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MEDICAL.

DR J. P. SIVEWRIGHT.—Office and
residence, 117 King street, {over
Backus’ Harness Shop) telephone
236. Night bell.

A. A. BICKS, D. D. S.—Honor grade-
ate of Philadelphia Dental Coliege
and Hospital of Oral Surgery,

Philadelphia, Pa., also honor gradu.

ate of Royal College of Dental Sur-
geons, Toronto. Office over Turn-
er's drug store, 26 Rutherford
Block.

LODGES.

WEI LINGTON Lodge
No. 46, A. F. & A. M,
G R. C., meets on ﬂu
first Monday of 2very
month, in the Masonic
Haﬂ, Fifth St., at 7.3¢
m. Visiting brethrer
eamh welcomed.
J. S. BLACK, W. M.
ALEX. GREGORY, Sec.

ANCIENT ORDER UNITED WOBK»
MEN.

Kindness to loved ones can best
be shown by taking steps to shield
their future from the cold charity
of the world. Do not delay, but ob-
tain a beneficiary certificate in some
benevolent society, and bear in mind
that the A. O. UU. W. is the best in-
stitation of the Kind in existence.

There is a steady increase in our
membership, and nothing but good
news comes to us from the Order
wherever existing.

Visiting Brethren heartily welcome.
W. G. ARNOLD, J. R. SNELL,

Master Workman, Recorder.

LEGAL.
l B. RANKIN, K. C — Barrister, No
tary Public, etec., Victoria Blook
Obatham.

BN. F. SMITH — Barrister, Solicitor

eto. Office, King Street, west of
_the Market. Money to loan ox
liortmas. tr

J B. O'FLYNV—-Barrister, Bolicitor,

ote., Conveyancer, Notary Publie

Office; King Stree:, opposite Merv
ob.anta Bank, G’batham. Ont. i

SMITB & GO&VP,LL—Barristers, %o—
licitors, ete., L{drrmon Hall, Chat-
ham; Herber D. Smith, County
Crown Attorney, R. L. Gosnell.

WIISOV PIKE &. GU.\DY——Ba.rnl-
ters, BSolicitors of the Supreme
Court, Notaries Public, etc. Money
to loan on Mortgages, at lowest
rates, Office, Fifth Street. Mat-
thew Wilson, K. C., W. E. Gundy,
J. M: Pike.

HOUSTON, STONE & SCANE—Barris
ters, Solicitors, Conveyancers, Now
taries Public, etc. Private funds te
loan at lowest current rates. Office
Scane’s Block, King Street.

M. HOUSTON, FRED. STONE, w‘.,hw.
H‘A‘IE
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%+ THomMAS SCULLARD i

o
- Barrister %
i 25! Vietoria Block, ¢ hathem, Ont .,
i Money to Loan on I
4 Land Security B
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COLLEGES.

R i Wlll Pay You Best in the End

CANADA BUSINESS COLLEGE,
Chatham, Ont,

Hans issoed its annua! lst of students piaced dur

The numberis 3606 What do you

sy last year
The number for the year preceed-

thank of it?
ug that, 230

Dioes this magnificent showing and increasing
demind not tell you something'?

¥all term opens Tuesday, SEptember 2nd

1f ioterested, write for list and handsome
calalague, kK

D McLACHILAN & CO., Chatham, Ont,

Summer Session
FromJuly 7th

pext will be held in connection
with the regular work of each De-
_partment of the

CENTRAL BUSINESS
COLLEGE, - Toronto

8pecial Courses in wcunting,
Bhorthand, ‘Iypewriting,
Penmanship, Htc.

No Vacations, Students may re-
gister for a full or partial course at
Address

any time. Cirgulars free,

W, H.SHAW, Principal,
Yoage and Gerhard $ts—=1
Write for particulars,

Toronto
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We are Back Again to

REGULAR PRICES |
With the Best Work in t
the Oity. Goods Oalled .
for and Delivered. i

Parisian Stam Laundry

' 3 Telephone 20

MONEY T0 LEND

ON LAND MORTGAGE,
ON CHATTEL MORIGAGE,

P

e e

AGIRL OF
THE PEOPLE:

By Mrs. C. N. Wililamson i
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I looked up at him through the
streaming tears, and only knew then,
with his words, that I was crying. How
good it was to see him again, and to
think that he was safe—that I had
been in time! There he stood, gazing
down at me, with a wonderful light in
his dark eyes; and I told myself that
I ought to be very happy to have

ratoned for the past by winning his gra-

titude, even though another woman
owned the treasure of his love.

