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Pureﬁold
Jellies

Ncthing can equal
them for a table
jelly and so easily
made. We have
them in all flavors.

10c per Pkg.,
3 for 25¢.

Upton’s Jams, in jars 10c
each.

Good Dried Apgles, 3 Ibs.
for 25c.

Apricots, 15¢ per Ib.

Dried Peaches, 2 Ibs. for
25c¢.
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, Orange Marmalade, 10c
per jar.

S. E. Smith

Grocer

Next Burt’s Drug Store
King St. East.

SiE e 9

ave You Seen
Our Men Talking
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ram-o-phone

It is the greatest wonder
of the 1g9th century. Al-
s so I just received two
crates of

New
Records

the finest ever produced,
they can only be had at
the sign of the Big Clock.

A A. Jordan’s
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Money to Loan

—ON MORTGAGES—
4 1-2 and 5 per cent.

Liberal Terms and privileges to borrowers
Apply to

LEWIS & RIOHARDS
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Increase
Your Business

4.
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4 By having EFFICIENT TELE-

1 PHONE FACILITIES. We wil!
quote you rates on a Private-Branch
Exchange System in your Office,
Warehouse or Factory,

.'.

The Bell Telephone Co.,
Ofr Canada.
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ice c;-o;:; Daml
Soda Water

Known as the Best in
Town.
Pure, rich Ice Cream, made by the most
perfect apparatus in absolutely clean
rooms.
Refreshing, foaming Soda Water with
exquisite Fruit Flavors,
i

COm-rvlllo’s
Ruuunmmbunchﬂooml

King St. . 'Phoue 36

THE ‘“.ﬂﬂ
MINERAL WATER
~§8 ON SALE AT~

CENTRAIL DRUG STORE and

F.A. ROBERT'S LIQUOR STORE

Use Saugeen first thing

n the morning and before retiring

n t and you will have no

with ,your stomach, this we
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| Ask for Minard's and take no other.
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during the day that was past, but 1
dreamt of John Bourke, and dreamt
happily. For ther« was no Lady Feo

Ringwood in the plcture my sleeping
mind painted; only John Bourke uul 1;
and we loved each other.

In the vision which passed, m.or
ama-like from scene to scene, I went to
the House of Commons, and after we
had had tea on the Terrace I sat in the
Ladies’ Gallery, listening %o a
made by John Bourke. I had typed the
notes for it, and I seemed to know
what words he would use almost be-
fore they had left his iips. Suddealy
there was a loud noise—someone had
thrown a dynamite bomb. A cloud
rose before my eyes; 1 could see noth-
ing, but I could hear among the shouts
of excitement a man groaning in mor-
tal agony. I tried to fight my way
through the crowd, to find out if the
one man I loved were hunt; but I could
not, and the groaning went on, while a
great pall of darkness fell. I heard my
own voice calling his name, and the
sound roused me.

For a moment the scene of my dream
was stil real for me. I was in the
dark, and I heard the groans which
had made the horror of the vision. But
as I lay, staring into blackness and
sobbing, T began slowly to realize that
I was in bed; that I had just awaked
from sleep. Then I remembered where
I was—in the mysterious house where
the woman with the heart-shaped scar
had brought me. Had I dreamt the
groaning, too? No, it was real.

The knowledge of this sent a shock
of electricity from my heart to my
head, creeping with a chill to my fin-
ger ends and down the tips of my toes.
I sat up in bed, and there was a prick-
ling at the roots of my hair. I had left
@ candle alight, but it had evidently
had time to burn down, for the room
‘was in total darkness. I would have
given much if I could have remembered
where 1 had put the matches.

Twice, thrice I had heard the groans
since I had been sure that I was
awake; and each time it seemed that
the sound was more distinot. My
heart beat like the resonant strokes of
a hammer, and the blood pounded in
my ears. Was I mistaken? Did it real-
ly come more clearly? Would I hear it
again? 1 waited, and did not breathe.

Suddenly the sound thrilled out once
more. I had not been mistaken. It
had increased in distinotness because
it was nearer. Someone was gnroaning
just outside my door.

I had thought many times during the
day lately gone (even as I had thought
on Waterloo Bridge) that I need be
afraid of nothing, because I had noth-
ing to lose—that I could face death
with a heart no heavier than I already
carried. But now I knew differently,

I was as sick with horror and name-
less dread, born of those orinous
sounds in the darkness, as I would
have been if I had possesgsed all thag
the world could give of happiness—my
life a jewel to treasure.

I sat rigid and cold as ice. I could

have prayed for the groaning to cease
{f my mind had been capable of for-
mulating a prayer. But it came again,
and something else with it; a dragging
noise, as if some heavy thing were be-
ing slowly drawn along the floor.

