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“I know him by name," he answer
ed, pressing Hugo's clinging fingers 
between his hands. “He- is the broth
er of the people my sister is satying 
with in Kensington. 1 hear he is 
About to paint her portrait."

“How funny," Hugo cried. “He’s 
coming here to paint mine. Does your 
sister think him nice?"

“She has not said much about him. 
The first time she wrote she said he 
was ‘quaint’ and a little odd. From 
what I gathered he paid Miss Beryl 
but scant attention. Then, at a re
ception at their house he behaved bet
ter, went up evidently in her favor, 
and she had promised to go to bis 
studio to allow him to paint her. 
Since then she has not mentioned 
him. His sister is to be married to 
Sir Henry Dunstable, an elderly, 
welathy baronet, very soon. Beryl 
is staying to be her bridesmaid."

“Sir Henry took my father to his 
studio," Margaret said, “and he was 
so delighted with his work that he 
at once asked him to paint a portrait 
of my step-mother and one of Hugo."

"Isn’t it a bore?" cried Hugo, with 
the air of a martyr. “Now, John, 
don’t you fell for me?"

John smiled and stroked the boy’s 
golden hair. “You’ll make a nice pic
ture, dear boy, and it will not bore 
you one bit. You’ll only have to 
smile and look pleasant."

“Then you’ll have to come and read 
to me and tell me stories to keep me 
still, John."

A cloud passed over John's face and 
he moved a little away from the 
child. “That would be expecting too 
much from a busy man, dear. When 
does Mr. Fairfax come?”

“I don’t know. I hope never. Fath
er says he is a mope—always aull 
And in bad spirits. I don't want him 
here spoiling our pleasant chats."

“You little rebel. I pity this poor 
Artist from my heart. You’ll drive 
him distracted, I’m sure. But," turn
ing to Margaret, “is it true that 
Fairfax is a gloomy man, Miss 
Fane?"

“My father says he is," Margaret 
replied. "He cannot forget a beloved 
sister who died some years ago. She 

•was an actress and made an unhappy 
marriage."

“Poor fellow! Then he has a kind 
heart. I wonder if Beryl ever heard 
of this sister?"

"Probably. He has a beautiful por
trait of her in his studio. It was 
done when he was very young, but 
is first-rate, father says.”

“Has Lord Linton been here late
ly then?"

“Yesterday afternoon. He ran down 
to see if Auntie could receive Mr. 
Fairfax for a few days."

“And he is coming?" A troubled 
look came into John's eyes. When he 
was far away this artist would be 
talking to Margaret; wandering 
through the fields by her side; claim
ing her sympathy.

“You’re as mournful as can be to
day, John," cried Hugo pettishly. 
"What's the matter?"

“Matter?" John laughed and play
fully pinched the boy’s ear. “Hugo’s 
out of sorts, I fancy, and imagines 
all sorts of things. What do you 
think is the matter?"

“I don’t know; how could I? And I 
dare say I am out of sorts. I hate 
the thought" of this painter with his 
long face."

“You’ll like him. He’ll tell you 
stories and interest you, I’m sure. 
I’ll very soon take a second place in 
your affections, young man!”

“That’s not true. Is it, Meg? John 
will be the one we like best always, 
won't he?"

Margaret blushed and turned away 
laughing. “Better than Mr. Fairfax? 
Oh! I think so. We are not given to 
forgetting our friends, deaf ucv — 
neither you nor I.”

“Rather not. But it’s not much to 
Isay that we’d like him better than 
' old, gloomy-faced Fairfax. I meant 
better than anybody in the world."

“Now, dear, you go too far," Mar
garet said, a little sharply, and bend
ing over him as she spoke. “You 
should not talk nonsense, Hugo."

The big, blue eyes were raised in 
wonder to her face. “That's just like 
A girl. I know you are really fond of 
Mr. John Fane, and—and you want 
to pretend you’re not."

“Hugo! It’s time you came home. 
Here comes Marie."

“Then she can go back for I am 
going to stay here. This haystack 
was put up as quick as could be — 
long before any other in the neigh
borhood—to make a nice place for me 
to be under. Wasn’t it, John?"

“The hay was dry, dear, so we 
stacked it." ’

“Oh, it was for me specially; 
Auntie said It, was because I love a 
fray stack, and so, Meg, I'm going to
stay here."

