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It's Your Nerves.

“#t's the Conditionof Your
Nerves That Either
Makes Your Life a
Round of\Pleasure
or a Use'ess Burden.

To many women life is one round
of sickpess, weakness and ill bealth.
To attempt even the: lightest house-
bold daties fatigues them. Many of
#he symptoms accompinying this state
of decline are: a feeling of ti
waking, faintness, dizziness, sinking
feeling. palpitation “of the heart,
shortness of breath, loss of appetite,
cold hands and feet, headache, dark
circ.es ander the eyes, pain in the back
and side and all other accompaniments
of a run down and weakene dconsti-
tation.

All these symptoms and conditions
are simp'y the result of a poor qual~
ity and defective circulation of the
blood, with: a wasting away of the
ner¥e forces.

By feeding the system with

varn's

BLYOD AKD FERVE PILLS

You strike at the foot of the disease
and lay a sold foundation on which to
baild. S,00 the weight increases, the
sunken cheeks apd flattened busts fin
out, the eyes get bright and the thriil
of renewed health and strength vi-
brates through the system.

50 cts. por box ; five boXes for $2.00;
all druggists, or
DOCTOR WARD CO.,
Toronto, Ont.

Don’t Make..
. & .‘\ N“St&ke

YOU WILL —ea>

¥ looking for a birthday, weddingor
Xmas present, purchase before seeing
the fine telected stock of fancy china
goods, at MeConnell's, Park St,, East.
A large variety to choose from . at
prices that will please you. We have
the vindow display of fancy

Calland see 1it.

Saturday, Nov 17
We will have a 10¢, 15¢. and 25c.

counter
New goods, latest designs and very

pretty

WE SELL
Dinner sets, $6.50, 97 pieces.
Tea sots, 00, 44 pleces.

ts, $1.95 each.

Our grocery stock is now compiete,
Our prices, why ! they can’t be beat,
Roasted coffee, in berry, or ground,
Oniy dghteen cents per Ib.

Chamber

Pork and Beans, 5c. per can.

Pickles, 10¢, per bottle.

¥igs, 5c. per 1b.

Ginger snaps, 5c. per Ib.

New Prumes, 10c par |b.

New selected Raisins, Currants,
Prunes, Figs and Apricots, sugar cured
amoked shoulder, 12 1-2¢ per 1b; hams
and bacom, best corn cured.

Leave your order with us and we
will-give it our prompt attentiom.

fohn McConnell

Phone 190. Park 8t., Bast

fign of the Star

In Using
Baking
Powder

Mothing but the-purest should be
R . ' 3

It i & well known Ifact that this an
diale of food been. adulter-
and to s “The
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Behind the Mask.

have ever known and the most event-
ful one of my life."”

““And the end is not yet.
waits to decide between us.”
Sir Norman shrugged his should-
ers. {
“True! But I have little doubt !
what that decision will be. "I pre.
suige you will have to deliver . up
your prisoners before you can visit
her, and I will avail myself of the |
opportunity to -snatch a few mo- ‘
ments to fulfill a melancholy duty of
my own."” :

““As you please; I have no objec-
tion: but in that case you will need
someone to guide you to the place
of  rendezvous; so I will order my pri-
vate attendant, yonder, to keep you
in sight, and guMe-yoti to me when

Leoline

your businesp is ended.”’

The count{ had given (he order to
start, the mjoment they had left’ the
ruin, and the converssiion had been
earried on while riding at a break-
neck gallop. Sir Norman thanked
him for his offer, and they rode in
gilence until tl teached the city,
and their paths diverged; Sir Nor-
man's leading to the apothecary’s
shop where he had left Ormiston,
and the | count's leading—he best
knew where George—the attendant
referred” to—joined the knight, and
leaaving his Horse in his care, Sir
Norman entered the shop, and en-
countered the spectral proprietor at
the door.

“What of my friend?’ "was his

eager inquiry “Has he yet shown

signs of returning consciosness?”’
“Alas, no!''replied the apothecary,
with a-“groan, that cafie wailing up
like a ‘Whistle; “he was so excessive-
ly dead, that there was no use keep-
| ing him; and as the room was want-

|l ed for other purposes, I—pray, my
dear sir, don’t look so violent—I

put him in the pest-cart and had him
buried.”’

