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THE STEAMER

City of Chatham

Wil make her regular round trip from
CHATHAM to DETROIT every

Monday and Wednesday
Leaving Rankin Dock, Chacham, at 7.30 a. nd ,and
ng leaves Detroit (foot of Randolph S1.)
ot 3.3 p. m. Detrost time, of 4 O clock Chatham
time
Will also make round trips from Detroit to
Chatham every
Friday and Saturday
Yeaving Detroit, foot of Randoiph St at8. 30 a.m.
Detroit time, or gam., Ch atham time, returning

will leave Chatham at 3 30 p.m., Detroit tume, or
4 p-m., Chatham time, arriving 1n Detroit abgit

ppm
Fares;
Round Trip
Single Trip

Agents—Stringer & Co.. Chatham; Odette &
Wherry, Windsos: John Stevenson, Detroit.
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MeetMe at Somerville's

For a Glass of
Ice Cream and
Soda Water

Known as the Best in
Town.

Pure, rich lce Cream, made by the most
perfect apparatus in absolutely clean
rooms

JRefreshing foaming Soda Water with
exquisite Fruit Flavors,

Somerville’s

Restaurant and Lunch Rooms
King St 'Phone 36
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The Maple City
Creamery and
Cold Storage

For butter only. We
have room for a few

nore crocks or tubs of
butter. Our room is
cold, clean, pcrfegtly
dry and free from any
taint as we take in
butter only.
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We are Back Again to
REGULAR PRICES
With the Best Work in
the City. Goods Called |
for and Delivered. ]

Parisian Steam Laundry
Co.
Telephone 20
B n o B o s

$4443 344640545444
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7 It pails of Jam, 50c.

Salwon, 10¢ per can.

§ packages, Mecl.aren’s Jelly Powder

Zw, smy flaver.

& burs Richards’ pure Sweet Home
Seap, 25¢

$ peunds fresht Lemon Jelly, Fruit,
or Mixed Biscuits, 25¢

1 pound fresh ground coffee, 15e,

& pounds Figs, for 25ec.

20 1bs, Granulated Sugar, $1.00

¥ Ibs. Bright yellow Sugar, $1.00

1.1 can Baking Powder, 10

Presh ginger snaps, 6c per 1b.

Freely Fruits and Vegelables.

Crockery
Dinner Sets, Tea Sets and Chamber
Gets. China, Lamps and Glassware at
Slese: s ved price without a ragzor

Don’t

John McConnell,

Park §t.
@hone in vour order to 1890

STANDARD BANK OF CANADA

HEAD OFFICE. TORONTO.
Branches and agents at all princi-
p=! points in Canada, U.S. and Great
Britain. Drafts issued and notes dis-
osunted. Savimgs Bank Department
doposits (which may be withdrawn
without delay), received and interest
allowed thereon at the highest cur-

et rates.

G. P. SOHOLFIELD,

Manager Chatham Branch.

BANK OF MONTREAL

ESTABLISHED 1817,
Oapital (all peid up).. ..$12,000,000
Rest Fund . o . aiaiec RIPRINS
Drafts bought and sold. Collec-
tisms mafle on favorable terms. In-
Ssvest alldwed on deposits at current
sates in Savings Bank Department, or
o t ipts.
A LAS GLASS,
Manages Ohatham Braneh.

Winard's Liniment relieves Neural
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By Mrs. C. N. Wiillamson.
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“Don’t take it so hardly, my aear,
he sald. “She loved you and you loved
her. That is the principal thing. 1
don’'t know why It was necessary for
you to be told, though Sir Roger, no
doubt, did what he thought was his
duty. But at all events, no one else
need know. Nothing need be changed.”

“Everything is - changed!” I ex-
claimed. *“Because everything that I
thought was mine is Roger Cope's.”