“Very well. Just as you please. I 
am going in. I have things to do in 
the house, so I’ll leave you to
Marie."

“And to John." Hugo grinned in a 
way that was meant to be aggravat
ing. -

But Margaret scorned to notice 
him, and, picking up her work and 
basket, moved quietly away.

“You'll stay, John, won’t you?” 
the spoilt child said imploringly. "I 
hate to be left alone with Marie for 
long."

"I have no time to spare, Hugo. It
grewa late and I have to see Mrs.

Danvers on some very particular 
business presently."

“Oh, there!" impatiently; “you’re 
all the same. Things to do, not a 
minute to spare, so, of course, I’m 
left. Nobody cares for me."

John laid his hand on his head. 
“Don’t be unjust, little man. We all 
care for you—think of you."

“Then sit down and read me a 
story," pushing a book towards h<m. 
“I want to hear that, and Marie’s 
French accent is terrible."

“Here goes," said John, seating 
himself on the grass, his eyes fol
lowing Margaret's graceful figure as 
she tripped lightly away from them 
over the grass. “For ten minutes I 
am at your disposal, you small ty
rant, no more."

“Scraps thankfully received,” said 
Hugo, with a merr£ twinkle; his 
good humor quite restored. “I’m en
chanted Meg went away, for now I’ll 
have you all to myself."

John opened the book and turned 
over the leaves quickly. “There’s 
something funny about Meg this 
morning," Hugo went on. “She’s a 
bit snappy and out of sorts. Did you 
notice, John?"

“You asked me to read you g story, 
Hugo, and time is passing."

"All right. Read away. I was just 
wondering about Meg. She seemed an
gry and out out by what I said. 
Now, didn’t she?"

“I was looking at the sky and did
n't notice.”

“Looking at the sky,” Hugo laugh
ed boisterously. “And what did you 
see there?”,

“A cloud or two, and there is a lot 
of hay only just cut. I was feeling 
nervous lest it should rain."

“You’re a regular old farmer. Well, 
if you hadn't had your head in the 
clouds you'd have seen that Margaret 
was angry because I wanted her to 
say she liked you better than anyone 
else in the world.”

“She could not say what was not 
true," John answered gravely, his 
eyes upon the book; “and little boys 
should not ask silly questions."

"I see nothing silly in that. She 
didn't mind saying right out that she 
hated Sir Peter Goldsmid the other 
day, so why should she mind telling 
me she liked you?"

"The one’s true; the other isn’t." 
John laughed nervously. “And do you 
hate Sir Peter, too, Hugo?"

“Oh, no. I like him. He gave me a 
musical box—and a camera. I’d love 
Meg to marry him."

John felt himself grow suddenly 
numb and cold. “But she doesn’t — 
couldn’t love him, Hugo?"

“Not she. Meg’s bard to please, 
Marie says. But she may give In 
some day. And he’s really not a bad 
old fellow. I wish you knew him."

“I’ll soon know him very weel, 
Hugo," John said, trying hard to 
speak cheerfully, and failing in a most 
lamentable manner. “And then I’ll 
tell you what I think of him."

“But how are you to know Sir 
Peter Goldsmid better, John? He 
doesn’t come to your place in Sturry, 
does he?”

“Dear no. He’s too big a swell for 
that. I am going to London for a 
while, Hugo."

Hugo raised himself on his elbow 
and gazed at John with changing col
or and eyes full of astonishment, 
grief and indignation.

“To London? You? Oh! John, why? 
Surely you would not go away and 
leave Riversdale and the farm and 
Meg and me? I can’t believe it — I 
can’t—I can’t.”

UI must go, Hugo. But I’ll come 
back often. And then you’ll not be 
lonely, dear boy. Mr. Fairfax is com
ing, remember."

“You may go to London when you 
please, but I shall follow you at 
once. Father always lets me do what 
I like. So I'll see you just as much 
there.”

“Hardly, Hugo. I am not likely to 
be invited either to Park Lane or the 
studio.”

Hugo laughed and winked knowing
ly. "Don’t you be afraid. I’ll soon 
make that all right. And I’ll insist 
on Meg coming home, too. Fairfax 
must paint a little picture of her all 
for me. She’d make a lovely picture, 
wouldn’t she?"