“I didn’t know that I was crying,” 1
said, weakly. “But—but I can't help
it. Ah—oh! I thank Heaven that I was
in time.” ;

“I'm glad that it isn’t quite a matter
of indifference to you whether I live
or die. 1 rather thought it was. But
1 don’t at all understand either the at-
tack, its cause, or what brought you
here in the nick of time.”

“I knew what Roger Cope would try
to do to you,” I stammered. *“I'd been

. warned. As soon as I heard that hate-

ful man’s name, 1 seemed to see every-
thing, just as if it were printed in big
letters in the pages of a book. I knew
that Roger had kept friendly with the
people in Easel street, and that he'd
made up some story to set Welcome
against you.”

“But I'm more in a fog than ever,”
said Mr. Bourke. ‘“The man Welcome
had screwed his courage to the stick-
ing place with much drink. He was
half mad with it. But what I had done
to displease him, or where Sir! Roger
eomes in, is a mystery, Had Welcome
made himself offensive to you with his
attentions when you lived in his neigh-
borhood 7"’

“Yes,” 1 said, shamefacedly, begin-
ning to be conscious of great mortifica-
tion because it had been a mad, mis-
taken jealousy which had urged the
sordid wretch to attempt a crime.
“But as for Roger,” I hurried on, rush-'
ng away from the painful /subject,
‘you see his only chance, as he was too
cautious and too ecowardly to act for
himself,'was to have you put out of the
way by some means before the truth
could possibly be known. And it was
all my fault, really, because he found
out through what I had told.”

“The truth? What truth?” John
Bourke asked, desperately. “We are
having a strange enough game of cross
purposes. I shall have to go to the
police-station Iin a moment. 1 only
stopped because I could not leave you
as you were. But don’'t send e away
with a bandage over my eyes.”

“Oh, I forgot!” I cried. “I'm in a fog,
too, and you will not wonder when you
know everything. It's a story about
yourself I have to tell you.  Yourself
and—and the heart-shaped scar on
your arm. It mneans that your name is
Cope-—-that Roger's title, and Roger's
money, and Roger’'s estates are all, all
yours. And you don't know what it is
to me to be the one—after your good-
ness—tio come with the news.”

Then 1 told him everything; every-
thing, that is, that concerned himself:
confusedly, brokenly; but I made him
understand. And he looked very pale
and grave, almost sad, not at all like a
man who has just heard that he has
fallen heir to a title and a fortune. And
he walked up and down the room, with
his hands behind his back, in the way
I knew so well, while my beart ached
with love for him—love that could nev-
er be satisfied in this world.

“It all tits together like a puzzle,” he

said, thoughtfully “All my earli@gst
recollections I was adopted by a ).:u:.d
pld fellow—a crossing-sweeper in White-
chapel He used to beat me some-
times, but not when he was sober, And
I soild papers when 1 was old enough
to call out the names. Afterwards we
moved up to the north of London, It's

gasy enough to see how the traces of
such insignificant little walf might
be lost in a few years.”

CHAPTER XXVII, 1
All Mystery Ended,

"“And it's you—you who have g®vea
me back a name, a real right to existe
ence, such as I never felt I had be-
tore. No wonder that her face he!d
my eyves and gave me a strange feeling,
as if memory were struggling 'to tell
me something and could not. How
beautiful she was! My mother—my
own mother—who loved and sorrowed
for me! If it had not been for you—""
he checked himself, biting his lip, and
I saw a slow flush mount to the square
forechead, where the dark halr grew in
a way that seemed marvelously at-
tractive to me,

“Please tell me what you were going
to say,” I pleaded, almost humbly.

“I can’'t—and yet, after all, I don’t
know why not. I will tell you! 1 was
going to say that, if it had not been
for you that night at the theater, I
ghould carry with me now a more vivid
recollection of her. 1 saw her first.
8he was looking down out of the box,
and 1 thought that never had 1 seen a
more beautiful woman. Her face
thrilled me. But then you came for-

t ward from the bacl wt' the box like a

white against the dark back-
ground-—and rhis on the stage
shone up into your eyes, turning them
into jewels, your hair to a halo of gald.
After that I looked no more at her. 1
wish to Heaven that I had!

