way to write the
doctor confidentially and - lay your case before him.

¢ sends the method, as well “as- many booklets on
the subject, including the one that ccntains the 14
diplomas and certificates, entirely free. Address
him simoly | 13
Dr. S. Goldberg. 208 Woodward Ave , Room P
l‘ctr.’\it. Mich., and it will all immediately be sent
yior f-per

{his . -omething entirely new and well worth
knowing more about Write at once.

jqne, perhaps, if you knew how 1 was

3 of the young girl, who pledd again,
i “Tell it to me, Hagar.’

‘ Wood’s Phosphodine, sold in Chat«
bam by all Druggists. y

DENTAL.

. A. HICKS, D. D. S.—Honor gradu-
| ate of Philadelphia Dental College
; and - Hospital of Oral Surgery,
Philadelphia, Pa., also honor gradu<
. ate of Royal College of Dental Bur-
geons, Toronto. Office, over Turn-
{ er's drug store, 26 Rutherford
Block. P tr

LODGES.

WELLINGTON Lodge,
No. 46, A. F. & A. M.,
gr.sR. G dn:emfon the
t Mon of
mouth, in the Masonfe
Hali, Tifth St., at 7.30
; J m.  Visitiug brethren
heartily welcomed.
ALEX. GREGORY, Seoc'y.
GBORGE MASSEY, W. M.

oy | LEGAL.

BMITH, HERBERT D. — County
. Crown Attorney, Barrister, Solici-
| tor, ete. Harrison Hall, Chatham.

THOMAS SQULLARD.- Barsister and
Solicitor, Victoria Block, Chathamy
| Ont. Thomas Soullard.

¥, B. OFLYNN—Barrister, Solicitor,
{ eotc., Conveyancer, Notary Publio.

Office, King Street, opposite Mer-

chamnts’ Bank, Ohatham, Ont.
HOUSTON, STONE & SOANE—Barris-
| ters, oitors, Oonveyanocers, No-
taries Publio, etc. Private funds to
~ | loan at lowest current rates. Of:
* | fice, upstairs in Sheldrick Block,
te H. Malcolmson’s store. M.
?um Fred. Stone, W. W, Scane.
' WILSON, PIKE & GUNDY-—Barris-
A’e‘!l.,"m&ﬂl of the ‘Sn,p‘rom
‘| Court, Notaries: Public, eto.
;_h loan on Mortgages, at 1
'8
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OldHagar'sSecret

eoe :
BY MRS. M. J. HOLMES

Author of “For a Woman’s

Sake,’’ “Love’s Triumph,*?

“Purifled by Suffering,’’ “ A Grass Widow,*’
¢ 'Woman Against Woman,’’ Ete.

e0000000a0
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““Yes, dreadful, dreacful; and yet,

Maggie, I have sowetimes wished
you knew it. You should forgive

empted,”’ said Hagar, and her voi e
was full of yearning tendetness, while
her bony fingers parted lovingly the
shining hair from ofi the whue brow

There was a fierce struggle in Ha-
gat’s bosom, but the night wind,
waving through the hemlock boughs,
seemed to say, ‘‘Not yet—not yet,’”
and, remenibering her vow, she an-
swered! ‘‘Leave me, Maggie Miller;
1 cannot tell you the secret. You of
all others., You would hate me for
it, and that I could not bear. Leave
me alone, or the sight of you, so
bdautital, pleading for my se ret,
will kill me dead.”

There was command in the tones of
her veice, and, rising to her feet,
Maggie walked away, with a dread
feeling at her heart—a feeling. which
whispered ' vagucly to her of a deed
of blood; for what, save this, could
thus affect old Hagar? Her road
home led near the little burying-
ground, and impelled by something
she could not resist, she paused at
her maother’'s grave. The moonlight
was falling softly upon it, and seat-
ing herself within the shadow of the
monument she sat a long time
thinking, not of the dead, but of
Hagar and the strange words she had
uttered. Suddenly, from the oppo-
gite side of the graveyard, there came
a sound as of some one walking, and
looking up Maggie saw approaching
her the bent figure of the old woman,

who seemed unusually excited. Her
first impulse was to fly, but knowing
how 'improbable it was that Hagar
should seek to do her harm, and
thinking she might discover some '
clue to the mystery if she remained,

she sat still, - While kneeling on

Hester's grave. old Hagar wept bit-

terly, talking the while, but so inco-

herently that Maggie could distin-

guish nothing save the words, ‘‘You,

Hester, have forgiven me.”’