“Lovely. And now, Hugo, I must 
go. I have to see Mrs. Danvers and 
so—"

“Please don’t apologize," with a 
nod and a wave of his hand. "You 
may go if you wish to. I have plenty 
to think about and don’t mind in the 
least."

“Then I’ll say good-bye with an 
easy conscience," laughed John, and, 
pressing the boy’s hand, he strode off 
across the fields.

An hour later John left Mrs. Dan
vers' presence a free man. She had 
accepted his notice to leave her ser
vice with a readiness that surprised 
and hurt him. The young man had 
fondly flattered himself that be had 
been a useful steward, and had done 
a good deal to improve the place dur
ing the short time he had been at' 
Riversdale. He also felt sure that» 
Mrs. Danvers had liked and appreci
ated him, and now her manner dis
tinctly suggested that she was glad 
to get hid of him.

“I’m an unfortunate fellow," he 
told himself. "I don’t suppose I’ll 
ever succeed at anything or make my
self really valuable to anyone. I did 
fancy Mrs. Danvers liked me." And, 
feeling depressed and disappointed, he

went out of the library into the sun
shine.

As the door closed upon John Mrs. 
Danvers sighed heavily and lay back 
in her chair. “Poor boy," she mur
mured. “I am really sorry to let 
him go; but I suppose it is all for 
the best. Linton was so displeased, 
made such a row about him, that it 
was most unpleasant. Not," wrath- 
fully, “that I would have dismissed 
him at his lordship’s bidding. He is 
not my master. But he made me sus
picious—suggested that John Fane 
prevented Margaret from thinking of 
marrying either tard Kelmsford or 
Sir Peter Goldsmid. It’s a preposter
ous idea of course. But, still, now 
that the young man wished to go him
self, it’s perhaps as well. I must go 
and find Margaret and tell her all 
about it."

When Margaret left the hayfield 
somewhat precipitately she hurried 
along till she entered a little belt of 
wood that ran at the bottom of the 
Riversdale garden and sloped down 
towards the banks of the river. Here 
she threw herself upon the grass and 
covered her busrning cheeks with her 
hands. If she had stayed another 
moment by her brother’s couch she 
knew she should inevitably have said 
something that would have shown 
John how annoyed she was at the 
boy’s foolish remarks.

“And I did not say it,-’ she cried, 
“and got away with some little show 
of dignity. I was silly to mind, of 
course, for he’s only a baby, poor 
Hugo, in spite of his old-fashioned 
airs and graces. Any other day I 
should not have minded. But my fa
ther’s words yesterday, his sneering 
words about John; his praise about 
Sir Peter Goldsmid; his assurance 
that he would make me a good hus
band; that he loved me and was rich. 
Oh!” with a little shiver, "if that 
were all one wanted I might have 
accepted Lord Kelmsford. A fortnight 
or three weeks ago he was the man 
‘made to marry me,’ according to my 
father. And now — what can have 
changed him so suddenly? Why is 
Sir Peter—poor, fat Sir Peter— the 
favored one? Father was also so urg
ent. First he Implored — then he 
scolded, And, from what Aunt . Mir
iam said, I know he treated her to a 
stormy scene. I wonder why — she 
can’t make me accept a man I hate. 
She-’’

A step on the grass near startled 
her, and, looking up, she saw Sir 
Peter Goldsmid coming eagerly to
wards her. In a moment the girl 
knew why he was there. Her father 
had prepared the way for that,

"What a fool the man is," she 
thought, just giving him her finger
tips. “Does he imagine I am my fath
er’s slave? Bound to obey, whether I 
like it or not?"

Sir Peter grew red and confused as 
he shook the girl’s hand, and stiffly, 
aud with MuiiUnlil* difficulty, sat 
down on the grassy bank by her side.

“I was just going in," Margaret 
said gaily, and, rising quickly to her 
feet as she spoke. “And I know you 
are anxious to see auntie. You and 
she are great friends."

He looked at her reproachfully and 
struggled to his feet again. “I have 
come from London to see you — not 
Mrs Danvers," he said firmly. “I have 
sought you for one specific purpose. I 
couldn’t stay away. Couldn’t wait. 
No," as she raised her hands implor
ingly, “don’t stop me. I will say it,
I have come to ask you to marry me. 
Your father, your step-mother, every
one, thinks a marriage with me a 
desirable thing for you. And I love 
you—and—’’

“Pray, Sir Peter, say no more. I 
could not marry you, for I do not 
love you."