If 1 had been a really brave woman,
no doubt I should have sprung up,
rushed to the door, and looked out into
the corridor. I had sometimes thought
myself brave, and T had delighted, in
my childish vdnity, to be called so; but,
after all, I was a coward, for 1 re-
mained frozen; desperately, selfishly
thankful that my loor was locked, hor-
ribly afraid lest after all it should be
forced.

My whole being listened; and from
far away my ears, unnaturally sharp-
ened, caught a separate sound. A door
opened and shut in the distance. Muf-
led footsteps came hurrying. Some-
thing brushed against the handle of
my door; something fell with a soft
thud and another groan. There were
whisperings, followed by a struggle,
with a plunge against my door that
made it rattle.

I half sprang out of bed, shaking, de-
spite the warm June night, as if in an
ague fit. But suddenly stillness fell.
There was not a sound. 1 waited
again, my heart ticking the seconds.
A long time—or what seemed t0 me a
long_time—passed, and nothing more
happened, ’

“Thank Heaven, whatever it was—is
over,” I panted. But as the hopeful
thought formed in my mind, a word
was cried shrilly—“Ermyntrude! Er-
myntrude!”—once, and again. Before
the last syllable had been completed
for the second time, d door slammed
loudly.

Ermyntrude had been- my adopted
mother's name.

The door that shut upon the volce
was the last sound that night., By con-
trast, the silence of the house seemed
deathly, and I slept no more until the
faint, pearly dawn turned the cur-
tained windows of the room to eyes
that awoke and opened,

While they awoke, mine might close.
I let my lids droop wearily, hardly ex-
pecting (to sleep; but I knew nothing
more untf I was roused by a persist-
ent sapping at the door. For an instant
I was frightened, each nerve still ting-
ling from my experience of the night,
but for an instant only. 1 realized
that thé morning must be far ad-
vanced, and, springing up, I ran to the
door and unlocked it, peeping out.

There stood the woman who called
herself Sintra Leigh. She was still a
“woman in black,” but seen by morn-
ing light without her bonnet and veil,
neatly dressed for the house, with a
plain white collar fastened by a queer
brooch at the neck of her alpaca gown,
#he appeared more like an ordinary hu-
man_ boln‘

i ¢ 'have been knocking for some
time,” she said, as quietly as if the
night had been passed in peaceful sieep.
“I began to be rather alarmed when
you did not answer, for it is long afiter
ten o'clock. I thought that you would
be glad of the extra rest. How are
you feeling?”

_"I scarcely know,” I said. “I didn’t
sleep much until after it was light
Since then T must have slept like a
log. For Heaven's sake tell me what
awful thing happened in the house last
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FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKiN.

CURF SICK HEADACHE. ~

Sintra Leigh opened her great eyes
at me. “Awful thing?” she echoed, as
if utterly perplexed.

“Don't say that you don't know what
I mean!” 1 exclaimed, impatiently.
“The groans of someone in agony; the
horrid dragging sound, as of a heavy
body being drawn along the corridor
out there; whisperings, and a fall
against my door. A volce that cried
my adopted mother’s name. Oh, the
noise was loud enough, and horrible
enough, to wake the dead!”

“You must have dreamt it,” said the
woman in black.

I was standing at the door in my
nightdress, she in the corridor just out-
#ide. The sunlight filtering through the
cuntained window in my room, opposite
the door, fell upon her face, and 1
searched it for the slightest change of
expression; but it remained, stolid, ab-
selutely impassive.

“It all happened, and you know it,” I
insisted.

“If it happened, o doubt it was one
of the servants either in a nightmare,
or—intoxicated. I only know that I
heard mnothing. But to satisfy you, I
will enquire in the servants’ hall and
let you know when I have had a re-
port.”

“Why should one of the servants in
this house cry out the name of Ermyn-
trude?” I incredulously demanded.

“Ah, there's a pantial explanation of
the seeming mystery! I thought it
would be simple enough. The house-
keeper’s daughter, who is paying her
a visit, is called Ermyntrude. Not a
very suitable name for a young woman
of her class, perhaps; but we have
nothing to do with that. 1 shall now
know where to begin my enquiries.”

She had me at a disadvantage and
she knew it. 1 could not prove that
her story was false, and that she was
well aware of its falseness, If I should
describe the sounds to some outsider,
who had not heard them, appending
Sintra Leigh's suppositions, her ex-
planation would probably be accepted,
unless contradictory details should ac-
tually be fortheoniing.

“I have no dpubt that your explana-
tion wiil be simple enough!” 1 ex-
claimed, with meaning. “And now, un-
less you have anything else to say, I
will dress.”