“For the last forty hours I would
have given much If I had never seen
you at all,” he went on. “That letter
you left for me was a blow, and J——
3ut I feel differently now. True, some-
thing has gone out of my life that can
never come back. But you have given
me the memory of a dear mother, and
of course the hope of great worldly ad-
vantages besides, It was more than
kind of you to be in such haste to
bring me good news, and to wish to.
warn me of danger. You have not told
‘me yet, though, why you went to that
house In the country where you heard
this strange story. 1 only know that
you were tired of being my secretary;
that something pleasanter was offered
you, as you told me in the letter which
made such agreeable reading; that you
met & woman who took you down to
the country. Am I to know nothing
more of your movements since I saw

he footli

' you last?”’

“Now that you understand about
Roger,” I said, “I will tell you of the
woman who took me into the country,
and why I went,” So he had the tale of
the meeting at the Marble Arch, and
my strange Jjourney with Walter

Cenuine
Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.
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See Pac-Simile "Wrapper Betow.

Very smal end as easy

€0 take aS STJuR.
FOR HEADATHE,
FOR DIZZINESS.
FOR BILIDUSHESS.
FOR TORPID LIVER.
FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKIN.

CURF SICK HEADAGHE. ~

Leign's Siscer.

“You said nothing to me of having
seen such an advertisement in the pa-
per!" he exclaimed.

“Because I did not see it till after:
you had left me. It was Lady Feo
Ringwood w ho brought-the paper, and#
Rogér Cope who told her to do it!” As/
[ impulsively gave him this piece of in-{
formation, I remembered all that it in-'
volved, and the blood sprang to my!
(-h.-vk.c as if they had been struck.

‘Roger Cope told her to do {t? What|
had he to do with her coming here!
that day?"”’

I hung my head, and tried to collect
my wits for reasonable answer.

“Is this another mystery?”

“Oh, no; not a mystery at all. But!
you see—Roger is so secret in his ways,
as you know well now. He wanted to
get me away, and—oh! that is not what
I rmeant to say, but—but—"

John Bourke suddenly caught both|
my¥ hands, looking very determined,
very much more excited and eager than!
he had when he was hearing of his ownl
good fortune.

“Had Lady Feo Ringwood anything!
to do with that cruel letter you wrote?
You shall tell me, Sheila!”

“J—wrote it of my own free wilL"”

“Did she say to you that you ought
to leave this house? For Heaven's sake
answer—and answer truly.”

“She—thought for your sake

“Confound the woman!"” cried John
Rourke, dropping my hands. Never
had I seen him look like that. Never
had I heard his voice in anger. He
took a turn away from me, then came
hastily back. “Sheila, tell me that rou
didn’t mean what you said in that let-
ter.” i

“I—it was for vour own good,” 1
stammered. *“But.iL almost broke my
heart.”

“It utterly broke mine. It broke my
future. All the dream of happiness I'd
dared to raise. You knew 1 loved you,
didn't you, Sheila?”

“Loved me! Oh, no, no; I belleved it
was Lady Feo.”

HImpossible! 1 had never a thought
of her. There never was a woman in
the world for me but you. Since the
night of “The Bells,” though I've not
always been happy, I've known the
great secret of life. And when I found
you on Waterloo Bridge I hoped that!
Heaven meant you for me. I dared to
hope that—till your letter came—
though I hddn’t meant to tell you while!
you were in this house, with any mis-
taken feeling of obligation—of ‘grati-
tude,” as you would call it--in yeur
heart, Gratitude from you to me!
When my life is yours, when there's no
world for me without you!"

A knock at the door, and Mrs. Jen-
nett: “If you please, Mr. Bourke, the
proceedings can’'t go on at the police-
station without you.”