“You say so now. But love will 
come and I will be content with very 
little."

“That little I could never give you. 
And you would not be happy—’’

“I shall never be happy away from 
you."
/ "I’m sorry for that. But I cannot 
marry you."

Sir Peter grew livid and laid his 
hand upon her arm. “I would wait 
any time."

Margaret shook her head. “Any 
time is no time," she said flippantly. 
“And if you waited till Doomsday my 
answer would be the same."

Then he lost his self-control, and, 
throwing discretion to the winds, 
cried breathlessly—“A time may 
come, Miss Fane, when you will re
gret. Poverty may overtake you. 
Till now I have held my hands; but 
there are things I may prove that—”

“Stop, please. Do not make speech
es you will be sorry for. I don’t know 
what you mean. But," drawing her
self up proudly, “no poverty, no time, 
would make me marry you, Sir Pe
ter."

He caught her hand convulsively. 
“Do you care for anyone else?"

"That is a question I refuse to an
swer, Sir Peter Goldsmid," she re
plied with cold dignity, and, turning, 
she walked deliberately away from 
him.

CHAPTER XXIX.

Slowly, and without any apology, 
Margaret had turned her back upon 
Sir Peter Goldsmid and walked with 
firm steps down! the slope towards the 
river. Her heart was throbbing pain
fully, her brain seemed in a whirl, 
and it was with the utmost difficulty 
that she maintained her composure 
and held her head erect.

She moved quickly along, keeping 
on the path that led to the river. A 
little boat tied to the branch of a

tree sat lightly on the smooth, still 
water, and, seeing it, an exclamation 
of pleasure escaped her lips.

“The very thing. “I’ll row myself 
to the bend of the river and back. 
That," laughing gaily, “will take 
some time and give me a peaceful 
hour for thought. How beautifully 
quiet everything is. I wonder," she 
paused and stood for an instant star
ing at the sparkling water, “who Sir 
Peter fancied I could have learned 
to love?"

A tall, dark-haired man came out I 
from amongst the trees, and with
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She thought the opening in Sir Pe
ter's office a Splendid one, and seem
ed more pleased than otherwise at my 
departure, Miss Fane."

“I cannot believe that. She—we all 
think—” Her color deepened, and she 
hesitated, then added quickly, “I for 
one will be very sorry to see you

Itgo
“Thank you. You arc most kind."

. . . , , , , | ., ..I His voice was cold, his manner stiffbent head went slowly along the path ; . , ,
towards the boat. Margaret smiled ; frjen(|
and forgot Sir Peter and his disagree- ;,
able proposal as she saw John Fane 
approaching. His pale; dark face, 
somewhat rugged features, and lithe, 
well-knit form were easily recognized, 
but the careword, dispirited expres
sion, the contractes brows and tight
ened lips were strange to her. .Never 
before had he seen him look so sad 
anxious, and watching him, she sighed 
and dashed her hand across her eyes.

It is good to have one 
I have not been the success 

hoped—fancied, Miss Fane."
Their eyes met. Then Margaret’s 

turned quickly away, and moved on 
down the slope towards the boat.

“You are leaving us for Sir Peter 
Goldsmid s office at your own express 
desire, Mr. Fane. You cannot expect 
us all to say exactly what we think 
of you. My aunt's pride would, of 
course, prevent her expressing what
she felt. So,” laughing a little’ ner- 

There s something curious in the vously, “don't fret about not having 
air to-day," she thought quickly. been a SUCCess. If you get on with 
“Everything seems wrong-everyone Sir Peter one-half as well as you have

I done with us you may congratulate 
bent yourself."

in a most peculiar hamor
As John walked along with 

head, telling himself that he must 
take his last look around this place 

’where he had spent so many happy 
hours, he saw but little, and hardly 
noticed where he went. His thoughts 
were sad and absorbed and preoccu
pied; the possibility of meeting Mar
garet did not arise in his mind.

But suddenly, with a start, he 
caught sight of her.

“Miss Fane! And Alone!" he mur
mured. “Shall I speak or pass on?"

He knew she had seen him, and af
ter a moment’s hesitation he went 
quickly towards her.