Mr. Westerley sprang to his feet with
an ejaculation of amazement or incre-
dulity. “No!" he said. “No; that can-
not be. Lady Cope was too just, too
loving & woman, strange as were some
of her ideas. She brought you up te
consider yourself an heiress—"

“I'm a beggar,” 1 broke in. “She left
no will, =0 Roger says. He was her so-
Heitor, and knew all her business. He
told me that he had often advised her
to make one, but she put it off. Yet It
tsn’t that I care for. I—I've had eigh-
teen happy years. I oughtn't to ask
for more. If she had lived and loved
me 1 wouldn't have minded belng poor
and leaving dear old Arrish Mell—"

“Surely you—won’t be called upon to
leave?” stammered the vicar.

For an instant 1 was tempted to tell
him the story of Roger's offer and my
refusal of it. But it seemed a dishon-
orable thing for a girl to do; and In-
stead, 1 merely explained that, as ev-
erything now apparently belonged to
Roger, who was, as far as known, Lady
Cope’'s only suriving relative, 1 pre-
ferred not to be indebted to him.

‘“*There are things 1 can do to earn
my own llving,” 1 went on. “1 speak
French very well; I sing and play; 1
can paint a little; and, thanks to poor
Miss Fitch, my governeas, who was
with me for so many years, I have a
good all-round education. I ought teo
find something to do.”

“If only 1 were not a miserable bach-
elor, my child, you'd mot be at a loss
tor a home,” sald the kind old man
“Even as it is, I wonder if something
ecouldn’'t be arranged. It's—it's un-
bearable to think of you alone In the
world. But, thank goodness, it hasn’t
come to that yet Sir Roger Cope is
human. I have always, until now, sup
posed him a singularly high-minded
young man. He+ will tell you to look
upon this house as yours since he can’t
possibly want it—-"

‘1 think he does want it,” I cut him
short. “And anyway, it would never
be home to me again—not for a day It
seems, too, that I'm not alone in the
world. Roger gays my motNer is alive
and he knows where I can find her. 1
shall go to her, Mr. Westerley.”

The vicar's face changed. “I—er
veally, my child,” he faltered, 1 should
—ghould do 1 ng rash if I were you
Better think it over; talk with Sir Rog-
er. Or let me talk with him if you
prefer. Yes, that is better. I'll see
him, and-—""

“Thank you, r Mr. Westerley
He's at the in at Lull,” I sald.

A sudden res« fon had come to me
There was no use in arguing with this
dear old man, who would never either
see thing 8 iid, nor make me see

I would let him
mfirmed Roger’'s
en 1 was alone 1
y nd

rd Sir Roger now?”

1bdued eagerness.
v, that he knew
something c« ng hich he feared
questions hich he did not

wish to tell

‘You have told t the thing is
true, a A | be better for me
to be alone ar k it all over, But
o inother secret

Why wouldsit

is there anot
about my
be ‘rash’ to g

Oh!” and Mr. rley evaded my
searching « % can't tell how
she may be situat now, that's all—of
ourse, that's There's no mystery.
No secret xcept 11t which unfor—
which Sir Roger has told you. I'll go
to him, my dear, I'll go to him. And
later I'll come back to tell you the re-
sult of our conversation.”

In spite of his sympathy and kind-
ness he was glad to get away, glad to
escape from me. I saw that, and it
made me think. But I troubled him
with no more questions. If there were
a secret 1 should soon, perhaps, find it
out, for I had made up my mind to a
very bwsld step

Mr. Westerley patted my hand, reas-
suring me fussily, as best he ¢ ould; and
[ bade him good-bye, Yet he suspected
nothing.

When he had gone 1 repeated the
word with a sob “Good-bye, dear,
sweet old home that I have loved,” 1
sal® with wet, wide eyes that teok in
avery famillar detail of the room
“Good-bye, everything that has been
dear You aren't for me any more.”
Then the tears which had been held
back for so long splashed down. I
hroke open the envelope which Roger
had given me and could scarcely see
ahat he had ritten There was u a
than an address; the was a letter of-
tering me a-'regu llowance, whirh [
at once resolved to reject, My Mioth-

er's name I found was Mrs. Newlyn,
and she lived at 35 Easel street, Com-
mercial road, Peckham.