The claim of Sir John Cope to his
birthright, his title and his fortune
was easily established—all the more
easily, perhaps, because Roger Cope
had disappeared before the law could
be set in motion to find him. Walter
Leigh told his story, and it was enough
—though Sintra, his sister, chose sul-
lenness and reticence for her part in
this last act of the . drama. John saw
the man who had sinned against him,
received complete identification, and
gave forgiveness,

Walter Leigh d!4 not die until after
John and I were married. As for Sin-
tra—the “woman in black”-— the rest
of her. life will be lived away from
England; and if the knowledge that her
malice 1s forgiven can bring her hap-
piness, we are glad that she should

| have it. For it Is easy to forgive

when one is happy, and sometimes [
think that I must be the happiest wo-
man in the world,

(The end.)

On His Own,

*“While I was engaged to her she
made me give up drinking, smoking
and golf. Last of all, I gave up some-
thing on my own account.” “What was
that?* “The girl."—"“Judge.”

Mrs. O'Rourke (to charitable old Mr,
Hartwell, who is giving away poultry
to the needy)—Long life to yer honor;
sure, I'll niver see a goose agin, but

_I'll think of yez!—Harlem “Life.”

Mrs. Malaprop — That's young Mr.
Jenkins. He's engaged to be married,
you know, Mrs, Gabble—Indeed? And
§s that the young woman with him
now? “Yes, that's his flasco,”—FPhila~
delphia “Presa’

Family trees are supposed to have
an aristocratic bearing.

e e
Bad habits grow with much less cul-
tivation than good omes

B S
Dog days are better than cat mgh‘,s
with mosquitoes thrown in.

perance.

‘1 saw two 15-yecar-old girk®

Fver in the world.
But when I'ie your manmma

1 won't make you cuided.
I won't wash your hanny pans,
" Ditty as a pig.
When you grow down little

And | grow up big.

That's the way with mammas—
Turn about—for when

Their young children grow up to folks
They grow down again.

Then they are their baby's child,
Then 1 dance a jig.

You will grow down litt&e
While I grow up big.

Then I'll give you candy,
Take you to ths :
And U'li 'pank you if you re bad,
1 won’t hurt you, though.
I won't give you castor oil
Nor call vou little pig
When you grow down little
And I grow up big.

When I am the mamma,
Then we'll play and play,
And I'll tell you stories
All day, every day.
When .we're tired, we'll find some dirt
And we’ll dig and dig,
When you grow down little
And 1 grow up »ig.

Dividing a Long Sermon.

Dr. Samuel Buell of the last half
of the eighteenth century, who used
to preach two or three hours, like
Isaac Barrows, was ingenious in de-
taining his congregation. On one oc-
casion after preaching nearly two
hours—as long as he could feel secure
in the presence of all his hearers—he
remarked that he was done preaching
to sinners and that they weres at lib-
erty to go. The rest of his discourse
would be addressed to good people.

A gentleman who once went to
hear him stated that when the hour-
glass was nearly ready to be turned
a second time from the commence-
ment of his sermon, he said, much to
the relief of tln- person who related
it, “‘Once more. After going on
some ught or ten minutes longer he
said, ‘“To conclude,”” and after an-
other about equal interval he said,
“Lastly.’”’

The  gentleman added that he ex-
pected every moment to hear him
say, “‘Everlastingly.”

Tryimng.

There are some cases in which a
correct musical ear causes its succes-
sor g good deal of discomfort.

“F suppose you  heaird Squire
Sampson’s daughter’s voice pretty
loud in the hymns, my dear?” said
parson Fawecett, inquiringly, to his
little wife, at the close of the morn-
ing service,

“] used to think when she lived
here before her  marriage that her
voice was very strong, but not—er—
not exactly reliable, perhaps, as tlo
pitch xs

“Mr. Fawcett,” replied the minis-
ter’'s wife, while 5 flush rose to her
cheeks, ‘1 suppose she that was
Arabella Sampson thinks she is prais-
ing the Lord when she sings; and far
be it from me to say that she
doesn’t; but I must say it is all I
can do to praise Him at the same
time!"

The (at Column.

Oné of the features in which Eng-
lish periodicals for women differ from
American magazines of the same
class is in the “‘cat column.’”” There
is a section devoted to cat gossip in
many of them, in which well Known
catteries are described, the good
points of their inmates and the meth-
ods of their owners set forth and the
troubles of unnﬂ/mh-nts discussed,
all with an unconscious gravity and
a dignity of style which approach the
humorous in our eves. The illness
and consequent absence from a show
of a famous cat are thus gravely
chronicled in a recent publication :
“She was prevented from appearing
at Edinburgh by an unfortunate ac-
cident, having got a fish bone firmly
fixed in her nose while eating her
supper. She has got well over the
eflects, barring a slight weakness of
the eyes, which will no doubt pass
off in a day or two.”