Margaret looked at him inquiringly, 
and their eyes meet for a moment.
Then, turning away, she said, with a 
light laugh:

“Is the weather oppressive, Mr.
Fane? I think it must be, for all 
seem dull and out of spirits. I — I 
am feeling most depressed, Hugo is 
snappy and disagreeable, and you look 
as if you have heard some very bad 
news. I hope there is nothing wrong 
with your sister?"

John looked at her with grave, sad 
eyes, then smiled slowly.

“No; I believe Beryl is well."
“I am glad."
Margaret paused and, leaning 

against the ivy-grown trunk of a 
big beech tree, gazed thoughtfully at 
the blue and almost cloudless sky.

John stood before her in silence.
The sun shone in through the braneg- 
ed, and touched the folds of her dress 
and the golden sipples of her hair 
with a bright and flickering light.

Looking at her thus, John’s trou
bles were forgotten. He thought of 
nothing now but the exquisite happi
ness of being near her. T^ien, with a 
eudden clutch at bis heart, ne remem
bered that this meeting would pu*- «houM have aroused within her. It
ably be their last, that months, per
haps years, might elapse before he 
should see and speak to her again.

With a quick turn of her head and 
a sudden change of color, Margaret 
broke in upon his reveries, saying, 
“You know Sir Peter Goldsmid, the 
great lawyer, a little, Mr. Fane, I 
think?”

“Yes,” John reddened, but looking 
at her with a straight, frank glance, 
said, “And I am likely to know a 
good deal more of him very soon."

“Indeed?” Margaret raised her 
dainty eyebrows in surprise. “Did you 
see him this morning then?"

“This morning? Oh, no; I could not 
weel do that. He is in I^ondon, Miss 
Fane.”

Margaret blushed vividly, and pluck
ed a spray of ivy from the tree. “No, 
he was here just now, and I thought 
you might have seen him.”

“No. I was not aware that Sir 
Peter was in the neighborhood,” 
John said, wondering at her change 
of color. Then he reflected quietly. 
“He came to make inquiries abour 
me of Mrs. Danvers, and she perhaps 
resents such conduct, forgetting , as 
she has always so sweetly, seemed to 
forget, what, las! is my true position 
here."

“Sir Peter is in the house," Mar
garet said, “but I had a convention 
with him just now, and he made some 
strange remarks."

“About—about me, Miss Fane?"
Margaret's eyes opened very wide, 

and she smiled.
“Oh, no. He said nothing about 

you."
"Pray forgive nay seemingly im

pertinent and egotistical question, 
Miss Fane," cried John, somewhat 
confused. “But as I have made up my 
mind to become a lawyer, and Sir 
Peter Goldsmid has offered me a place 
in his office, I—’’

“This is strange news, Mr. Fane,” 
Margaret exclaimed, “and means, of 
course, that you are leaving us.”

“Yes," regretfully, “Alas! yes. But 
for many reasons, I feel bound to do 
that."

“Many reasons?"
She looked at him sadly.
“I am sorry, and so, I know, will 

be Mrs. Danvers. And Hugo, ah! Mr. 
Fane, what will Hugo do?”

John smiled.
“I have broken the sad news to 

Hugo, and he has borne the news 
better than you would expect. Mr. 
Fairfax will console him for my loss, 
I fancy.",

“A heartless speech. Hugo's feel
ings are deeper than you seem to 
think, and my aunt—she will be great- 
lt vexed." * ’
^*1 think not. In fact, I feel sure 

she is distinctly pleased.1*
“You have told her, then?" *
"Yes," slowly. “I have told 'her.

“And you—no matter what hap
pens,” he cried, imploringly, his eyes 
upon her face, “no matter what you 
hear about me, you will be my friend 
—belieUte no ill of me—listen to no 
evil stories against me?"

Margaret’s heart quickened, and she 
turned upon him a look of wondering 
inquiry.

“Why should I hear anything 
against you? There is no one to take 
the trouble to malign you to me," 
she said, frigidly. “When you entier 
Sir Peter’s office you pass out of my 
life. In all probability we shall meet 
no more. Our ways will lie apart.’

“Margaret!" Her name broke from 
him like a cry.

She started violently, and a bright 
color mounted quickly to her face. 
“You forget yourself strangely, Mr 
Fane."

“So it seems to you now," he cried, 
hoarsely, “For you look upon me on
ly as your aunt’s ex-steward. But 
am more. I am—if I can only prove 
it—your equal. An I—oh I Margaret— 
I love you."