“Your breakfast will be sent up teo
you in about hailf-an-hour,” she an-
nounced, calmly, without appearing to
notice my sneer. “After that, I shall
have some interesting news for you.”

As if desiring to avold further ques-
tioning, she walked away, leaving me
to stare after her a minute and then
retreat into the room, once more bolt-
ing the door.

By the time I had bathed, and
brushed my hair before the mirror—
where my eyes met other eyes, with
question to question—I had to answer a
second knock at the door. This time it
was a servant with the promised break-
fast-tray—an elderly, grim-featured
woman, whose long, flat lips, shut
tightly together, seemed to say that
they were locked and padlocked.

If T had had the impulse to ask ques-
tions concerning any of the matters
which perplexed or aiarmed me, the im=
pulse would have died at sight of that
hatchet-face. 1 thanked the woman
for bripging my breakfast, otherwise
letting 'her depart in silenoce,

There was delicious coffee, which
might have been made by a French
chef, crisp brown toast, a delicate little
omelette, and a dish piled high with
strawberries, heaped on  their own
green leaves. John Bourke had broughg
me strawberries one day, carrying the
little basket in his own hand, because

A Medicine
A Miracle

IRON-O:
TABLETS

are not one of the wonders of
the %orld. They are not the
o{n some marvellous
' man, made in seme mysterious
land, They do not drive Doc-
tors to despair, and Undertakers
iato insol . THEY ARE
ONLY X“?noxauonw
HONEST AND GOOD REM-
EDY FOR CERTAIN COM-
MON AILMENTS which never
should be

An unsurpsssed nerve tonio

A bicod maker and purifier

A gentle but effactive laxative
Not a cathartio

m
.50 Tablets, 25 Cents

meal, however, and

finished I put on the black dress which
1 had worn last night. It was a temp-
tation to fling that aside, and choose a
white frock from among those wiich
had so mysteriously made their appear-
ance in the big wardrobe. But I re-
sisted; and 1 had eonly just fastened
the last hook when Sintra Leigh asked
to be admitted.

foot. "It is fortunate that you are
pretty in anything,” she remarked
bluntly, “for it can’t be concealed that
' that frock is exceedingly shabby. I
hoped that yeu would have dressed
yourself in one of the charming gowns
which Lady Cope gave you, and

“You forget that I am in mourning,”
¥ said. “And, even if I were not, why
should I take particular pains to. msk.
myself attractive?”

The weman in black shrugged her
“shoulders. “Luckily Nature has done
that for you, so we will talk no more
about it. Are you anxious to hear tho
news I promised you?"

“If 1 say that I am anxious, you will
probably not tell me.”

“You misjudge me, my dear young
fady. The news is this: that the em-
ployer whose agent I have been—the
‘power behind the throne' of whom I
spoke—is ready to see you if you are
willing to be seen.”

“At last!” I ejaculated.

“You are in just the proper mood for
such an occasion. I will show you the
way."”

We went downstairs as we had come
up last night. From the great hall,
with its ugly marble pillars and its
crowding portraits, a number of doors
opened out. My guide led me to one at
the back, and then paused, grasping the
handle. “A word of advice,” she said,
in a low voice; and I thought that her
face showed a certaln excitemant. “Just
a word before you go into this room
alone, You are not a bad sort of girl,
and you have suffered a great deal—as
much in these two past mnonths, per-
haps, as many women suffer in a whele
lifetime. For my part in your troubles
—I admit’ that I have indirectly had a
part—I am sorry, for I had no grudge
against you—I have none now. But
certain things were inevitabie, and the
pawns had to be swept off the board
with the queen and the castles. You
happened to be one of the pawns. But
now you are back on the board again,
and instead of being a pawn, as you
were before, you are a gueen—or it is
in your hands to be one if you choose.
I have done my work, and brought you
10 this place for a motive with which
you yourself have nothing to do. Last
evening when I met you it was ab-
solutely without feeling either for or
against. But you are a plucky girl;
and I admire pluck. You are a beauti-
ful girl; and I adinire beauty. There-
fore, I am now more your friend than
your enemy, though you may not cre-
dit it. And with an honest wish for
your welfare, I advise you. when you
have crossed this threshold and learnt
what you will spon learn after the door
has Dbeen opened and closed, to guard
your tongue well. Listen, before you
speak. Do nothing, say nothing, on the
impuise of the moment. Reflect that
you have eyerything to lose on the one
hand, everything to gain on the other
—and be wise. That is all.”

