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CHAPTER XXXIX.
INVENDUES

Captain Dennier received Morty 
Carter with the same cold and 
dignified manner which had 
characterized his former reception 
of him ; while Carter, although hie 
air wae marked by a deference but 

‘little removed from obsequious­
ness, still betrayed by his nervous­
ness, and the expression of his face, 
the indignation under which he 
labored.
“Your business?" demanded the 

officer frigidly.
Carter was stung ; he writhed 

under the lash of the contempt 
implied in the freezing tone, the 
scorpion whip of that haughty 
demeanor, and ^ie threw aside his 
deference and assumed a boldness 
born of hie desperation: “I have 
come,” he said, straightening him­
self, " to know why the paper con­
taining information of importance 
to the government, which I gave 
into your hands, and which Lord 
Heathcote assured me should play 
an essential part in the trial of 
yesterday, was not produced?”

The officer’s lip curled for an 
instant. “ Permit me to ask, Mr. 
Carter, who delegated to you the 
right of putting such a question to 

•me? your tone, sir, implies doubt 
of my having fulfilled the com­
mission intrusted to me regarding 
the paper of which you speak ; for 
your satisfaction, I shall say this 
much : the document passed safely 
from my hands to the proper 
authorities.”

“ To whom did you give it, when 
it passed from your immediate 
possession ?” demanded Carter, 
forgetting, in his eagerness, that 
he was not speaking to an equal.

“ You forget yourself, sir!” and 
Captain Dennier’s eyes flashed in 
angry accompaniment to his 
indignant tone. “ I have given 
you all the information I choose to 
impart—for further account I refer 
you to Lord Heathcote."

Carter's manner became less bold. 
“You refuse to tell me into whose 
hands you committed the paper?" 
he said half imploringly.

“ I certainly do," responded the 
officer, “ because I recognize no 
right of yours to question me. 
And now I must request you to end 
this interview."

Carter was again desperate ; the 
inner working of his rage became 
manifest in the swelling of the 
veins in his forehead, and the 
spasmodic clutching of his fingers. 
“ I’ll end the interview,” he said, 
striving to speak calmly, but 
despite his effort trembling in 
form and voice, “ but I have some­
thing to say first : I’ll see Lord 
Heathcote, as you advise me to do, 
and I’ll communicate to him the 
result of this interview. Perhaps 
he will see as clearly as I do how 
little your heart is in the cause you 
prefend to serve, and perhaps he 
will think, as I do, that you are a 
party to the plot which kept that 
document from the court yester­
day : and-----”

“ Enough, sir !” interrupted 
Captain Dennier with the same 
accent of stern contempt which he 
had used from the first ; “ and 
leave my presence before 1 summon 
some one to eject you !”

“I shall go,” retorted Carter 
bitterly, “ when I have said 
another word to you : you are not 
what you seem ; you have no right 
to the name you bear, and it is in 
my power to reveal to you who you 
are ; but your treatment of me has 
sealed my lips.”

The officer, with a look of wither­
ing scorn, answered: “Did you 
choose to reveal my identity, as 
you imply that it is in your power 
to do, do you think that I would 
credit the statement of a traitor? 
go, Mr. Carter, and when next you 
would use for your own infamous 
interests any little knowledge that 
you may have gained surreptitious­
ly of a man’s birth, or family, do 
not choose one who will be as little 
affected by your knowledge as your 
present subject." He rung a hand­
bell, and Tighe immediately 
appeared to show baffled, enraged 
Carter out.
,"Did you succeed in gettin’ what 

you wanted ?” he whispered 
when they reached a part beyond 
the officer’s quarters.

“ No !” answered Carter, his face 
purple from suppressed rage.

“ An’ you won’t get seein’ the 
young masther?” said Tighe in 
well-affected disappointment : “sure 
I was buildin’ on yer tellin’ him 
how it all was the other noight, an’ 
tellin’ him also o’ the achin’ in me 
heart bekaise I can’t get seein’ 
him mesel’."