The girl looked at him In breathless 
silence. She knew not what to say. 
His Impassioned words touched her 
deeply. She ought to be angry, she 
told herself; and she was not. She 
was surprised, bewildered, but angry 
she was not. She had resented Sir 
Peter Goldsmld’s assertion that he 
loved her, and could scarcely suppress 
the fury and loathing that he had ex
cited in her heart. But now, though 
she knew this was folly, madness 
even, a thing that must not under 
any circumstances be encouraged, she 
could not either feel or show the in
dignation that such a declaration 
from a man in John Fane’s position

was her duty to snub him and put him 
in his place, and yet, try as she 
would, she was incapable of doing so.

John seemed to read her thoughts. 
He saw and understood the struggle 
that was going on in her mind, and 
felt exultant. “Margaret,” he said, 
with slow deliberation, and this time 
she did not even wince at the sound 
of her name upon his lips, “I would 
like to tell you everything, explain 
everything, for I believe in truth 
above all things. But I think it bet
ter not—just yet. My position is a 
strange one. Some day you shall 
know how strange. I understand what 
you are feeling and thinking about me 
at this moment, and—I am glad."

She drew herself up proudly. “You 
are mistaken. You have no cause to 
be glad, Mr. Fane.”

“I love you with all my heart,” 
cried John, with sudden passion, and 
showing no signs of having heard her 
last remark, “and I shall go on lov
ing you till the day of my death."

Upon this the girl flamed up, and 
her eyes flashed. “What is the use of 
telling me such a thing,” she panted, 
“when I don’t wish to hear it, and — 
and when you know there,can never, 
never, be anything between us? Such 
a thing is impossible."

“A day will come, I feel sure, when 
it will be possible. Oh! Margaret, I 
love you."

She turned upon him, crimson and 
trembling. “Such a day—can never 
come."

John looked at her with a long, im
passioned gaze, and laid his hand on 
hers. “I came here to-day resolved to 
avoid you and say nothing of my 
great love, my hopes, and my fears. 
But on finding myself alone with you 
my good resolutions were forgotten, 
and now I long to tell you all.”

“Please say no more. I must not, 
dare not, listen.”

(To be Continued.)

PLEASE, MR. DRUGGIST give me 
what I ask for—the one Painkiller, 
Perry Davis’, I knqw it is the best 
thing on earth for summer complaints 
So do you. Thank you; There is your 
money.
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W A. LEE â SON, General Agents,

L U Victoria St. Toronto

THE EXCELSIOR LIFE 
INSURANCE CO.

hr 19011
• operation* the follewta#

•709,91s 70

. .1189,282 « 194,178 43 

.. 19,721 91 «<90 97
477.802 89 78,989 13
399,928 S3 74,890 94 

1.4.489,769 60 422.734 36

EDWIN MARSHALL, DAVID FA

y THE

ork County
Loan and 

Savings Company
Plans suitable for those desiring to 

»WB their homes Instead of coitlm- 
tng to pay rent. Llterntnre free.

Heed Office—
Confederation Life BeUdln* 
Toronto. .....

JOSEPH PHILLIPS, Free.

THE TORONTO GENERAL 
TRUSTS CORPORATION

Established 1882
TORONTO. WINNIPEG.

Paid up Capital - 81.000,000. 
Reserve Fund - 8270,000.

Executes Trusts of every de
scription.

Acts as Executor, Administrator 
Receiver, Guardian, Assignee Sec.

Issues of Bonds, Debentdres 
and Stocks registered and counter
signed.

Trust funds to loan on Mort
gages at lowest current rates of 
interest.

OFFICERS :
Jon Heron, K.C.. LL.D.

, e. a woo*, w. h.
vieo-r ""

J. W. Laagiimlr, A. ». Lange air,

s*«
A NOUN & MALLON.

**• lARAirmna, solicitors,
NOTARIE*, «b

a w.oro
F. A. ANGLIN, K G JAM. W HALLO*.

pOY ft KELLY,
* BARRISTER!, SOLICITORS, Am 

OScee: Homo Saving, and Lo 
Building*, SO Couch Street, Tonal*.
J.J.FOY, K.C

Matons.

aa Ompi

H T. U

LJ EARN ft SLATTERY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS,

NOTARIES, ft
Proctor* to Admiralty. Oslo**: Cased* 

Building ts King Street We* Toronto. Ont. I 
Phono Mam lût*
T. PRANK 8LATTKET. Ratedeoc*. tot Wmow 

ties. 'Pboue Maid 876
EDWARD J. Hi.ARN, Retedenc*. U Grange

J^ATCHKORD, Me DOUG ALL ft DALE 
BARRISTERS AND SOLICITORS.