“In the plague-pit!’”’ shouted Sir
Norman, making a spring at him;

put the man darted off like a ghost-
into the inner room, and
and boltea the door in a

lv flash
('\lr.ﬁ'-(l
twinkling. -

Sir Norman kicked at it spitefully,
but it wesisted his every efiort; and,
overcoming a strong. temptation to
smish every bottle in_the shop, he
sprang once more iffo the saddle,
and rode off to the plague-pit. It
was the second time within the last
twelve - hours hed had stood there;
and, on the previous occasion, he
who now lay in it. had stood by his
side. Fe looked down, sickened and
horror-struck. Perhaps, before an-
other morning, he, too, might be
there: and feeling his blood run cold
at the thought, he was turning away
when somedne came rapidly up, and
sank down, 'with a moaning,’ gasp-
ing cry on its very edge:~ That
shape—tall and slender, and grace-
tul—he knew very well; and leaning
over her, he laid his hand on her
shoulder, and exclaimed:

“La Masque!"™

CHAPTER XXI.

The cowering form rose up, but,
seeing who it was, sank down again,
with its face in the dust, and with
another prolonged, moaning cry.
“Madame Masque!’’ he said, won-
dering, ““what is this?"’

He bent to raise her; but, with a
sort of scréam, she held out her arms
to keep him back. :
“No, nogue!l: Touch me not! Hate

me—kill me! I have murdered your
friend!””

Sir Norman recoiled as if from &
deadly serpent. . '

“Murdered him! Madame, in heav-
en’'s name, What have you said?”’
*Oh, I have not stabbed him, ‘or
poisoned him, or shot him; but 1
am his murderer, nevertheless!’’ she
wailed, writhing in a sort of gnaw-
ing inward torture.
“Madame, I do not understand
you at all, Surely you are raving
when you talk like this.”* *

Still moaning on the edge of the
plague-pit, she half rose up, with
both hands clasped tightly over her
heart, o is she would have held
back from all human ken the anguish
that was destroying her.

“*No—no, 1 am not mad—pray

! have been the cause of it.

heaven 1 were! Oh, that they had
strangled me in the first hour of my
birth, as they would a viper, rather
than I should have lived through all
this life of misery and guilt, to end
it by this last, worst erime of all.”

Sir Norman stood and looked at
her with a dazed expression. He
knew well enough whose murderer
she called herself; but why she did
so0, or how she could possibly bring
about his death was a mystery alto-
gether too deep for him to solve.

“Madame, compose yourself, I be-
seech you, and-tell me what you
mean. It is to my friend, Ormis-
ton, you allude—is it not?"*
“Yes—yes; surely Yyou need not
ask.”
“I know that-he is dead and buri-
ed in this horrible place; but why
you should accuse yourself of ~mur-
dering him, I confess 1 do not
know."

“Then you shall,” she cried pas-
sionately. ‘‘And you will wonder at
it na longér. You are the last one
to whom the revelation can ever be
made on earth; and now that my
hours are numbered, it matters little
whether it is told or not, Was it
pot you who first Jound him dead?”

“It was —yes. And how he came

self in vain to discover ever:since.

tohhnd.lhtvobeelmny.:
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*You have no hand in it.”" he en-
swered, with a cold chill at the
tone and look, “for he loved.you.'

“I have had a hand in it—I alone
But for
me he would be living still.”’

“Madame!'’ exclaimed Sir Norman
in horror. °

“¥ou need not look us If you
thought me mad; for I tell you it is
heaven’s truth! You say right—he
loved me; but for that love ke would
be living now!"’ :

“He told you that, did he?’

“He did.’ He told me you were to
remove vour mask, and if, on seeing
you,*he still loved you, you were to
be his wife.”’

““Then woe to LIm for ever having
extorted such a promise from me.
Oh, I warned him again ana again,
and again. I told him it would be,
I begged him to desist, but he was
blind: he was mad; he would rush os
to his own doom! Ldulfilled my pro-
mise, and behold the result!

She pointed with a frantic cestwre
to the plague-pit and wrung her
beautiful hapds with the same moan-
ing of anguish

“Do I héar aright?”’ said Sir Nor-
man, looking at her, and really
doubting if his ears had not deceiv-
ed him. ‘Do you mean to =ay that

in kgeping your woid and showing
him ®your face you have caused- his
death?”’ 5

“Y do. I had warned him of if by
fore I told him there were sights
too horrible to look on and live, but
nothing would convince him! Oh,

why, was the curse of life ever 'be-
stowed upon such a hideous thing as
n" -

Sir Norman gared at.her in a state
of- hopeless bewilderment. He had
thought, from the moment he saw
her first, there was something Wrong
with her brain, to make her act in
such a myvsterious, centric sort of
way; but he nad never positively

thought her so far gone as this In
his own mind, ae sct her down now,
as being mad as a March hare, and
accordingly ahswered in that sooth-
ing tone people use to®imbeciles
“My dear Madame Masque, pray do
not excite yourself, or say such,
dreadful things. I am sure you
would not wilfully cause the death of
anyone, much less that of one who
loved you as he did.”