In spite of myself and my strong pre-
judice, amounting to repulsion, I was
impressed. A feeling of solemnity fell
upon me, cooling the heat of excite-
ment. ‘“Thank you,” 1 sald, more gent-
ly than l had spoken yet. “I will re-
member.

She opened the door, looked me in the
eyes, and I passed into the room be-
yond. The door was softly closed again.

In speaking of her “employer,” or
the “power whom she served,” Sintra
Leigh had néver used the word “he” or
“she.”” Nothing that she did seemed
to be done carelessly, therefore I bee-
lieved that the omission was by design.
She did not wish me to know, until I
®hould see for myself, whether the per-
#on unknown were man - or woman. I
expected, however, as I entered, to see
someone rise or come forward; but ap-
parently the room was empty.

It was a handsome library, old-fash-
foned, like everything else in the house,
save only the room allotted to me. T'wo
of the walls were lined with tall book-
caseq. A third showed a wide doorway,
covered with green velvet curtains;
and above and on either side were por-
traits. They were three in number, all
strikingly well painted. The face over
the door I instantly recognized as that
of Bir Vincent Cope, whom I had once
supposed to be my father, Evidently
the picture had been painted in his
early youth, before the one with which
I was familiar at Arrish Mell Court.

To be Continued.
Industrial Chemistry,

Artificial attar of rom~ is in sight,
Chemists have good hu;ns of making
quinine by synthesis. With morphine
one of a dozen alkaloids of (muun,
j they are experimenting in the same
«lirection, and a like remark applies
{ to atropine Artificial mustard oil
is preferred by physicians to the
real article on account of 1ts gremter
purity. Oiltof bitter almonds is ano-
ther synthetie achievement It has
the same flavor as the real. though
chemically different., Citric  acid,
which is the sour of the lemon, has
been reproduced; likewise lactic acid,
which is the sour prineiple of sour
milk. Salieylic acid, so valuable as
& preservation and as a remedy for
rheumatisin, was abtainod formerly
from the wintergreen plant and was
very costly Now it is cheap and

gulactured by the ton from carhol-
ac:d In its turn artificial oil of
wintexgreen, derived from wood al-
cohol and salicylic acid, has driven
; the natural product out of the mar-
ket onurelv
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Diaboelieal Reveunge,

A diabelical story of revenge comes
from Granzendorf, Austria, where a
man called DBalika tied his enemy, -
! Joseph' Balan, to the wheel of a

wagon and then drove at a fast pace

down the street. When the villagers
’hurri'ed l.: qtg:l the horror, gﬁw

too late, for an was alread dnd

* His nurleur!; was utg’zm hn{-ﬁd -
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(ST. u:cm‘s WINE.)

- It will create an appetite and tutctetothg palate
that lost relishing taste for fopd. It will make ;

the digestive organs act naturally and properly
digest the food eaten, whether your sto-
mach is in good order or not. ' No matter v
if you are young or old, sick or healthy . _

VIN ST. MICHEL .

CHATHAM’S MILLINERY STORE
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2 We are giving bargaias in all lines—Muslin de Soie, Chiffons, Laces ‘.
i in black, white and colors, Silks and Ribbons. h
* Ladies’ Tvimmed Hats from ¢1.25 np.

z Some greot bargains in Children’s Hats, from 50¢ up.
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If our new and elegsnt line of vehicles
did not meet with great favor, and
especially after learning the remarkably
low prices on the magnificent assortment,

One glanc » will show you why we are doing such a large business.
Every rig we put out has been thoroughly tested at the factory and
carefully selected by us ; but our strongest claim for your business is
the money-saving feature of buying of us.

See our lines of Buggies,
Phaetons, Surreys, Runa~
bouts and Harness of all
kinds. Rubber Tire Vehi- -
cles of allkinds. . * . A

Wm. Gray & Sons Co’y.,

Limited

—For Sales~

Oholce Clover Sead, Timothy Seed, White and Black
Oats, Barloy, Oorn, Beans, Buckwheat,

~~For Best Breade™
Use Kent Mills @Gold Medal Flour.
-« For Health....
Steven’s Broakfast Food. . *‘Sunrise’ Oornmeal

The Canada Flour lills Co., timites

OHATHAM, =~ « = = = ONT.

R A L L L e Y T T
The Chatham
Loan 8Savings Co

Capital $1,000,000

the Lake Erie Navigation Co., Ltd.
Steamer “Urania”

The Short Route to
Cleveland, Ohio
One way fare from Chatham $1.60

leaves Rond Eau
Mondays,

Tickets on Sele at ail t':al 'rﬂ:"“"'"

WM. voou.an‘. llm
MARSHALL, Gen'l Pass. Agt., Walkerville
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Minard’s Liniment for sale every-

where. g gd i it