But Carter was in no mood either 
to answer Tighe, or to volunteer 
any information, and with a hurried 
good day both parted—the former 
to repair to his lodging in order to 
deliberate on his next proceeding, 
and the latter to seek Shaun, and 
to give vent to his feelings by the 
following address to the dog : 
“ Faith, Shaun, I think the inter­
view, as he called it, wid the 
captain, didn't do him much good— 
his face was loike a busted bate, an’ 
his eyes’d frighten one. Somehow 
I’m inclined to think a dale o’ 
Captain Dennier ; he has viry noble 
ways wid him, an’ I wish it was in 
me power to do somethin’ in his 
favor wid regard to Miss O’Donog- 
hue. I wondher, now, if I did spake 
a good word for him would it help 
matthers? I’ll think over it.” And

so saying, he proceeded to his 
duties.

Morty Carter had reached his 
lodging, and had just begun his old 
exercise of walking the floor in 
order to quiet hie disturbed mind, 
when a Knock sounded. He opened 
to admit Rick of the Hills. " Come 
in!” he said in a surly mapner, as 
Rick seemed to pause for an invita­
tion.

“ You are out of sorts," said 
Rick, quietly seating himself.

“ 1 am," answered Carter, con­
tinuing his nervous stride of the 
room ; "everything is going against 
me.”

"Everything!" repeated Rick, 
“ why, has anything new happened 
since the failure ot your plan for 
Carroll O’Donoghue’s escape ?”

" Yes ; something that I rested 
all my hopes on—that I plotted 
night and day for, has failed me ; 
miserably failed me!" His face 
grew more hurried, as if he would 
vent his fierce excitement in 
increased motion. ‘1 The disappoint­
ment is eating my heart out !" he 
continued ; " but ” he suddenly 
changed his voice and paused, 
standing directly before Rick : “ all 
is not yet lost, and, if the hopes 
that remain to me succeed, there 
will be happiness and plenty for us 
both at last, Rick. I thought of 
making another journey to Dublin, 
but 1 ve changed my mind—I’ll 
write instead ; and now have you 
come to tell me that you have 
succeeded—that you have Nora’s 
answer?” He bent forward in his 
eagerness, his hot breath fanning 
the haggard face beneath him.

“I have come to tell you," 
answered Rick hurriedly, and with 
a wild determination in his eyes, 
" that I have no answer for you."

“ She refused to give it ?” ques­
tioned Carter, his brow gathering 
into a scowl.

“ I did not ask it,” responded 
Rick, rising; “and, what is more, 
I shall never ask it !"

" Never!" echoed Carter, as if he 
were dumbfounded.

" Never !” repeated Rick, folding 
his arms, and confronting Carter 
with the apparent desperation of a 
wild beast at bay.

Carter hissed: “So you, too, 
would turn tail upon me ? perhaps 
you forget Cathleen !”

A look of agony broke into the 
pallid, pinched face for a moment, 
as if the poor wretch was about to 
sink under a sudden swell of 
emotion ; but some mighty effort 
kept it back, and he answered as 
firmly as before: “Could I forget 
her, Carter, I would fling you and 
your hellish work aside forever ! 
because I cannot forget her, I am 
still bound to your interests ; but 
Nora is mine—do you understand, 
Morty Carter ? mine ! and before 
my tongue should say to her what 
you bade me tell her, I would tear 
it out from the roots.”

Carter shrunk from the desperate 
eyes which glared at him, and 
feeling how impotent would be his 
own anger to meet a passion as 
fierce and determined as that now 
confronting him, he refrained from 
the indignant burst upon his lips, 
and sought to soothe his visitor. 
“ Perhaps I expected too much of 
you, Rick, when I asked you to do 
that ; well, we’ll let it go for the 
present, and when things become 
more settled I’ll put the question 
boldly and respectfully to her my­
self.”