More Important,

A story is told of a physician in
China who had mismanaged a case,
whereupon the indignant family seiz-
ed him and tied him up, but in the
night he managed to free himself,
and escaping by swimming a river,
which cut off his pursuit.

When he reached home he found
his son, who had just begun to study
medicine, pouring over his hooks. He
wrung out his wet clofhes, and, turn-
ing to the student, said gravely

“My son, don’t be in. a hurry with
your books The first and most im-
i)(n'f;\ul thihg is to learn to swim.

Kipling n 1otal Absrainer.
Tlere are Kipling’s views on tem-
“I used to take a glass reg-
wlarly,” he says, “until ont day, go-
ing along the streets of Masmchester,
reel out
of a public house, stagger across the
payement, and fall in the gutter,
From that time I have been a total
abstainer. 8o are all my household.”

A Behearsal.

Robby—Sister will be down in a
few minutes, Mr. Softly; she's up-
stairs rehearsing.

Mr. Softly (who has come prepar-
cd)—W-whut is she r-rehearsing. B-
bobhy?

Bobby—1 don’t knew; but she's
standing in front of the mirror, and
blushing and saying. ~‘Ch, Mr. Soft-
ly—er—this is so sudden

CUuselfish Sentiment.

To know Christ and Christianiily
is to have the vision extended and
the insight deepened and to have sel-
fishness extracted from the work of
life Unsellish  service is the Mas-
cer's examnple.~Rev., Dr. Moore.

Good Money in Mutten.
Farmers who at one time abandon-
el sheep are again bringing them on
the farms. They are also learning
that there is more money in mutton
thaa in wool,
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*
Aperfect Remedy for Const
tion, Sour Stomach, Dmrrig:a’

Worms Convulsions Feverish-
mrss and LOSS OF SLEEP.

Tac Simile Stfmtun of

MM

NEW YORK.

\!b monihs old

i J)D()&i'y»},(f\lh {:‘“jmu‘o«l"m will answer every { 4 ’"
| P s 8 pose.” l?‘BuMynp\N—S-’l'&-H-& ! ; i i
B The fao- I i +
EXACT COPY OF WRAPPER. sintle e Y -l i"l,
= |0
L
SAVES TIME ]
A little coldwwater is all you need when using i1
BHEE STARCH : ,
The iron will not stick, nor the linen crack. Gives a glossy finish with lit-

tle work and gives you entire satisfaction.

10 cents Per Package. Save the Ooupons.'
SNOWDON, FORBES & CO., Agt’s., 449 St. Paul St., Montreal, 22

"

-Is growing in favor every day. It '
coutains nothing but that which is \

! Goop, PUrRE and WHOLESOME. It
i Bdklﬂ(}' Just suitsa very large class of people, i .

giving them what they have long

POWder desired. Purity, wholesomeness and .

high leavening properties. It makes - :
success in baking, certain. Sold only in 10c., 15¢. and ‘; "

25C. cans., . L il
®3 Yolk Baking Powder Co., | | | |
e ... London, Canada. i { L.

SOLD BY MASSEY & KNIGHT. SiHE

SOLD ONLY IN 10c, 15¢ and 25¢ CANS.

No Soap, Borax, Soda or Ammonia is needed with

With little water and less effort you can clsan
anything about the house better, easier and
cheaper than with Soap or any other cleanser.
Ongce try it, you’ll always buy it. Al

Mado only by THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY, BB A

ST

Chicago, New York, Bostn, Stlows. Montreal. ; i 1 0

—=For Sales—

- Oholoe Olover Seed, Timothy Seed, White and Bl:
Oats, Barloy, Oorn, Beoans, lntwh;.t. g

“wFor Best Breade™

Use Kont Mills @old Medal Flour.
- ..-Forl"lealth...- 4
Steven’s Breakfast Food. . *“*Sunrise’ Oornmeal

The Canada Flour Mills Co., umies

OHATHAM, « « = = = ONT.




