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AND STRONG, "

| Detroit Specialist Discovers Something Ene
tirely New fof the Cure of Men’s
Diseases in Their Own Homes,

You Pay 0n|yl if Cured.

« Bxpects No Money Unless He Cures You~
Method and Full Particulars Sent Free
—Write For It This Very Day.

A Detroit specialist who

has 14 certificates and

State medical

1
and

boards, has perfected a ing method of curing the
diseases of men in thei homes ; so there ma;
Bono doubt in the mind of any maa that he has both

Vit 2
DR, 8. GOLDBERG,

|
! The Possessor of 14 Diplomas and Certificates
! ‘Who Wants No Money That He Does
Not Earn.
method and the ability to do as he says. Dr. Golde
, the discoverer, wﬂlyund the method entirely free
| men who send him their name and address. e
wants to hear from men who have stricture that they
Mave been unable to get |I:ured, prostatic mn, sexual
T : ot A

poisnn
Kydrocele, iation 'of parts, , etc,
weonderful method not only cures the: condition itself,
But likewise all the licati such as rh
bladder or kiduey trouble, heart disease, nervous
debility, etc o 3

The doctor realizes that 1t 1s,0ne thing to make
claims and another thing to back them up, so he has
made it a rule not to ask for money unless he cures you,
sind when you are cured he feels sure that you will
willingly pay him a small fee. It would seem, there«
fore, that it is to thie best interests of every man who
suffers in this way to write the doctor confidentiall
and lay your case before him, He. sends the method,
s 'elru many booklets on the subject, including tha
one that ct the 14 dipl. and ens
tirel# freas  Address himsimplyv,. @

Dr. S. Golaberyg, 208 Woodward
lAve., Room : . P
Detroit, Mich., and it will all imme-
diately be sent you free.

This is something entirely new and
well worth knowing more about,
Write at once. A

Cook’s Cotton Root Com

Ladies® Favorite,
Is the only safe, reliable

* "o, 2—For cases—:
re¢ dollars per box.

4 dru:m for Cook’s
Cotton Root Compound, ther
&s all piils, nd imi

m!
m&w and murm,mm
y Cook Viaaos’ Onts |
No. 1 and No, 2 wure sold in Chats
bam by all Druggists.

LODGES,

WELLING1ON s
No, 46, A. F. & A. M.,
G. R, C., meets on the
first Monday of
mounth, in the Maso
Hall, Rifth St., at 7.30
brethres

. m. . Visitiug
heartily welcomed.
ALEX. GREGORY, Sec'y.
GEORGE MASSEY, W. M.

DENTAL.

iA. A. HICKS, D. p. 8.—Honor gradu-
, ate of Philadelghia Dental College
: and Hospital of Oral Surgery,
. [Philadelphia, Pa,, also honor gradu~
ate of Royal College of Dental Sur-
| geons, Toronto. Office, over Tuyfn-
[ er's drug stere, 26 Rutherford
I Block. 44

LEGAL.

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

THOMAS SCULLARD—Barrister and
Solicitor, Victoria Block, Chatham,
Ont, « Thomas Scullard.

J. B. OFLYNN—Barrister, So#oltqr,
ete., Conveyancer, Notary ablio.
| 'Office, King Streéet, opposite Mer-
chants’ Bank, Ohatham, Ont.
BOUSTON, STONE & SOANE—Barris-
| fters, Bolicitors, Conveyancers, No-
| taries Publie, ete. Private fznds to
| loan at towest current rates. Of-
| fice, upstairs in Sheldrick Block,
opposite H. lcolmson’s store. M.
Houston, Fred. Stone, W. W.Scane.

WILSON, PIKE & GUNDY-—Barris-
ters, Bolicitors .of the Supreme
Court, Notaries Public, etc. Money
to loan on Mortgages, at lowest
rates. Offices, Fifth Street. Mat-
thew Wilson, K. O "W. E. Gundy,
J. M. Pike, )
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TO OUR CUSTOMBRS.
We have just put in, at great expense,
a \7$'oxmllmrm‘.,'l Mu’m‘un.‘ heated by'
steam, work onl
rollers once ; s