“ And it’s a refusal you’ll get, 
Carter ; mind you, I’m telling you 
beforehand, so that you’ll be pre­
pared.”

"I’ll risk it anyway,” was the 
response; “ and now we’ll drink to 
it’s success !" and he brought forth 
a bottle and glasses from some 
recess in the room, and proceeded to 
fill the latter. Rick pushed his 
tumbler away.

I’ll be firm this time, Carter— 
I’ll not taste it. I promised Nora 
this morning when I left her that a 
drop should not pass my lips today, 
and I’ll keep my word.”

Carter laughed, and jokingly 
mocked Rick’s determination ; but 
he could not hardly conceal his 
disappointment and his rage when 
he found that neither pleasantries 
nor coaxing, nor even implied 
menaces, could induce his visitor to 
put the glass even to his lips. It 
was evident, however, that the poor 
creature’s resistance to the tempta­
tion cost him much—his tremor and 
flush painfully attested that. “ It’s 
a wonderful ascendency she’s gained 
over you already !" Carter said 
sneeringly at last, when he was 
forced to put back the liquor 
untasted, save by himself.

Rick did not answer ; he stood 
silently surveying the floor, till 
Carter returned from his task of 
putting away the bottle ; then he 
said in a lower tone than he had 
previously used : “ The money that 
you gave me is out."

“And I’m not able to give you 
more,” replied Carter ; “ I haven’t 
enough for my own expenses, the 
way things are going. No, Rick”— 
placing his hand on Rick’s shoulder, 
and speaking in a confidential tone, 
—" you’ll have to manage the best 
way you can without any more aid 
from me till Nora consents. Then, 
I am not afraid to say, I shall be in 
possession of a fortune, and you 
shall share it.”

“ I see," responded Rick bitterly, 
shaking off the hand which still 
rested on his shoulder : “ you would 
make beggarsof both Nora and me." 
He strode toward the door, opened 
it, and going out, slammed it 
violently behind him ; the next 
instant he was hurrying down the 
stair.

“ I must set a watch upon him," 
muttered Carter ; " he is rife for

treason against me now, and he 
might take some step, in his 
desperation, that would ruin mv 
plans.

CHAPTER XL.
A STORM-TOSSED SOUL

Nora McCarthy, or Nora Sullivan 
as she now called herself, had begun 
her self-imposed toil, Mrs. Murphy 
good-naturedly disposing of the 
fancy needlework, and bringing in 
return a compensation, alas! too 
slight for the demands, economical 
though they were, which the noble 
girl would supply. Still she 
wrought, happy to have employ­
ment, and happier still to show the 
poor creature from whom she con­
tinued in secret to recoil, that she 
was not wanting in a daughter's 
truest affection. One letter from 
Dhrommacohol, written conjointly 
by Father Meagher and Clare, had 
reached her ; it was full of the 
tender regard of both, and it 
announced their intention to visit 
Nora when they should come up to 
Tralee to be present at Carroll’s 
trial, which was now but a fort­
night away. Filled as was her 
heart with painful anxiety about 
Carroll, and torn as it was with 
anguish whenever she reverted to 
the thought of the barrier which 
she had deemed it her duty to erect 
between them, she still, on the 
receipt of the letter, looked about 
the little humble home with a glow 
of satisfaction, as she fancied Father 
Meagher and Clareadmiringitsneat- 
ness. Her hands had given a grace­
ful touch to everything, and the 
sunshine streaming pleasantly into 
'the room, together with her own 
beautiful self bending over her work 
made the little apartment appear so 
bright and inviting that Rick return­
ing from his interview with Carter, 
paused as he opened the door in 
order to view the scene. She 
greeted him with a smile, and put­
ting down her work, rose to busy 
herself about his comfort.

“ I told Mrs. Murphy not to bring 
up the dinner until you would 
return,” she said ; “so now I shall 
call her."