*“Can it be that she has killed her
own childl”’ thought Maggie, and
starting to her feet she stood face to
Hagar, who Screamed:
“You here, Maggie Miller! Here with

! the others who know my secret. But
i vou shan’t wring it
: shall never know it, unless the dead

from me. You
rise up to tell you!”’

““Hagar Warren,”” said Margaret,
#ternly, ‘‘is murder your secret? Did
Hester Hamilton die at her mother’s

+ hands?’’

With a short, gasping moan, Hagar
or two,
and then, standing far more erect
than Margaret had ever seen her be-
fore, she answered: ‘‘No, Maggie
Mil'er, no; murder is not my secret.
These hamds,” and she tossed in the
air her shriveled arms, ‘‘these hands
are as free from blood as yours.
And now ge! Leave me alone with
my dead, and see that you tell no
tales. You like secrets, you, say.
Let what you have heard to-night be
your secret. Go!”’

Maggie obeyed, and walked slowly
homeward, feeling greatly relieved
that her suspicion was false, and ex-
periencing a degree of satisfaction in
think‘ng that she, too, had a seccret
which she ~would guard most care-
fully from her grandmother and
Theo. ‘‘She would never tell them
what she had séen and heard—nev-
arfl g

Seated upon the piaiza was Mddam
Conway and Theo, the former of

t-

Fltber, Mother 128 Son

CURED BY
Doan’s

Kidney Pis.

Backache, Sideache, Diabetes,
D‘my Bﬂght" Dlm
and all Kidney or Bladder troubles,

11 e ssssssssess
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whom chided her for staying so late
at the cottage, while Theo asked
what queer things the old witch-wo-
man had said to-night.

s Witl: a very expressive look, which
seemed to say, ‘1 know, but I shan't
tell,” Maggie seated herself at her
grandmother’s feet and asked: ‘‘How
long has Hagar been crazy? Did it
come upon her when hgr daughter
died?”’ : she inquited; and Madam
Conwav answered: ‘‘Yes, about that
time, or more particularly, when the

" baby died. Then she began to act

8o strangely that, I removed you from
her care, fYor, from something she
sajd, 1 fancied she meditated harm
to you.’”” |

For a moment Maggie sat wrapt in
thought; then clapping her hands
together, she exclaimed: ‘I have it;
I kngev what ails her. She felt so
badly. to see you happy with me
that she tried to poison me. She
said she was sorely tempted—and
that’s the secret which is Kkilling
her.”’

“‘Secret! What - secret?’’ cried
Theo, and, womanlike, forgetting her
resolution not to tell, Mag told
what she had seen and heard, adding
as her firm belief that Hagar had
made an attempt upon her life.

‘1 would advise you for, the future
to keep away from her, then,”” said
Madamn Conway, to whom the sug-
gestion seemed a very probable one.

But Maggie knew full well that
whatever Hagar might once have
thought to do, there was no danger
to be apprehended from her now, and
the next day found her as usual on
her way to the cottage. Bounding
into the room where the old woman
sat at her knitting, she exclaimed :
“I know what it is! 1 know your
secrpt!’’

There was a gathering mist before
Hagar's eyes, ahd her, face was
deathly white as she gasped: *‘You
know the secret! I1low—whera? Have
the dead come ‘back to tell? Did
anybody see me do it?"’

‘““Why, no,”” answered Mag, begin-
ning to grow a little mystified.
“The dead have mothing to do with
it.. You tried to poison me when I
was a baby, and that's what makes
you crazy. Isn’t it so? Grandma
thought it was, when I told her how
you talked last night.’*

There was a heavy load lifted from
Ilagar’s heart, and she 'answeted,
calmly, but somewhat indignantly :
“So you told. L thought I could
trust you, Maggie.”’

Instantly the tears came to Mag-
gle’s eyes, and, coloring, crimson, she
said: “'I didn’t mean to tell—indeed
1 didn’t, but I forgot all about
charge. . Forgive me, Hagar, 4
and, sinking on the floor, she looked
up in Hagar’'s face so pleadingly that
the, old woman was softened, and an-
swered, gontly: ‘“You are like ‘the
rest of your sex, Margaret. No wo-
man but Hagnrv‘Warr‘n ever kept a
secret, and it’s killing her, you see.”’

“Don’'t keep it, then,”” said Mag.