Having read the letter I wrote a short
note to Mr. Westerley, another to Rog~
er Cope. In both of these I said much
the same thing, though I said it in
very different ways.

I told the two men-—the old friend of
my childhood, and the cousin who was
a cousin no more—that I had decided
to leave Arrish Mell at once. Delay
would only be painful. I was going to
my mother, and would stay with her
if she would keep me, though I in-
tended to find work and not be a bur-
den upon her. In any case a letter
would reach me if sent to her address.
1 ended my neote to the vicar with
grateful, affectionate words; Roger's
closed stiffly and abruptly, for I could
not make it otherwise

‘When I had finished, the hardest part
of what I had to do was still to come.
I had to tell the news tq {he servants,
who had been at Arrish Meil Court for
S0 many years that they had become
old friends.

It was hard for the loving, simple
hearts to understdnd that I was actual-
ly saying good-bye. But they realized
T it at last; and Evans sorrowfully pro-

TAe=4 shat when Mr. Westeriey aud
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‘Sir Roger Cope Savuil C2'l alter i sau

Yes It is kir of you,” 1 replied. ’

will cere Dia-

.
betes.  Like
Bright's Dis-
ease this dis-
T

case was in-
F curable until

D° d's Kidney Pills
cured it. Doctors
themselves conf

# that without D s
Kidney - Pills they are
werless agaiast Dia-
tes. Dodd's Kidney
Pills are the first medicine
that ever cured Diabetes.
Imitations—box, name and
ill, are advertised to do so,
Eu! the raedicine that does
cure

ahetes

is Dodd’'s Kidney Pills.

Dodd’s Kidney Pills are
fifty cents a box at all
druggists.
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gone, he would hand them the notes I
had written.

There was no time to._be lost if 1
would be away before either the vicar
or Sir Roger Cope arrived. In the con-
fusion of my mind at first 1 had not
remembered the present need of mon-
ey. But suddenly I flushed and quiv-
ered, with a humiliating thought.

“Oh, Swirt,” 1 cried, “bring me the
green purse that you put away when—
we came back from town.”

CHAPTER VIIL

What I Found at the End of the Jour-
ney.

The purse I had desired Swift to
bring me was the one which had been
in my charge on the night of terror and
disaster—the purse that had been res-
cued for me by a man whose face I had
seen once or twice in my dreams since
then.

On ‘that night it had held a consider-
able sun, but the money was all ot
nearly all gone now. There had been
frequent calls upon it during the last
lay or two at the hotel, and though ]
had supposed then that I should have
plesty of my own by and by, I had
not cared to apply to Roger while there
remained a fund that I could draw
upon instead.

My hand trembled when Swift gave
me the purse. She had been away in
the next room longer than necessary it
seemed, and I had been desperately
impatient to know my fate. 1 was al-
most sure that, at most, there would be
Jeft me no more than twenty or thir-

vy shillings, but what was my surprise
when I saw seven bright gold sover-
eigns,

“Oh, I am so thankful!” I exclalmed
“This will last me a long time.” Then
even as I spoke, a torrent of blood
rushed up to my face. *“Swift, how
could you do it?” 1 said. “Don’t you
think I know? Deon’'t you think I un-
derstand 7

“There's nothing to understand,
miss,” she returned, stolidly. “I'm sure
I can’t guess what you mean.”

“I'his is your money. You put it into
the purse, know suspecting that I
would have nothing besides. It was
very good, and I thank you; but I can't
take it. Tell me how mueh is yours,
Swift, and how much was really there.”

“Oh, miss, as if I would have dared!™
she asseverated. “If there's more In
the purse than you expec ted, why, beg-
ging your pardon, it's because of your
carcless way. You didn’'t know what
you had.”