*’ No ; wait a moment—I have 
something to say to you." He 
motioned her back to her chair, 
while he stood before her with 
folded arms. " It has come to this 
at last : that I am penniless. The 
person who helped me before, and 
that I thought would continue to do 
so, has refused. It was cruel of 
me to take you from your comfort­
able home, when I knew that I 
might be bringing you to 
want such as will press upon us 
now : but it is not yet too late to 
remedy what I have done. I shall 
send you back to Father Meagher, 
and I can live as I have lived be­
fore."

She was up from her seat, her 
queenly form drawn to its full 
height, her beautiful eyes humid 
with emotion. “Is this, then, the 
return you will permit me to make 
for your affection—send me back to 
comfort, while you wander in 
misery ? Oh, father ! is then my 
love of such little worth that you 
think poverty can frighten it away ? 
I shall never leave you ! what your 
fate is, mine shall be ; should you 
have to beg, I too can ask for 
alms !”

“ You do not know what you are 
talking about !” said Rick, wearily 
and sadly, and with his face 
averted, as if he feared to look at 
her.

“ I do,” she answered, her voice 
losing none of its firmness ; “the 
poverty you speak of means that 
we cannot even keep this little 
home—we must seek a cheaper 
abode ; that will not be so difficult 
to find, and by using economy with 
that which I already earn, it will 
be enough for us both."

She would listen to no more from 
him ; and in truth he seemed too 
overcome by emotion, or perhaps 
weakness —for latterly but little 
nourishment passed his lips,—to 
have the strength to urge her 
farther. He sunk unresistingly 
into the seat she had left, and 
watched her in silence, when, 
haying called to Mrs. Murphy to 
bring up the dinner, she busied her­
self with the simple preparations 
for the little meal. She coaxed 
Rick to eat, and to gratify her he 
made the effort ; but every mouth­
ful seemed to choke the poor 
wretch, as he thought of the life of 
hardship to which he was about to 
introduce the beautiful girl. 
"Nora,” he said at last, pushing his 
plate away, "I cannot eat in the 
face of all you will have to suffer if 
you remain with me ! beside, I shall 
be breaking my word to Father 
Meagher—I promised him that you 
should have at least a decent, 
comfortable home. It is no longer 
in my power to give you such.”

‘ I yam capable of enduring 
much, she answered ; “and Father 
Meagher need not know just for 
the present of the change in our 
circumstances ; it might grieve him, 
and I know it would cause him to 
strain his slender purse for our 
benefit. After a little, when I have 
learned to work harder, so that my 
earnings will amount to more, we 
shall be able to live comfortable 
again, and then we shall let Father 
Meagher know. Cheer up, father ; 
the dear God will provide for us, 
and I shall mind nothing — poverty, 
hardship, suffering,—if it reclaims 
you to the religion you have so long 
forgotten.”

Rick groan-d.
She continued : ” “I have articles 

of dress that I do not need, and 
that Mrs. Murphy will dispose of 
for me.”

Rick bounded from the table, “I 
must go out," he said ; "I shall 
smother if I stay here longer !"

“ Where she asked, her voice 
trembling with anxiety, and some­
thing akin to terror, for these wild, 
sudden moods disconcerted, and 
even daunted her.

“ To look for a home for us; since 
you will share my poverty, you may 
as well face Its hardship at once !” 
He darted out, his wild emotions 
lending new strength to his weak­
ened limbs. He could have shrieked 
in his burning remorse, his wild 
despair ; and more than one turned 
to look after the rapidly walking 
man, whose pallid face, compressed 
lips, and glaring eyes told the story 
of a tortured heart. He halted as 
he passed the public houses, hie 
wonted haunts,—his whole being 
was crying fer a draught of the 
fiery stuff which would stifle the 
cries of his miserable conscience, 
and give him courage for new guilt; 
but the thought of the noble, self- 
sacrificing being from whom he had 
just parted, the vivid remembrance 
of her look, her voice, as she had 
besought him that morning to re­
frain from liquor for the day, held 
him back ; he turned away and 
walked on scarcely conscious 
whither he was going.

