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IDE LOVE STORY OF iLISOK BARNARD
KATHARINE TYNAN

(A^tkrr if “ 71< Handsome BranJims,” he.)

CHAPTER XVIII.—Continued.
Alison went home niter her visit, 

to the convent, very lull o( the work, 
*„<! ol the concession she had ob
tained, fuller still ot the clue she 
bad come upon so unexpectedly. She 
bad to put her thoughts ol it away 
till she was alone, since Mr. John 
and Mr. Peter Bosanquet were to 
dine with them. Over the dinner 
she gave them and large-eyed Tessa 
an account of her afternoon and how 
it had been spent, excluding only the 
matter which she considered privy to 
herself. Sbe bad not vet reached the 
point of intimacy at which she would 
speak of “the trust" to those two 
old friends of hers, though once or 
twice she had been on the point of 
doing »o rather to her surprise.

The two old men were interested; 
they bad not known of the existence 
of Mount Carmel so near to them, as 
Ballycushla, though in the Irish 
towns round about there were many 
convents of an easier rule. The em
broidery too; they must see the em
broidery. What a good thing that it 
was to be taught to the workers 
round about! As for the postulants 
who never came,.they were sympa
thetic over that, although, said Mr. 
Peter, with the greater freedom of 
the born Catholic, there was no doubt 
that Mount Carmel and its like were 
out of date. The ancient church was 
adapting itself into modern ideas and 
needs. “What is the good,” he ask
ed rhetorically, "of living in the 
bfteenth century when God bas plac
ed you in the twentieth? The con
templative orders are out of date.”

•‘You should have taken me, Cou
sin Alison,” said Tessa reproachfully.

“I should like to know what your 
mother would say to me," Alison re
plied laughing. “Indeed, Tessa,when 
the Reverend Mother gave me that 
invitation to take off my hat. and 
stay, 1 was glad you were not with 
me. You would have fallen in love 
with her; and just imagine the scan
dal in Ballycushla if your mother’s 
daughter were to become a nun!”

“We find Ballycushla tolerant en
ough,” said Mr. John llosanquet.

“Ah! you can afford to disregard 
Ballycushla; and Ballycushla knows 
it,” replied Alison, and then looked 
with contrition towards Tessa.

“1 am always forgetting that Tessa 
lived in Ballycushla," she said. ”1 
don’t know how sbe is so ready to 
forgive me.”

“But I don’t care for anyone in 
Ballycushla," said Tessa, simply, 
“except, of course, my own people.

“Paul will be here to-morrow, 
said Mr. John Bosanquet in a joy
ful tone. "I don’t know why we 
have not told you before, because our 
thoughts have been so full, of it. We 
only heard this afternoon.”

“I am so glad,” said Alison, not 
looking at Tessa, but conscious that 
she had suddenly turned rosy. And 
his chief?”

“His chief will be detained in town 
a little longer. He has consultations 
every day with Mr. Carfax over the 
Bill, the Bill that is to make Ireland 
young again. It is very good of 
him to spare us Paul.”

“He, Sir Gerard, is going to be 
very busy between Christmas and 
the opening of Parliament. There is 
his visit to the West, and he is to 
call at varibus places where his de
partment is busy. We shall hardly 
see much of him, I fear.”

“A public man belongs to no one 
but the public,” said Mr. Peter; with
out the faintest idea that it was 
hard saying to one of his listeners.

“They had heard of his work even 
at Mount Carmel,” said Alison, with 
a little air of pride. “Who wou d 
have thought that public affairs could 
penetrate there?”

“My dear,” said Mr. Peter, "the 
Carmelites are women it they are 
Carmelites, and I daresay they know 
a good deal of what is going on. 
They would be pnlike their founder 
ii they were not very human. She 
was a very feminine person in her 
ways and very dainty, and very h'l
man.” , .

“Ah!" Alison’s eyes danced. n 
occurs to me now that as I walked 
by Sister Veronica I noticed that she 
took a bit of my gown between her 
fingers and felt it.”

“And appraised its value. Her in
terest would not be unworthy St. 
Teresa’s daughter. By the way we 
must think of making some poor peo
ple happy at Christmas. Perhaps 
the nuns would help us on the one 
hand, and Archdeacon Lang on the
other." . ...

“I am sure they would, said All- 
son. "Sir Gerard is to distribute 
the prizes for the best-kept cottages 
in the three parishes, the best sing
ing, the best step-dancing, the lest 
butter-making and fowl-rearing. H 
will be an Irish festival; that is to 
be on St. Stephen’s Day.”