“Tell.it .to me. . Confess that ycn
tried to poison me because you eu-
vied grandma,’” and the soft eyes
looked. « with an anxious, expectant
expression into the dark, wild orks
of Hagar, who replied: ‘‘Envy was
at the bottom of it all, but I nevcr
tried to harm you, Margaief, in any
way. 1 only thought to do you
good. You have not guessed it. You
cannot, and you must not try."”

“Tell it to mwe, then. 1 want to
know it “so badly,’’ persistéd Mag,
her curiosity . each moment increas-
ing.

‘“Maggie Miller,”” said old Hagar,
and the knitting dropped from her
fingers, which moved slowly on till
they reached and touched the little
snow-flake of a hand resting on her
knee; ‘‘Maggie Miller, if you knew
that the telling of that secret would
make you perfectly wretched, would
you, wish to hear it?"’

For a moment Mag was
and then, half laughingly, she re-
plied: “I'd risk it, Hagar, for I
neve™ wanted to know anything half
80 bad in all my life. Tell it to
me, wen't you?”'

Very beautiful looked Maggie Wil-
ler then. Her straw hat sat jauntily
on one side of her head;, her glossy
hair combed smoothly back, her soft,
lustrous  eycs shining with eager
curiosity, and her cheeks -flushed
with excitement. Very, very beauti-
ful she secmed to the old  woman,
who, ‘in her intense longing to take
the bright cregture to her bosom,
was for an insiant sorely tempted.

“Margaret!’’ she began, and at the
sound of her voice the young  girl
shuddered involuntarily,
et!’’ she said again, but ere ano-
ther word was uttered the autumn
wind, which for, the last half hour

silent,

‘had heen rising rapidly, came roar- ;

ing down the wide-mouthed chimn
and the heavy firchoard fell u:

) 1y erushing old Hagar -

dous er;
1agar’s foot,
for a time all though
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laggie's mind.
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Carting Blue Ribbon Tea to Colombo
When Blue Ribbon Tea i hermetically sealed in lead it is

carted from the upland districts of the interior of Ceylon—where

only the best tea grows —to Colombo, there to %

be shipped to Canada, A queer cavalcade it

makes—but it carries the richest, creamiest, most

delicious tasting tea in the universe.

Forty Cents

Should be Fifty

self-défence, old. lagar, whén 'she saw
her coming, would steal away to the
low-roofed chamber, and hiding be-
hind a pile of rubbish, would listen
breathlessly, while Margareét hunted
for her in vain. 'Then, when she
was gone, she would crawl out from
her hiding-place, covered with cob-
webs and dust, and muttering to
herself- ‘I never expected this, and
it’s more than 1 can bear. Why will
she torment me so, when a know-
ledge of the secret would drive her
mad!”’

This, however, Maggie Miller did
not know. Blessed with an uncom-
mon degree of curiosity, which in-
creased each time she saw old Ha-
gar, she resolved to solve the mys-
tery, which she felt sure was con-
nected with herself, though in what
manner she could not guess. ‘‘But
4 will know,”’ she would say +to
herself when returning from a fruit-
less quizzing of old  Hagar, whose
hiding-place she had at last discov-
ered. ‘I will know what ’'tis about
nlne. I shall never be quite happy till

do."”

Ah, Maggie, Maggfe, be happy
while you can, and leave the secret
alone . 1t will come to you 8oon
enougli—ayec, soon enough,

(To Be Continued.)
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Cholly — Did he reaaly say 1 had
more money than bwains? How
widiculous ¢

Sharpe — Why, so? Didn’t you bor-
row a dollar of him to-day'?

PRBEREASORE
* There are sixty-six languages spok-
en in New York.

I wonder if that includes the one
spoken by the guick-Imnch waiters.

is none too good for ,home
baking.

Beaver
Flour

is as near perfection as flous .
ever gets. It contains alf
that is best in the wheat.
No matter how capable the
cook, the ‘best bread or
pastry cannot be made with-
out Beaver Flour, It is
for sale at

your gro-

< cer’s. Ask

him for it.
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. SUFFERED
FOR THREE YEARS.
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AND RUSHING OF BLOOD-
TO THE HEAD.

APPETITE WAS GONE.
TRIED MARY DIFTCRENY npnniu Uy
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‘BUY THE BEST !

King
Washing
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' .Are the best money can buy.
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2. 8505088

Regbs S LS

0

o 5 e
e