TO BE CONTINUED
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FLORENCE’S SCRUPLE
Saturday was dark most of the 

day, and it was late in the after­
noon before the weather showed any 
sign of clearing.

“ I really believe, Grace, that it 
would have been wiser to have 
waited until morning to make up 
this lunch. All the work will be 
lost, if it should rain tomorrow," 
Florence Leslie remarked to her 
sister, as she looked up from the 
table.

Rows of dainty sandwiches, in 
their waxed paper coverings, were 
waiting to be packed into the 
basket, in preparation for tomor­
row’s outing to Sound View. “ If 
Walter were only free in the morn- 
ing he could take the valise to the 
boat for us, but that is out of the 
question since it is his Sunday for 
Communion with the Holy Name 
Society.”

Grace, the younger of the two 
girls, yawned and dropped the 
paper which she had been reading. 
It was a moment or two before she 
spoke.
“Florence,” she said at length, 

“ do you know that you are inclined 
to be a pessimist. I notice it more 
and more every day."

“ Am I ?" her sister laughed in an 
amused way. “ Do you think there 
is any chance for my recovery, or 
am I beyond hope?"

" Really. Florence, I am in 
earnest. You will have- to take 
yourself in hand, if you do not want 
the habit to become chronic. To 
begin with, tomorrow is going to be 
a beautiful day; just look out at 
the sky ; there is every promise of 
clear weather. As far as the valise 
is concerned, you will not need to 
trouble Walter, for Agnes Lyons 
has promised to call for us with her 
machine. On her way down she 
will call for the three Joyce girls 
and Catherine Haynes. The machine 
will be well filled, but anything is 
better than that long, hot ride into 
the city on the trolley cars. They 
are so uncomfortable that you’re 
tired out before you are half way, 
and what is worse, if you miss one, 
you never know when you may 
expect the next. But I suppose 
that is only another disadvantage of 
living in the suburbs."

“ Now Grace, isn't that a bit 
exaggerated ? You know it was 
only when the tracks were bgjng 
repaired that the schedule was 
upset. The cars are running very 
regularly lately."

“Well, in any case, the machine 
will be so much more pleasant. Do 
you know, Flos, I wish we had a 
machine. Almost all the people we 
know have their own cars. Don’t 
you think Walter could afford to 
buy one if he really wanted to? I 
think he is inclined to be too saving. 
If only you would ask him, I think 
it would have some effect ; I’m tired 
coaxing.” .

Florence knew well, from former 
occasions, that this subject, -jf fol­
lowed up, always left her sister in 
bad humor and she wisely remained 
silent. Experience had taught 
Florence many a lesson. Five years 
ago her mother died and since then 
she had been a mother to her sister 
and elder brother.

Walter had always been a comfort 
to her. He was so considerate and 
so unselfish, and no one knew better 
than Florence how hard the struggle 
had been for him in the past to 
keep the little home together and to 
make ends meet, but the long hours 
of hard work were forgotten in the 
extra comforts and pleasures which 
they enabled him to give to his 
sisters. Grace, on the other hand, 
had in the,eyes of Florence and 
Walter, never grown up. To them, 
she was still their little sister. 
Even now, at the age of nineteen, 
they overlooked many of her faults, 
telling themselves that she was only 
a baby. During the past year, 
however, she had caused Florence 
some uneasiness, and, though an 
excuse always suggested itself to 
her mind, her better judgment 
warned her that Grace was becom­
ing selfish and inclined toward 
extravagance, but what was moat 
alarming and what caused the most 
anxiety was the fact that she was 
getting lax about her religious 
duties. This had been more notice­
able of late. The Sodality, of which 
she had beep a devoted member, 
was now given up. “ The early 
Mass on Sunday always brings on

one of my miserable headaches, 
Flos, dear. I really can’t stand it, 
she had given as the excuse when 
leaving the Sodality. “ 1 can re­
ceive at a later Mass just as welj, 
you know."