Supreme Corot and Parliamentary Aganta. 
OTTAWA, ONT.

P. S. Latchford, K.C. J. Um------I - |
•toward J. Daly.

T EES O’DONOGHUE,
■L" BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTAEIR*

Land Security Chamber*, M Victoria 8t-, 1 
Ont OMoea—Bolton, Oek

Phone,
W. T. J. La, RGL., Joan O. Or,

M oBRADY ft O’CONNOR
BARRISTERS, SO UCITOSS.

_ NOT ASUS,
Procter* to Admiralty. Booms 17 and I Idle building, 46 Kltÿiro. West, Toronto 

I* V McBRADT, E.G t J. W,
Telephone Main MR

U AC DON ELL BOLAND ft THO
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS,

NOTARIES PUBLIC
M* ** to tonn to loweto rate» el ------n
nk Chamber*, t Taranto 8k, Taaaaga,
G MAC DON ELL, #. J,

JOHN Y a THOMPSON.

S OOTT, SCOTT, CURLS *
SON,

■ SOLICITORS, tea

OARLRKW CHAMBRER1" ‘^OTTAWA.

yfoetseesyfoess

LEMAITRE’S

Photographic Studio
*8 YONCE ST.

Opposite luabeUa 84.
R. B. Special rate to thro •%'i

Dr- R. J. McGahey

178 YONGE STREET, oppo.lt* 
Avenue. Tel.

Jama* Dart"----Tt
». A. 1. Cruets
Wlylpeg Branch

ERF* Corporation'* Manual mailed te MaP 
.ddrero on application.

gaud inrngm

t j NwiN. Murphy ft est in
^ G MIIRPHT, H. L ES FEN.

ONTARIO LAND SURVEY MR, Ra, 
terror*. Plane and Deecrttotoee to Properties 

MopotidBuanderie* Adjusted Timber Limite aW 
Mining Claim* Located. OflUra: Cor Richmond end

Mrs. Wall's Biilrmt Oellege.
Oor. Toronto and Ade'alde Sts. 

Establish od 1888,
Membe r to many of the lending Cithille familier 
ol Toronto ar* gradu.toe to eur College. Individual 

Day end Kroalag.
Enter any time.

Jiwcfefttccts

^BTHUR m HOLM Ko,
- ■■ , AMMIMCT.170 Spadiae Are.

Telephone Main M48.

E. J. LENNOX,
ARCHITECT.

*- °»-

Residence: 487 Shortcut™ 8«.
0*ce Phone : Main USA 
Ratedonea Phono: North MB.

ROOFING.

D’ORBES ROOFING COMPANY—i 
and gravel roofing ; eetauh-hed i 

years. 153 Bay street ; telephone 53.

fomptnUs

Naliénai Assurance 
Company, of

bit
HEAD OPTICS—8 OnUegw Gree.i, Dublin.

Branch—84. John Sk Montreal.
CAPITAL 
INCOME («ced.)
INVESTED FUNDS (exceed) .
For agendo* at uurepromoted pointe, odd rem Y
E&VtoteT‘i01Uw,er*1 ****“•l*

W. A. LEE R SON, General Aganta,
«• 14 Victoria Sk. 91

MOlOùlTiOESlLOïlCl
LIMITED.

CAPITAL (Authorised) 9S..TSS, 
CAPITAL (Sebwrlbed) f*.

EUGENE O’KEEFE, J.
JOHN FOY, . . Vloo Protodmto 

DEPOSITS RECEIVED tram »
upward. ; ini
••wed thereon.

MONET LOANED ON MORTGAGE. nenl mi

JAMES MASON

J9JEsirs
W* am ten 

Nanutauiurom to tee I

Tlelcliusl&iiitttlirtuCi.
Limited 111» • U»t TOM K SL 

(Tsruiuisi Teag* dl Oar lw.)
Not* IM. T3R Vtf 1.

WË :

Y