“The day the wren-boys go about/ 
“Yes; but they will carry no dead 

wren in their branches; only the 
branches themselves. You know l 
give a prize to the child who has 
distinguished itself by kindness to 
animals. I may mention that there 
are a great number of competitors, 
and an almost equal number of con
solation prizes." ,
“Ah, that is good. Cruelty is the 

“nly unmixed evil on earth. I“e 
other vices are nearly always tne 
wrong end of virtues. If one could 
influence the young it would turn 
earth Into heaven."

“You will be amused at Sir t«er- 
ard. He is in his element distribut
ing the prizes. That is where his 
delightful sense of humor comes in. 
lie’ll forget that he’s a statesmen 
when he stands up and faces the peo
ple1! everyone of whom he knows b> 
name.” . .

“The only grief we have in being 
.it Kylinoé is that he Is not there 
instead. The countryside must miss 
him.”

"We all do; but we cannot hope to 
have him as though be was a private
citizen.”

After dinner in the drawing-room 
Alison found herself alone with Mr. 
Peter Bosanquet, who in a manner 
was the stronger spirit of the two 
brothers. Mr. John was standmv 
with his Anger-tips laid against each

c expi 
to Te

■on 
essa playing

should not

other and 
his face, listening 
Irish melodies.

"So you are going to turn Maurice 
Tyrrell into a business-man,” she 
said. "It will be the making of him. 
His mother is at once sad and de
lighted.”

“We like the young fellow, and we 
believe he will suit our' purpose ex
cellently." *

.Alison already knew of the propos
ed big business undertaking which 
was to bring the lonely stretches of 
bog and mouotaiâ into touch with 
the markets of the world.

"I believe you are right,” she said, 
"although it took the eye ol genius 
to discover it. You ha\e not yét 
heard of a place you would like to 
buy., I hope when it * disc overed 
that it will be within driving dis
tance of Castle Barnard.”

"it must be within driving dis
tance of Castle Barnard,” Mr Peter 
said with emphasis. “No, we have 
heard of nothing although we bave 
searched all the agents' books. I 
don’t see why we shouldn't; build.
I believe it will come to that ,n the 
end.”

“It seems a pity to build when the 
country is so full r.f old mansions go
ing to ruin.”

“I know; old mansions and old 
mills. My brother and I on our ex
cursions have seen them everywhere. 
Millions of money must be Wing 
there rotting and rusting in the wind 
and the rain.”

“If the Bill should pass the pulse 
of life would begin to beat again in 
many of those old places. By the 
way at the head of Glen Nesh there 
is a great number of horses. The 
stabling is magnificent, out of pro
portion to the house, which would 
probably be too small for you and 
your servants."

“My brother and I do not care to 
keep a great retinue of servante. I 
think I know the place you mean. 
It is at the head of a ravine, through 
which a river flows. It is a white 
house with green outside shutters. 
I thought it was inhabited.”

"It has been derelict for many 
years; -put it was built strongly 
and might be renovated.”

"Thank you for telling me, my 
dear. It probably would do very 
well for two old fellows like us.”

She noticed that he said nothing of 
his nephew, and wondered at the 
omission. .

"Castle Barnard is a very beauti
ful house,” he said after a pause, 
in which his eyes roamed round over 
the things of beauty which were all 
about him. "I don't know that I 
have ever seen a more beautiful one.”

"The house was always beauti
ful,” said Alison, “but the plenishing 
was much simpler before my father’s 
time. He collected in a day when 
Ireland was full of beautifui things 
to be bought for a song ii they were 
to be bought at all, and often a 
king’s ransom would not purchase 
them, even when they belonged to 
poor people. And he did not con
fine his collecting to Ireland. I of
ten wonder, if I should be called on 
to give up Castle Barnard, how I 
should make division of the treasures 
of the house. Our revenues are not 
really derived from the Barnards, you 
know; and it was not Barnard money 
that made #those purchases. What 
would you do if you were in my 
place?”

“But you will never be called on 
to give up Castle Barnard,” Mr. 
Peter said with a fervour that made 
Alison look at him in wonder.

“I don’t know," she said slowly. 
“You know I am only keeping it in 
trust, until the real owners appear.”