“No, but I'm sure—"

“Do, do forgive me Interrupting,
dear miss,” broke in Swift. “But it's
too bad of you making out I'd have
touched your purse—her ladyship’s own
purse it was, too. It's as much as to
say I'm-—well, I won't go on, miss, it
vou look like that. But do telkmg yQu

M DAILY PLANET

ABSULUIE
SECURITY.

Cenuine

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of -

foe Pac-Simila *“Veapper Dewow,

GURF SICK HEADAGHE. ~

THE SAUGEEN
. MINERAL WATER
i =18 ON BALE AT—
CENTRAL DRUG STORE and
¥.A, ROBERT'S LIQUOR STORE -
Use Saugeen - first thing
n the morning and before retiring
t ngﬁht and you will have no
ouble with your stomach, this we
arantee

Minard's Liniment Cures Buras, ete.
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Noaw wwue” hp Bucried on. S22 )
could 4o more than look wnat i ieil
“1 must be hurrying to get ready, too,
it you can spare me™

“Ready for—what?" 1 echoed.

“Why, to go with you, to be sure.”

“I thought you understood,” I said.
sadly, “1 ean't take you. I must go
alone.”

She burst out crying. “Oh, miss,
that's the last straw! 1 must go with
you. 'Twould be wicked to stand by
and let you go out in the world alone—
just like a little white lamb in Its ig-
norance straying into the butcher’s
hands.”

“I am going to—my mother,” 1 an-
swered, choking a little. “She—isn"t
very rich, and—and I fancy she must

4dive in a small house. She would not

know what to do wilh a maid, and—be-
sides, I couldn't pay you.”

1 wouldn’t want a penny, miss, and
I'd be a ‘general’ sooner than leave
you,” persisted Swift, almost flercely.
1 didn’t know what she meant by a
‘general,’ associating that name onily
with high officers of the army, but I
appreciated her Intention. We were
miserable together; and when I went
down to the carriage, there were al the
others in the hall, not a dry eye among
them. Somehow, I got through the
good-byes, and took one last, long,
yearning look at the old house as I and
my luggage were driven away.

1 left Lull at two o'clock in the after-
noon. Three hours later I arrived at
Waterloo Station. My thoughts had
béen so busy that th# journey had not
seemed long. Indeed, 1 had almost
dreaded the end, because of the neces-
sity for action it would entail; and
besides,_ I had begun half to repent my
rashness in flinging myself upon the
world before 1. was absolutely certain
that I could have my mother’s pro-
tection. When she had been at a dis-
tance, I had looked upon her as a sure
refuge, Roger had glven me her ad-
dress, and had sald positively that she
was to be found there. I was her
daughter, and it hnd seemed natural
that when the floods of disaster had
swept me off my feet, I should try to
grasp her hand.

Easel street, Commercial road, meant
nothing definite to me. I vaguely
thought of Peckham as a &uburb, and
§ had some dim picture in my mind of
a neat lttle ivy-draped brick house In
a small garden, such as I had often
seen in the village of Lall

The London I had known best was
the region of parks, big, splendid
houses, and smart shops. I was not
foolish enough to suppese that my
mother, who had been described as
poor, had her home In such a neighbor-
hood as that, but as I was driven

throdkh street after street, even mean-
er and more squalid than the ones 1
had seen on the night ] followed Lady
Cope from the Lyceum Theater, I grew
sad and amazed. Was it possible that,
while all my life I had lived* aAmong
peautiful things, the woman who had
brought me into the world had been
—here?

At last we turned into a narrow
street, lined on either side with little
gray houses, all exactly alike. It was
as if a wall of dirty brick stretched
along, with low doors and windows cut
into it at intervals; for there was no
separation between the houses.