I.a Masque broke into a wild laugh
almost worse to hear than her for-
mer despairing moans.

““The man thinks me mad. He will
not believe, unless he sees and knows
for himself. Perhaps you, too, Sir
Norman Kingsley,”' she gried, chang-
ing into sudden fierceness, “would
like to see the face behind this mask?
—would like to see what has slain
your friend, and share his fate?”’
“Certainly,’”” said Sir Norman. ar
should like to see it, and I think 1
may safely promise not to die from
the effects. But, surely, madame,
you deceive yourself: no face, how-
ever ugly, even supposing you to pos-
sess such a one—could possibly pro-
duce such dismay as to cause dbath.””
““You shall see.” .
She was looking down into the
plague-pit, standing so close to its
cracking edge, that Sir Norman's
blood ran cold in the momentary ex®
pectation to see her slip and fall
headlong in. Her voice was less
fierce and wild, but her hands were
still clasped tigntly over her heart as
if to ease the unutterable pain there.
Suddenly she looked up and said, in
an altered tone:

““Yeu have lost ILeoline.’’
“And“found her again. She is in the
wer of one (bunt I’Estrange.”
“And 1 in his power, pray, how
have you found her?'’

““Because we are both to meet in
her within this very hour,
and shé is to decide between us.”
‘‘Has Count L'Estrange promised

““Not the slightest.”

“How came you to know she wWas
o‘nﬂ‘:ﬂ off by this count!’’

b confessed it himsell.”

**Voluntarily?™

“No; I taxed him with it, and he
owned to the deed; but he veluntarily

to take me to her and abide
by her decision.”

“Extraordinary!” sald La Masque,
as if to herself. “Whimsical as he is.
I scarcely expected he would give her
up so easily as this.”

“Then you know him, madame?”
said Sir Norman, pointedly.

‘““There are few things I do not
know, and rare are the guises I can-
not penetrate. So you have diseover-

“*No, madame, eves were not
sharp enough, nor'"had I sufficient
cleverness, even, for that. It was Hu-
bert, the FEarl of Rochester's page,
who told me who he was.”

“Ah; the page. You have been
speaking to him. What do you think
of his resemblance to léoline?”

: +1 think it is the most astonishing
resemblance 1 ever saw. But he is
not the only one wheo bears 1.e0+
line's face.”

“And the other i=s?"

“The other is she whom you sent
me to see in th> old ruins. Madame,
I wish you would tell me the secret
of this wonderful likeness; for I am
coriain you know, and I am equally
eertain it is not accidental.’ ;

“You are right. lLeoline knows
already; for, with the ent
that my end was near, 1 visited her
when you left, and gave her the
whole history in wyiting, The eéx-

tion i= sinple enough. Leo-

we know the efficacy of this

our remedy. We give you the
names and addresses of the fol-
Jadies to whom you can
eite if you are in doubt :

o g e s

better now. | was
es aad back-

now. fu,
to procure Dr. Coderre’s Red Pills and ]
recommend them to all sick women.”

Miss Margaret Cahill, 0 Orange St., Man.
chester, N. H., writes:

health. I would not havée thought that a

“ When I bought a box of Dr. Coderre’s
could not sleep at night. T was discou
I tried a lut of remedies, 1
medicine. How glad I au
have cured me. i
only known about them socncr. They are

derre’s Red Pills will cure,

we mean and they should try
to cure themselves. When we recommend Dr.
Coderre’s Red Pills to them, we are right and

what we say, although we do not want’
We would rather leave it to | fres. There

had such terrible headaches and pains everywhere. 1 was getting
, 1 was discouraged, having used o many
Temedies without effect. 1 will never be witheut Dr. Coderre’s | 2Ct wonderfully.
Rod Pills agatn, for they do not cost much and they are so good.” | Tgblets are the best cathartic in existence.

Mrs. Reynolds, 202 Reynolds St., Grand Rapids, Mich., writes.
dead with headaches and backaches. 1 wds so nervems that
it all of no use, and 1
that 1 found your Red "
Jow mu. . money 1 would have stved if 1

§ have ever taken. 1 will always have some in my house.”