“I knuw,” he said hastily. “Mrs. 
Tyrrell told me. It increased, if 
that were possible, my admiration for 
you; but it was too hard a thing 
to put upon you. Not but what your 
father was a noble fellow, a noble 
fellow. I should feel if I were you, 
nty dear, that I was the undisputed 
mistress of the house. It will never 
be taken from you.”

“I don’t know,” she said again, 
thoughtfully. “I believe I have a 
clue."

“It is a false one, I assure you, 
said Mr. Peter. “Nature made you 
for the mistress and queen of this 
house. You will never be disposses
sed.”

“You are good enough to feel such 
sympathy for me,” said Alison gcate-

"Supposmg the Bill 
i?,r said Mr. John, gently.

“That is something we do not con
template. The Government may have
to go to the country upon it, but ita 
big battalions will return little di
minished, ii at all. Tne Premier is 
sure of it. The bye-elections show 
the way the wind blows. Our men 
are coming back with increased ma
jorities.”

“We have lived longer than you, 
son," Mid his father, "and we have 
seen big majorities crumble. How
ever, we will hope that the bill will 
become law. It the Government 
should go out over it, and the Oppo
sition comes in!"

“We should be out of work for some 
years,” the young fellow Mid, in a 
startled way. "It would be a great 
hardship if Sir Gerard was to see 
the Department he has created pass 
from his hands into the hands of 
someone without his ideals. Yet it 
would not be a party question. The 
work of the Department must be con
ducted on some such lines as his. 
It is pjftely ameliorative."

“His position should be a perman
ent one." Mr. Peter Mid. "It ought 
not to depend on the ebb and flow of 
English political tides. But if the 
people were disappointed bow would 
they take it?”

Tne young fellow shrugged his 
shoulders.

“Heaven knows,” he said. “Who 
is to answer for the peop'e? I hope 
they would remember hb unselfish 
devotion to them. He has surely 
lived down despair and dislvlief.”

The three were sitting at the round 
table of polished mahogany at which 
they had dined. The 'loth had been 
removed, and the fruit, and wine in 
its coolers of old Sheffield plaie, 
left on the table that shone like a 
mirror. Paul Bosanquet sat be
tween the two elder men; their faces 
beamed approval on him. All three 
were silent for an instant. Each 
was conscious that the things they 
had been talking about although 
engrossing in themselves, were out
side a matter of more intimate con
cern. Mr. John and Mr. Peter look
ed at each other. Then the father 
spoke.

“My boy,” he said, "your uncle 
and I have learned to love the lady of 
your choice, of whom you spoke to 
us last summer. We hope that 
things will go well with your love. 
When will you speak to her?”

"At the earliest possible moment ” 
The boy laughed ingenuously. "It 
has been hard not to speak before, in 
a sense. I wanted you to know and 
to love her first.”

“You knew that we would love her 
as soon as we knew her," one of the 
old men said. “Your choice has 
made us very happy. But your work 
if you marry,—what of your work?”

“She will not be the one to with
draw me from my work.”

“No; seeing that she is as keenly 
interested in it as you. We thought 
that,” said Mr. Peter.

Paul Bosanquet looked pleased. 
"You have been finding her out,” 

he said. “Perhaps you know her 
better than I do in a way. You have 
had opportunities.”

“Of which you needn’t be jealous, 
boy," said his uncle, gently rallying. 
“In the future all the opportunities 
will be with you.”

“The question is,” said the father, 
“whether it is fair to her that you 
should be tied to this work so entire
ly.”

“I should ask myself the question 
about any other girl,” the boy ans
wered. “You don’t know yet her 
capacity for unselfish enthusiasm.”

“Why, that is apparent,” said the 
uncle. “Upon my word, young man, 
I wonder you had the audacity to 
lift your eves to her.”

“But you see she didn’t think it au 
dacious.”

“When will you speak?” the father 
asked again.

“At the first moment. It has cost 
me something to keep silent; but I 
thought you and uncle should know 
and approve. Besides—I think she 
knows that I love her, but she is 
young. I would not marry her.”

The old men looked At each other; 
they would not have said for words 
what they felt—*,hat Alison must be 
the boy’s senior by a year or two. 
There had been a note in his voice 
like the blackbird's in spring when 
he spoke of his sweetheart’s youth. 
“Oh my love, my love is young!” It 
had been as though he sung the words 
of delight.

“We shall see them to-morrow,” he 
said, “she and her cousin; to-morrow 
I will speak. And now, I want to 
smoke. Uncle Peter, will you play 
a game of pills? I don’t know when 
I’ve had time for billiards before."