P
8.—~We have also added
Iron the
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Old Hagat'sSecret
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= BY MRS. M. J. HOLMES
géi ‘ Auther of “For a Woxﬁan’q Sake,” “Love’s Triumph,*”
ue ¢ Purified by Suffering,’”’ “ A Grass Widow,”*
“ Woman Against Woman,”’ Ete,
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Toward evening,
whizzing sound, which seemed to be
often’ repeated, and wishing to know
the cause, she stole half-way down

the stairs, when the micchievous
Mag grected her with a ‘‘serpent,”
which, hissing beneath her feet, sent
her quickly back to her room, from
which she did not venture again.
Mrs. Jefirey was very good-natured,
and reflecting that “young folks
must have fun,”’ she became at last
comparatively calm, and at an early
hour sought her pillow. But thoughts
of “Stars and Strives’’ waving di-
rectly over her head, as she knew
they were, made her nervous, and
the long clock struck the hour of twe
while she was yet restless and wake-

ful.

‘‘Maybe the‘Saint's Rest’ will quiet
me a trifle,’”’ she thought, and, strik-
ing a light, she attempted to read;
buat in vain, for every word was a
‘‘star,’”’ every line a ‘‘stripe’’ and
every leaf a ‘‘flag.’”’ Shutting the
book and hurriedly pacing the floor,
she exclaimed? “It's of no use try-
ing to sleep, or meditate either.
Daxter himself couldn’t do it with
that thing over his head, and I mean:
to take it down. It’s a duty I owe
to King George's memory and to
Madam Conway.”” And stealing from
her room she groped her way up the
dark, narrow stairway, until, emerg-
ing into the bright moonlight, she
stood directly beneath the American
banner, waving so greacefully in the
night wind. “It's a clever enough
device,’”’ she said, gazing rather ad-
miringly at it. ““And I'd let it be f
1 s'posed I could sleep a wink; but
I can’t. It's worse for my nerves,
than strong green tea, and I'll not
lie awake for all the Yankee flags in
Christendom,” So saying. the reso-
lute little woman tugged at the
quilt frame until she loosened it
from its fastenings, and then started
to return. !

But, alas! the way was narrow and
dark, the banner was large and cum-
bersome, while the lady that bore it
was nervous and weak. It is not
strange, then, that Maggie, who
slept at no great distance, was
awakened by a tremendous crash, as
of some one falling the entire length
of the tower stairs, while a voice,
frightened and faint, called out :
‘“Help me, Margaret, do! I am dead|
I know I am!”’

Striking a light, Maggie hurried te
the spot, while her merry laugh
aroused the servants, who came te-
gether in a body. Stretched upon
the floor, with one foot thrust en-
tirely through the banner, which wans
folded about her so that the quilt
frame lay upon her bosom, was Mrs,
Jefifey, the broad frill of her cap
standing up erect, and herself assert-
ing with every breath that ‘‘she was 4
dead and buried, she knew she was.’’

‘““Wrapped in a winding sheet, I'll

dead, I trust.” And putting down
her light, she attempted to extricate
her governess, who continued to
apologize for what she had done.
“Not that 1 cared so much about
Yyour ' celebrating America, but I
couldn’'t sleep with the thing ever
my head. I was going to put it
hack in the morning before you were
fip. There! there! careful! Tt’s bro-
ken short off!”’ she screamed, as
Maggie tried to release her ™ foot
from the rent in the linen sheet, a
rent which the fiizhtened woman per-
sisted in saying ‘‘she could darn as
good as new,”” while at the same
time she implored of Maggie to han-
dle carefully her ankle, which had
been spraimed by the fall.

Forcing back her merriment, whl::
in snite of herself. would occasi

Deranged Nerves

Weak Spells.

¥r.R.H. Sampson’s,Sydney,N.S.,
Advice to all Sufferers from
Nerve Trouble is

“GET A BOX OF

MILBURN'S
HEART AND NERVE
PILLS.”