Florence said nothing at the time, 
but as the weeks passed, she noticed 
to her distress that the Sunday 
Communions were becoming less 
frequent. Walter, to whom she 
mentioned her fears, spoke gently 
to Grace, but the matter had ended 
in an open declaration of independ­
ence. She was old enough to take 
care of hei own conscience, she had 
told him. She was no longer a 
baby. This came as a shock to him 
—and from his “ baby ” sister.

The gradual change from the deep 
religious fervor, which a short 
while ago had been so much a part 
of the life of the young girl, seemed 
to date from the time she had been 
accepted into “ The Ethics and Cul­
ture," a strictly non-sectarian asso­
ciation, ccnnected with one of the 
leading Protestant Churches in the 
city. “The Ethics and Culture" 
was, in the estimation of its mem­
bers, so advanced in its ideas and 
covered such a wide range in its 
views, that it was considered, by 
them, as an authority on any sub­
ject that might hold the pubbe 
attention, from the latest “most 
correct ” thing in etiquette to an 
enlightened (?) explanation on any 
doctrine of religion. The long trip 
into the city, on the surface cars, to 
attend the weekly meetings, was no 
hardship to Grace ; in fact, she 
looked forward to them with keen 
pleasure. She was an interested 
and enthusiastic member.

Small doses of certain poisons 
may, from time to time, be taken 
into the system and not cause death. 
In fact, for a while, the effect is 
hardly noticeable. Yet, a constant 
repetition of small doses will event­
ually break down the delicate 
tissues and if death is not the actual 
result, the body will be sapped of 
its former vigor and robbed of its 
natural strength. Grace’s deep 
faith was yielding to a too constant 
repetition of “ small honeyed 
doses."

Grace had dropped back into her 
former languid position and con- 
tinued to watch her sister pack the 
valise.

“ What time are the girls going to 
call?" Florence asked.
.“They promised to be here at 

half past seven. That will give us 
plenty of time to get into the city 
without having to rush. The boat 
does not leave until nine, but thare 
is nothing I dislike more than hav­
ing to rush to a place at the last 
minute.”

Florence looked up quickly.
“You do not mean half past 

seven ?" - >
‘‘Why, yes, half past seven.”
“ But Grace, the first Mass is not 

until seven. You must have mis­
understood the time, for the girls 
could never get back from hearing 
Mass and call for us at half past 
seven. We shall not be back our­
selves at that.time."

‘'Mass!" Grace exclaimed. “Who 
is thinking of Mass? None of us 
are going to Mass tomorrow. We 

i couldn’t go to Mass, and get down 
to the boat on time.”

Florence looked at her sister in 
astonishment, but her tone was 
gentle when she spoke.

“ Grace, dear, I know you do not 
realize what you are saying. Of 
course, we are going to Mass in the 
morning. Just because we might 
miss the boat is no excuse for miss­
ing Mass. Every one of the girls is 
a Catholic and knows what a serious 
thing it is deliberately to miss Mass 
for a flimsy reason like that. You 
had better call up the girls and de­
cide on a later hour for them to call; 
they surely did not think what they 
were doing when they made the 
present arrangement."

“ Really, Florence,” Grace re­
torted with a sarcastic smile, “your 
scruples amuse me. Call the girls 
up and explain to them ! Do you 
suppose I want to be looked upon as 
a regular goody - goody. They 
laughed at Ethel Joyce when she 
even suggested that we might be 
able to stay for the beginning of 
Mass. Agnes Lyons said she never 
heard of such a thing, and Ethel 
soon changed her mind. The 
Church must be reasonable, you 
know.”