No more was said that evening on 
the subject so near to their hearts. 
Only when they had taken their can
dles and retired, Mr. Peter Bosan-

3uet came for a few minutes to Mr. 
ohn's room.

To-morrow will be a happy day*------- , y J I U111WI iwn vr Uv U

fully. “Loving the house as T do, j f brother,” he said.
•1 ! ~ _ 4Lin.. f/vr two tn k II nW ____ . . . . •it is a painful thing for me to know 
that it is not really in equity mine. 
I have never confessed this to any
one before.” •

“Of course it is a hard thing; but, 
my dear, you may take my word for 
it—No one will ever turn you out of 
Castle Barnard.”

CHAPTER XIX.
The End of a Dream.

It was Paul Bosanquet's first even
ing at Kylinoe, and he was alone 
with his uncle and father. He had 
so much to tell them, of the things 
that han been happening, of the 
strange fascinating world of politics 
into which he had been plunged. The 
secretary of a Minister held no sine
cure of a post. He was endless
ly busy and endlessly pleased. No 
time for gaieties and no desire for 
them. Occasionally a big political 
dinner or a reception by the wife 
a minister. For the rest hard work.

“His energy breaks out in a thous
and different directions," he said of 
his chief “He keeps us all going. 
Of course his work being .xltogether 
of an ameliorative kind it lacks 
the special excitement of fighting. 
I'm a benevolent felmw, but I sup- 
pose It’s the drop of Itish blood in 
me that makes me think the fight me 
would be brave, and for such a chief. 
But every man speaks well of him.

“Isn’t it a dangerous thing when 
that happens1 " asked his uncle.

“Not for him. He will not let 
his work slacken because he has no 
enemies Prosperity will do him no 
harm. I confess I have often wished 
that i could have stood by him in 
the old fighting days, when there was 
nothing but distrust and mockery of 
him on every side. Now the people 
swwr by him. He tells them the 
Bill will pass and they believe 
The Bill will alter the face of 
country."

haveThe happiest we shall ever 
except Paul’s wedding day.”

“And the day Paul’s son is bom.” 
They looked at each other as though 

thev saw vistas of endless delight.
“We were wise to keep back the 

story from him yet awhile. It will 
be time enough when they are man 
and wife to let them know that the 
heir of Castle Barnard has come 
home; that he has married the cousin 
who has kept it so faithfully in trust 
for him. Let them love each other 
as strangers in blood. Later on it 
will be time enough to tell.”

“She will tell Paul the story her
self; and he will laugh at the idea 
that those old, unhappy far-off things 
could put barriers between two such 
true lovers. There will be no stain 
on either branch ot the Barnards 
when at last they are joined,” said 
Mr. John. “It will be like a fairy 
tale.”

“Only that it will be true,” said 
Mr. Peter, rubbing his hands exult- 
ingly.

Paul found it somewhat difficult to 
get Tessa to himself next day. In 
the 4irst place her shyness stood in 
the way. Before lunch she slung 
persistently to her cousin's skirts. 
Afterwards the old men were curious
ly obtuse. They had this, that, and 
the other thin" to show Miss Tes«a. 
First one, and then another carried 
her off, and left Paul alone with All- 
son. He began to wonder whether he 
was going to see her alone at all be
fore it was time to say good-bye. 
At last his patience broke bounds 
when he was alone with Alison.

“Miss Barnard,” he said appealing
ly, “I want to speak to your cousin, 
and things seem somehow to get in 
the way.. Will you help me?"

A light broke over Alison’s face. 
“Why, to be sure I shall help \ou,” 

the she answered; and then impulsively 
she put out both her hands to him.

her happy, she is a dear 
child," she said. "And when sbe has
Mid yes to you I shall have aome- 
thing to tell you.” ' "

The something was the story of 
Castle Barnard and the t reach Wile. 
That suggestion ot Mrs. George Bar
nard, w men her spouse had mocked 
at that Alison intended Tcsm to fol
low her at Castle Barnard had ac
tually taken possession of Alison’s 
mind. She was not likely to marry ; 
perhaps she ought not to marry in
deed, unless she had first made re
stitution. She could not marry any 
man who took her for the mistress 
of Castle Barnard, and was not sat- 
isfted that she should regard herself 
as only n trusteee. It was a pos
session .that few men would be will
ing to see pass away from them
selves and their children. There 
was one, perhaps, but he vu uledg- 
ed to a course which made almost 
as tangible a barrier between them 
as his marriage with another woman 
would have been. It was well that 
Tessa »u going to marry a rich 
man. H the day came when she 
was forced to give up Castle Barn
ard, if indeed she was willing to 
take in trsst, it would not be so 
hard for her.