5 | eyes look as if they had of late been
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burst forth, Maggie made
teacher as comiortable as possible
and then staid with her nntil morn-
ing, when, leaving her in charge of a
servant, she went below to say faree
well to her guests., Boetween Georgs
Douglas and Theo there were a fow
low-spoken words, she granting him
permission to write, while he promis-
ed to visit her again in the early
avtumn. He had not yet talked to
her of love, for Rose Warner had
still a home in his heart, and she
must be dislodged ere another could
take her place. But this aflection
for her was growing gradually less.
Theo suited him well, her family
suited him better, and when at part-
iug he took her hand in his he re-
solved to ask her for it when next
he came to ‘Hillsdale, %

Meanwhile between Henry Warnee
and Maggie there was a far more af-
fectionate farewell, he whispered te
her of a timme not far distant when
he would claim her as his own and
she should go with him. He would
write to her every week, he said,
and Rose should write, too. He
would see her in a few days, and tell
her of his engagement, which he
knew would please her. >

‘“Let me Mend her a line,”” said
Maggie, and on a tiny bit of paper
she wrote: “Dear Rose—Are you wille
ing I should be your sister Maggie?’’

Half an hour later and Hagar
Warren, coming through the garden
gate, looked after the carriage which
bore the gentlemen to the depot,
muttering to herself: ‘“‘I'm glad the
high bucks have gone. A riddance
to them both.”

In her disorderly chamber, too,
Mrs. Jefirey shobbled on one foot to
the window, where, with a deep sigh
of relief, she sent after the young
men g not very complimentary adieu
Which was echoed in part by the ser-
vants below, while Theo, on the
plazza, exclaimed against ‘‘the lone-
wome old house, which was never so
lonesome before,”” and Maggie seat-
ed herself upon the stairs and cried!
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CHAPTER IX,

Nestled among the tall old trees
which skirt the borders of Leomin-
| ster village, was the bird’s-nest of a
cottage, which Rose Warner called
her home, and which, with its wealth
of roses, its trailing vines and flow-
ering shrubs, seemed ‘fitted for the
abode of one like her. Slight as a
child twelve summers old, and fair
as the white pond lily, when first to
the morning sun it unfolds its dee
Cate petals, she seemed too frail fer
earth, and both her aunt and he
whom she called brother watched
carefully lest. the cold nerth wind
should blow toe rudely en the golds
en curls which shaded her childish
brow, Very, very beautiful was lit-
tle Rose, and yet few ever looked upe
on her without a feeling of sadness;
for in the deep blue of her eyes there
was a mournful dreamy look, as if
the shadow of some great sorrow
were resting thus early upon her.

And Rose Warner had a sorrow,
too, a grief which none save one had
ever suspected. To him it had come
with the words, “I tannot be your
wifs, for I love another, one who
will never know how dear he is teo
m'li

The words were inveluntarily spo-
ken, and ' George Douglas, looking
down upon her, guessed rightly that
he ‘‘who would never know how
much he was beloved,”” was Henry
Warner. To her the knowledge that
Henry was something deater than a
brother had come slowly, filling hen
heart with pain, for she well knew
that whether he clasped her to his
bosom, as he often did, or pressed
his lips upon her brow, he thought
of her only as a brother thinks of &
beautiful and idolized sister. It had
heretofore been some conselation to
know that his aflections were une
trammelled with thoughts of anothe
er: that she alone was the object of
his love, and hope had sometimes
faintly whispered -of what, perchance,
might be; but from that dream she
was waking now, and her face grew
whiter still,” as there came to her
from time to time letters fraught
with praises of Margaret Miller; and
if in Rose Warner's nature there had
been a. particle of bitterness it would
have been called forth toward one
whom, she foresaw, would bhe her riv-
al. But Rose knew no malice, and
she felt that she would sooner die
than do aught to mar the happiness
of Maggie Miller,

. For nearly two weeks she had not
heard from Henry, and she was be-
ginning to feel very anxious, when
one morning, two or three days suc-
¢ the memorable Hillsdale ocel-
-ebration, as she sat in a small ar-
bor so thickly overgrown with the
Michigan rose as to rcnder her in-
visible at a little distance, she was
startled by hearing him call her
name, as he came in quest of hen
down the garden walk. The mext
moment , he held her in his arms,
- kissing her forchead, her lips, = her
cheek; then holding her off, he look~
ed te see if there had been in her

| aught of a change since last  they
met. /

"+You are paler than you were,
Rose, darling,” he said, d

. dearest 7.
What troubles you?

7 ‘

Costume. Ftyle 384—Im-
ported model, with bolero
coat and new blouse belt
effect. Trimmed with taffeta
vest, handsomely stitched |
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before had he spoken to her
thus; but a change had come over
him, his heart was full of a beauti~
ful image, and fancying Rose might
have followed his example, he asked
her the question he did, without,
however, expecting or receiving a def-
inite answer.