Headache is not the only mmﬁ that Dr. Co-|-to you the umohgnm receipt of price. Bach

only dependent on other symptoms peculiar to
women, such as derangement, irregularities, i :
stomach troubles, and in fact all those symptoms |THE _FRANCO AMERICAN CH EMICAL CO

Our Doctor '&m
answer every one of your X

write them and give a full
case, or if you would rather
at their offices, they will give you good advice,
is no doctor who

y and we can

can
! better advice than our

“Dr. Coderre’s Red Pills have restored me to my former | Jarre’s Pnrxative Tablets together with m

few months ago, &s 1

Red Pills. These two remedics taken togethef
Dr. Coderre’s. Purgative

De: Coderre’s Red Pills for Pale and Weak
Red Pills | wasnearly | Women are sold by all first class druggists at
'hd lost 43 wmbition. | 50¢,. per box or six box®s for §2.5. If you can-

dm‘a not procure them where you live, or if you are
afraid of imitations or - substitu write toflE

us sending the money and we will mail them

eadaches are box contains iﬁ.’ 1 for 506G 5
Address all correspendence to :

Why GLre, Cavil Failed to De Inform=-
ed by lice Hosband,

“1 didn't tell you. did L. Mildred,”
said Mr. Cavil te tis wite, “that | saw
sour sister Jane down town this day
week ¥
“No. you didn't, €harles Augustus
Cavil.” replied Mrs. Cavil. “Why dJdido’t
you?" y
“Well, you see”—
“Yes. 1 see. You meet the only sister
1 have iu the world, and instead of
coming straight home and telling me
about it the saihe day. as any respect-
able husband would bave done, you
keep the matter secret & whole treek
end then ask carelessly If yow bave
mentioned the fact that you saw her.”
“But, my dear”-
“Don’t but me. Charles Augustus Ca-
viL | have no doubt that she sent me
a message by you. and you pot only
talled to deliver 't. but by this time
you have forgotten what it was abeut.
Tell me if thls Isn't the case.”
“My dear, It was this way'—
“Don't tell me It was that way,
Charjes Augustus Cavil | know ex-
actly bow it was. You simply didn’t
care a straw whether | knew that you
had seen Sister Jane or not or you
would mot have walted a whole week
to tel}l me you had seen her.”

“But } didn’t say } saw her,” Mr. Ca~
vil said at length. \

“Then I'd like to know what youw daid
say, Charles Acgustus Caril”

“] asked you If | told you that I saw
her.” explained Mr. Cavil

“Well, why didn’t you teil we?"

“The reason | didn't tell you was be-
cause | didn't see ber; that’s all”

Mrs. Cavil gasped and was speoeb_
less.

A Triek of Mmdian Thieves. '
in some of the thieves' schools in In
Cloumulnrmumo(mhhcb
'gone through In the art of “pouching.”
or concealing articles of value in the
roat. The Englishman, a newspaper
published ia Calcutta, thus describes

process:
“At first & small plece of lead, at-
tached to & thread, is swallowed and
h’nwleﬂ-dthmu
¢ the sac In the throat. As
bas Leen thoroughly learn-
coated with ime. This

the
the article to be pouched Is
unylncmudntﬂhh-w
many

EG

&gf%
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H

of the indian thieves can
8 or 10 rupees at onco._"—'l‘uo.-

all and Empire.

——————
Casting Metala,

As 1s well known, some metals are
unsuitable for casting, while others,
Ii¥e iron, can readily be cast in any de-
sired shape. The property of casting
well is said to depend upon whether
the metal contracts or expands on so-
lidifying trom the liquid form. Iron,
like water, expands in solidifying, and
hence the solid metal may be seen
floating in the liquid iron about it. The
expansion causes it to fll the die Into
which it Is poured, and so it can be
eust easily. Gold and silver contract
in cooling and therefore are not suita-
bie for casting. :
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line, Miranda and Hubert are sisters
and heather ' g
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| Bhe rose .u drew
.-,.*;" Rpes - s f

which ' suffering women know so well |g.s on, . § Mont# fi
PR ) D Coderre’s Red Plls get sight to the oot B biae™ | "% St bamast.
For »ale by C H Gunn & Co, Chatham.
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Matches

\

PRODUCE A QUICK, SURE LIGHY EVERYTIME.

| =——FOR_SALE ——

By All First Class Dealers

Por packing’BUTTER, LARD, HONRY, ete., use

Eddy Antiseptic Package:

+4

Geo. Stephens
- &Co.

are the only firm in Chatham-
who hand)l'e the Souvenir
Ranges. These Ranges are
being used very extensively
¢ }md. are giving la ‘
action in every particular.
Every range they sell is fully
warranted. They also carty
a complete line of Cooking ||
and Heating Stoves, the most |
complete assortment in Chat- .
hamgand their prices are right &
-4 —For Stove urniture of any
. % kind they have the best l\g .
W,
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perfect satis- =
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in the West.
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