They were at the end of the picture 
gallery together At the other end 
were Tessa and the two old men. Mr. 
Peter, casting * glance towards
where the two stood by the fire, saw 
the hand-clasp and murmured a
thanksgiving. Prematurely as it 
happened, for Alison was beside
them in an instant. She had some
thing to show them, a little raw 
colt, brother to Mavourneen, born 
that morning. They must come to
the stable yard and see it.

Her look included Paul and Tessa, 
but when she had swept the two old 
men away with her, Paul and Tessa 
lingered behind.

“So unfortunate,” Mr. John’s eyes 
telegraphed to Mr. Peter.

“It is all right,” Mr. Peter looked 
reassurance. Had he not seen that 
close and tender handclasp?.

They inspected the little colt al
ready standing up by bis mother on 
four slender, shaky legs, and pro
nounced him a beauty.

”1 think of forming a racing-sta
ble," said Alison.

“That will be a new departure," 
said Mr. Peter.

"A becoming one, I hope,” said 
Alison. She often had a playful air 
with those two dear old men.

"As though anything could misbe
come Miss Barnard,” Mr. Peter re
torted, bowing low.

“My father kept race-horses at one 
time,” Alison went on. “I confess 
I want something in the nature of a 
diversion. I love the creatures, and 
shall delight in rearing them. What 
would you suggest for my racing co
lors**"

She was not sure how much she 
was in earnest, but she had not 
been born in Ireland for nothing. It 
was true that the sporting drop was 
strong in her.

“Your husband must have the se
lection of those,” said Mr. Peter, 
waggishly.

For some inexplicable reason Alison 
blushed, and the old men looked at 
each other delightedly.

“A racing stable,” she said, recov
ering herself, “is the diversion of a 
single woman. A racing-stable and 
cards; it is the provision against 
dullness for old age in tbp country. I 
am glad I do not share Ballycushla 
prejudices.”

Mr. John turned eway from the 
contemplation of the coit. He and 
Mr. Peter had acquired the tastes 
of country gentlemen during their 
years in Surrey. As a rule they 
were very glad to inspect Alison's 
farmery.

“The Berkshire boar is outgrowing 
his house," said Alison. “You must 
positively see him. I shall either 
have to sell him or have some planks 
taken out and his house enlarged. He 
has improved so much since you per
suaded Brady to keep him clean.”

“As though anything throve in 
dirt,” growled Mr. Peter; it was a 
hobby of his. "The pig is a much 
misunderstood creature.”

“Brady gets so much humorous 
pleasure out of washing him,"i said 
Alison, "that it makes him forget 
the trouble,"

The Berkshire boar Was quite at the 
end of the farmery. When he had 
been inspected, and felt and approv
ed, there were the black pigs. Ali
son led them from one thing to an
other till the dusk warned them that 
it was growing late.

“Bless me, it is half-past three," 
she said, looking at the watch at her 
wrist. “I had no idea it was so 
late. I believe I invited you to
stay for tea, didn’t 1?"

“We seem to be always at Castle 
Barnard,” one of them said.

“I don’t know how I could have 
endured Jhe winter without you," 
said Alisrthv gratefully. She was 
remembering how she had dreaded its 
coming as the loneliest of all pos
sible winters, yet it had fled by 
fast enough; and Sir Gerard Moly- 
neux was coming in a week’s time 
to spend Christmas at Kylinoe. As 
they went back to the house she 
drew their attention to the clean 
sweetness of the frosty air, the blue
ness of the dark in which the stars | 
scintillated, the pure song of the j 
robin.

"Tessa little knows,” she thought 
to herself, “how unwillingly I gave 
up Paul to her at that moment. 
Perhaps in time he would have told 
me some of the thousand and one 
things I have wanted to know. If 
he were not so distracted! I have 
not the heart to talk of anything but 
her.”