“Ah, Grace, you know that the 
Church is not unreasonable. As to 
what Agnes Lyons may say, experi­
ence should have taught you that 
she can hardly be held up as an 
exemplary Catholic. You recall 
how shocked you were when she 
openly and deliberately ordered 
meat on Friday, just, as she said, to 
show her Protestant friend that she 
was not narrow-minded. Then too, 
you must remember that merely 
staying for the beginning of Mass 
does not fulfil the obligation of 
hearing Mass. Call up Agnes now, 
Grace, and tell her that it will be 
useless for her to come for us. We 
will take the eight o’clock car into 
the city, and we shall get down to 
the boat in good time. In fact, I 
think we shall make even better 
time than if we went by machine. 
You know the car line is direct 
while the machine has to take a 
roundabout way since the road along 
the track is so full of bumps that it 
can’t be used."

“It is useless for you to think of 
my calling the girls. I do not 
intend to have everybody in the 
neighborhood laughing at me. You 
may do as you wish, but as far as I 
am concerned, vour scruples are 
not going to affect me or change 
any of my plans."

“ Scruple !” The word chilled 
Florencè. Such a short time ago,
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87 YONGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug Stcre”

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — we deliver

Stained Glass
Memorial Windows

We make a specialty of Catholic 
Church Wiudowb.

B. Leonard

MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 
Solicitors for The Home Bank of Canada 

Solicitors for the Roman Catholic 
Episcopal Corporation 

Suite 53, Rank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON, CANADA Phone 170

I Telephone 7224. Home Bank Chambers

J. M. DONAHUE, B. A.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

and NOTARY PUBLIC 
121 Dundas St LONDON, ONTARIO

FOY, KNOX A MONAHAN
BAKK1STKUS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES,Kte

! A. K. Knox 
E. L Middleton

HAVE US EXAMINE 
YOUR EYES

The responsibility ie ours;
The comfort and satisfaction yours

Expert p STEELE PromptWork ■ ■ — 1 Service
210 Dundee 8t. OPTICIAN London
We Welcome the Opportunity of Serving You

F. E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN 

167 YONGE ST. TORONTO
(Upstairs Opp. Simpson's)

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted

Casavanl Frcres
CHURCH LIM,TEE

Organ Builders
8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

Where Do You Go When 
You Wish to “Say it With” a

The West Floral Co.
249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

PHONE 5 2 9 W

Westlake
PHOTOGRAPHER

Opposite the Armouries

LONDON 
OPTICAL CO.

Have Your Eyes Examined
Dominion Savings Building

Richmond 8* Phone 6180

WILSONS

Kill them all, and the 
germs too. 10c a packet 
at Druggists, Grocers 

and General Stores.

T. Louis Monahan 
George Keogh 

Cable Address : “Foy"
Telephone. { ™

Offices : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
, BARRISTERSJames E. Day .... . , . ..Johu M. Ferguson ^ -Adelaide 8t. West 
Joseph P. Walsh TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY & LANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIK6 

Harry W. Lunney, K.C., B.A., B.O.L 
Alphou.u. Lannau, LL. H.

CALGARY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY-
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
UNION BANK BUILDING 

GUELPH, ONTARIO 
CANADA

Residence Park 1306. Cable Addres. 'Loedon." •' kdUbXV
" -Hillorest 1U97 
“ Park 1621W Main 1633

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkine
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto.

W. T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, K.O. 
Hush Harkins R. c. O’Donoghue

Office 311-313 Confederation Life Chamber, 
ti. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sts. 

TORONTO, CANADA.

V. T. FOLEY
BARRISTER-AT-LAW

HURON AND ERIE BUILDING 
CHATHAM, ONT.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S„ D. D. S.

25 PEMBROKE STREET W.

PEMBROKE. ONT.
PHONE 176

ARCHITECTS
WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Outario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers 

LONDON ONT.

' W. G. MURRAY
ARCHITECT

Churches and Schools a Specialty 
Dominion Savings Building 

LONDON, ONT. 
TELEPHONE 1557-W

FUNERAL DIRECTORS
John Ferguson & Sons

180 KING ST.
The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers 

Open Night and Day
I Telephone—House 373. Factory 643 I

C. Killingsworth |
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night

| 389 Burwell St. Phone 3971

f