“I am so lonely, Henry, when you
are gone and do not write to me!’"
she said; and in the tones of hen
voice there was a slight reproof,
which Henry felt so keenly.

He had been so engrossed with
Maggie Miller, and the free, joyous
! life he led in the Hillsdale woods,
. that for a time he had neglected
 Rose, who, in his absence, depended
S0 much on his letters for comfort.

“I have been very selfish, I know,’s
he said; ‘“‘but I was .so happy thak
for a time I forget everything save
| Maggie Miller.”*

An ' involuntary = shudder ram
through Rose’'s slender form; bug
! conquering her emotion, she answer-
ed calmly. ‘‘What of this lq!h
Miller? Tell me of her, will you?

Winding his arm around her waist, '
and drawing her closely to his side,
Henry Warner rested her head upon
his bosom, where it had often laim,
and smoothing her golden curls, told
. her of Maggie Miller, of her queenly |
. beauty, of her dashing, ind dent
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Spring Garments

The pre-eminence of Novi-Modi Styles
has been established beyond question by
this Spring * display.
could only get from the most expensive
tailors, many that could not be had outside
New York, are here.
fitting stage and finished to your order and
delivered the same day.

Novi-Modi is the time and wotry-saver
that gives you more elegance of style and
excellence of werkmanship than your dress-
maker can give you.

Call in and see our display—we are

) always pleased and proud to show our ﬁ%&‘é‘&‘&
cape.
el e, oSk PAR | garments.

Made up to the last

William Gordoy- .

CHATHAMN. ONT

spirit; her frank, ingenuous manmer; !
: her: kindness of heart, and, last of
all, bending very low, lest the vine |
leaves and the fair blossoms of the
{ Pose should hear, he told her of his'
%ove, and Rose, the fairest flower of

rer, clasped her hand upon her heart,
‘lest he should know its wild throbe
! bings, and forcing back the tears
: which moistened her long eyelashes,
! listened to the knell of all her hopes.
; Henceforth her love for him must be
an idle mockery, and the time would
' come en to love him as she‘loved
yhim then would be a sin, a wrong to
:him, and a wrong to Maggie Miller.
! ‘““You are surely not asleep,”” he
,#aid at last, as she made him mno re-
\Ply, and, bending forward, he saw
i the teardrops resting on her cheek.
| ““Not asleep, but weepingi’’ he ex-
']clgimed. ““What is it, darling? What
i troubles you?”’ And lifting up her
yhead, Rose Warner answered, ‘‘I was
' thinking how this new love of yours
' would take you from me and I
,8hould be alone.”
;. “No, not alone,”” he said, wiping
ther tears away. ‘‘Maggie and I
‘have arranged that matter. ¥You
'are to Jive with us, and instead of
!losing me, you are to gain another
l--a sister, Rose. You have often
{ wished you had one, and you could
ySurely find none worthier than Mag-
1 gie Miller.” 5

“‘Will she. watch over ‘you, Henry?
! Will she be to you what your wife
' should be?”’ asked( Rose; and Henry
'answered, ‘‘She s not at all like
‘you; iy little sister. She relies im-
"plicitly upon my judgment; so you
: see I shall need your blessed influence

.brother and Maggie’s husband ought
:to bhe."” \

!/ “Did she send me no messagen’
:asked Rose; and taking out the tiny
‘gote_, Henry passed it to her, just as
'his  aunt called to him from the
8o, whither he went, leaving her

(To Be Continued.)
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" all which bloomed around the bows |-

Garments that you

3 tweeds and

Suil, Style 300—a sty
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Made in hnch{
any oolor desired.
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is none too good for home
baking. -

Beaver
Flour

is as mear perfection as flour
ever gets. It eontains all
that is best in the wheat.
No matter how capable the
cook, the best bread wiz
out Beaver Flour, It is
for sale at ;

your gro- /8
cer’s. Ask
him for it.
Hilled in o medel

=il for modal
wives.
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yall the same, to make me what your |

We are introdueing the moét excellent Headache
Tablet. It comes well recommended from larger cities.

Centrai Drug Store,

c. Ho Gunn & COp
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