They found the truants still in the, 
picture-gallery, where lately Alison 
had had electric light laid on, a tre
mendous innovation in those parts 
and those days. Before that it had 
been possible to see the pictures only 
by daylight or by moonlight. The 
gallery was in dusk when they enter
ed, except for the cheerful fire at 
each end. Fires at Cast le Barnard 
with the Ranee flowing under its 
walls needed to be constantly replen
ished.

As thev rnmc in Alison put nut her 
hand to switch on the light, and then 
as suddenly withdrew it.

“It is a pity to break up this blind 
man’s holiday," she said; “and there 
is plenty of light tor reasonable peo
ple.”

There was a thrill in her voice. 
Keenly susceptible to Impressions, 
she felt the happy agitation In the 
air of the place.

Paul Bonanquet came forward and 
took hie father’s hand and his un
cle’s in his own.
“I am the happiest fellow alive,”
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W. B. Curie, M. A. M P. Gleeson
D'Arcy Scott, Depamental Agent and Parlia

mentary Solicitor anthoriaed under the Rule» of 
the Mourn of Common» of Canada.

' - ~ .
T T NWIN, MURPHY A ESTEN 
^ C. J. MURPHY. H. L- ESTE*

ONTARIO LAND 6URVBTORS, Etc.

OnfMsnUsn Life ■elMini
Toronto.......

JOSEPH PHILLIPS. Pros.

THE EXCELSIOR LIFE 
INSURANCE CO.
Iisoraace It force $5,170,816.30

Men of character and ability 
to write Insurance can obtain 
with this Company an agency 
which will give them an ever 

increasing income apply to

MEAD OFFICE. TMOSTO
IDWIE BARBEAU., DAVID VASE EM,

THE TORONTO 
GENERAL TRUSTS 

CORPORATION
Was established in 1882 ex
pressly for the purpose of fur
nishing the people of the Prov
ince of Ontario with a trust
worthy, responsible and effi
cient

EXECUTOR or 
TRUSTEE

And during twenty-two years of 
successful management of trusts 
and estates has demonstrated the 
advantages of a coiporate trus
tee having a large capital stock, 
a Board of Directors of high 
standing, and a trained staff of 
officers.

OFFICERS
JOHN NOSKIN. K.C., President 
Non. S. C. WOOD, Vice-President 
W.tN. BEATTY, Vice-President 
J W. LANGMUIR, Men. Director

———------- «VHIIUU. VULVE . LOIUEI
Richmond and nay SU , Tomato, Telephone 
Main ijj6.

Architects

A RTHUR W. HOLMES 
** ARCHITECT

10 Bloor St East TORONTO
Telephone North 1160.

Sflwrttts

pORBBS ROOFING COMPANY— 
Slat* and Gravel Roofing; Establish

ed forty years. 153 Bay Street. 'Phone 
Main 53.

B. CAIRNS
Paon.

Tin, 1er â Stewart Mtg. Ce.
RUBBER rreca 
•serai STAMPS

Seals, Dies, Stenell*
» King Street Watt.

TORONTO. Orv,

E. trCORMACK

McCABE <& CO.
UNDERTAKERS 

222 Qneen Land 3l9QneenW.

F. ROSAR
UNDERTAKER

2*0 Kins St. KssAtf Toronto
Telephone MAln 1034.

Late J. Young

ALEX. MILLARD
UNDERTAKES ft EMBALM!

TacraoM. Qjg

ROYAL
INSURANCE CO.

OF ENGLAND

ASSETS $62,000,000 DOLLARS

O. Mo. L. STINSON
Local Manager

WM. A. LEE j* SON
GRNKRAL AGKNTS

14 Victoria Street, Toronto 
Phan-- Wgin 59 » a^d Ml'ti BOON

Monkey Brand Soap makes copper like 
gold, tin like ailver, crockery like marble, 
and windows like crystal.

Filled with Misery.”—This 
is not true of all men. The well, 
sound of lung, clear of eve. alert end

MONUMENTS
Finest work and beat design» at low
est price». Granite and Marble Mon
ument. We are the Largest Man
ufacturers in the Dodriaiqn.

The McIntosh Granite* Marble Oft
LIMITED. Ill, A II» YONCB ST. 

(Terminal Yonge St Car Boats.) 
Telephone North 1149 TORONTO

BO YEARS*# 
EXPERIENCE

Patents

buoyant w neaitfi, are not miser 
able whatever may be their social 
condition. To be well is to be hap- 

antl we can all be well by
our bodies in n

trie Oil wifi héfn all u, d« this.
he announced. “Shelus said yes 

(To he continued.)