Each hovel had a door of its own,
with a window on the groeund floor;
and above, two more windows, On the
broken pavement, or in the gutters,
ragged children swarmed; dwarfish
girls carrying big-headed, squalling
babies almost as large as themselves;
toddling boys, with red-rimmed eyes
and grimy faces The bables all
seemed to be erying: their young nurses
shrilly bidding them be still, or exhort-
ing the boys who shouted over their
games to come home at once iIf they
did not wish various horrible conse-
quences to befall them.

It was a dreadful street; the worst 1
had ever seen, and 1 wished that my
driver would nike haste in passing
through. But, to my surprised alarm,
he stopped, drawing up the cab at the
pavement. “He is going to enquire the

.way,” I thought Yet no; he was clam-
| bering sléwly off the box. I looked out
| We were exactly in front of a door cut

in the long gray wall of Dblackened
prick. Over the door was a number—35.
My heart gave a leap, and I almost
called out a protest. It could, not be
true. Any place but this.

The driver opened the cab door
“Here you are, miss; 35 Easel street,”
ba sald. seeing that I sat still.

To be Continued.

AN ILLUSTRATED VILLAGE.

Little Swiss Town One of the Quaint-
est In Earope,

When next you go to the¢ Lake of
Geneva, by all means pay a visit to
the little known village of St. Legier,
near by, on the road between Vevey
and Blonay, one of the quaintest vil-
lages in Europe and one of the prewld
est on account of its extraordinary
adornments, St. Legier and the adjoin-
ing village of La Chiesaz are nothing
more or less than illustrated villages.
They are as profusely illustrated as
the modern magazine, for nearly all
the houses bear on their outside walls
some striking picture or comical eari-
cature from the brush of a great man
in the village, M. Ailfred Beguin, a
painter of local renown and not un-
known in Paris, says Pearson's Maga-
%ine.
_ A house in St. Legier has no use for
‘a signboard to tell the world thst it is
an inn, a cycle shop, a forge or & Jairy.
M. Beguin’s picture does that. On a
stable wall he draws a picture of a
spirited runaway horse knocking down
men as he leaps for freedom; on the
white wall of the little village forge
are pictures of men making horseshoes
for dear life and shoeing a frisky
steed; on the wall of the dairy a dairy
maid balances a pail of milk on her
head, while scenes of local life, as pie-
tures of the annual summer exodus to
the mountain pastures with the cows
and goats, and caricatures. of the local
bigwigs make a bright picture gal-
lery of the village. M. Beguin lives in
one of the most imposing houses in St.
Legier, whence he obtains a full view
of the crooked little village street and
of the Dent du Jaman towering up in
the distance. For many years past he
himself by painting the

the place he ac-
quired most of his and
in painting in this way.
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Y hopl. the Young from becoming Oold

and makes the Old feel Young.

BOIVIN, WILSON & CO.
'« MONTREAL, Can.
e ipn Sele Agents for America,
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Preserving

Go to Quinn & Patterson, they have a
good assortment of these goods, and their
prices are away down.

the best stock of
Lap Covers, Whips,
~ Lawn Hose, Sprinklers
And Ice Cream Freezers

. . « Kettles
CHEAP

They also have

Quinn & Patterson

3 Doors East of Market.
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CHATHAM’S MILLINERY STORE

Specials in Millinery
One doz. only of Pretty Trimmed Hats for Children from

Black, blue, white, brown and red Sailors at

C. A. Cooksley, 3%’#‘5’5.“:
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80c¢. 78¢, 98¢ to ".“a

The best value in Flowers at
10¢c.
AAAAAAAAN
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—=For Sales——

Oholce Clover Seed, Timethy Seed, White and Black
Oats., Barloy,. Oorn, Beans, Buckwheat,

~For Best Breade™
Use Kent Mills Gold Meodal Flour.
e osodor Health.. ..
Steven’s Broakfast Food. . ““Sunrise’’ Cornmeal
The Canada Flour [Mills Co., vmites

OHATHAM, = = = = = ONT.




