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CHAPTER XXXI.
NORA MCCARTHY 8 SACRIFICE

Father Meagher was in hie pleas­
ant little study, conning a Latin 
work which lay open before him, at 
intervals raising his head to address 
Clare O'Donoghue, who, at the 
opposite end of the table, was pre­
tending to do some needlework. 
Her fingers plied the shining imple­
ment it is true, while the clergy­
man's eyes were upon her, but the 
moment she was unobserved her 
fingers ceased to move, and she 
yielded again to despondent thought. 
The good priest had observed with 
no slight concern her growing 
moody reserve, and he knew that 
it boded little good for her health 
of mind or body. For the purpose 
of rousing her from her melancholy, 
he had insisted that she should bear 
him company in the study until 
Nora’s return, and he had sought 
to awaken her interest by recount­
ing amusing items of the parish 
gossip. But a slight smile, that 
was scarcely such, it was so faint, 
was her only answer.

" Do you know what I heard an 
hour or so ago?” he said, shutting 
his book, rising from his chair, and 
beginning to pace the little room.

Clare had commenced her stitch­
ing again, and she seemed too in­
tently at work to care even to raise 
her head.

The priest continued : “ Tom
Murphy at the kilns, was telling 
me :—it seems he has been up to 
Tralee for the race that took place 
there a couple of days ago, and 
some other Business kept him so 
that he did not get home until 
shortly before I was speaking to 
him. Ned Maloney, down here, had 
his horse entered for that race, with 
some noted jockey to ride him ; and 
Tighe a Vohr, by one of his tricks, 
actually got possession of the horse, 
rode the animal himself, and won 
the race, doing Maloney and every­
body concerned with the old man in 
the affair out of all their expecta­
tions. It sent poor Maloney nearly 
crazy—so much so, that he has done, 
for him, a most unprecedented 
action—closed his place, and gone 
up to Tralee himself. But this is not 
the whole of the story : Tighe was 
arrested for what he did, the charge 
being preferred by Morty Carter ; 
but he so badgered or befooled the 
officer who had him in charge that 
he escaped, and afterward he 
actually found means to hoodwink 
or cajole Carter into withdraw­
ing the warrant ; and I believe in 
my heart now, since I have heard 
this narrative of Tighe’s doings, 
that he was the instigator of all 
that rabble and uproar in front 
of Maloney's place last week.

“ And if he was, uncle, surely 
you ought to forgive him for the 
good turns he does everybody.”

It was Moira who spoke ; she was 
entering with the cup of tea which 
the priest sometimes took in his 
study, and she overheard sufficient 
of the last remark to enable her to 
know well to whom it had reference.

“ You forget yourself, Moira !” 
said the priest a little sternly, 
though he was somewhat amused at 
the pertinacity with which his niece 
insisted on defending Tighe upon 
every occasion.

Having set down the tea, she left 
the room with an appealing look to 
Clare, as if she would have said : 
“ You speak in his behalf !” But 
Clafe was too sad to respond to the 
look by even a smile.

There was the noise of some one 
entering by the back way, and an 
instant after, the sound of hurried 
steps on the stair and in the little 
passage which led to the study. 
Father Meagher opened the door, 
and beheld Nora so deathly pale, so 
wild and frightened-looking that he 
started in dismay.

“ My child ! what has happened ?”
His exclamation brought Clare to 

the threshold.
Nora did not speak ; as if her 

voice had left her, she caught the 
soutane of the clergyman,-' and 
trembling brought him to the little

Earlor, at the same time waving 
ack Clare, who attempted to 
follow. The parlor was but dimly 

lighted, but it was sufficiently so to 
show Nora’s terror-stricken face as 
she threw herself on her knees at 
the priest’s feet. “ Father, for the 
love of Heaven, answer me one 
question — is Rick of the Hills 
my father?”

The priest started, and so violent 
was his emotion that great beads of 
perspiration came out upon his fore­
head. He did not reply.

“ For the love of God, I beg you 
to answer ! one little word, and end 
my horrible suspense !” »

“ Why do you ask ?” The clergy­
man’s voice was as quivering as her 
own.

“ Because Rick has told me so ; 
he claims me as his child. Oh, 
father, answer me—I must know !”

She was in no condition to be 
evaded, or to be calmed by anything 
save a direct reply, and Father 
Meagher gasped, rather than said : 
” He is !”

“ Then go to him—he is down­
stairs waiting to see you.”

Hardly with volition of his own, 
so mystified, and bewildered, and 
pain-stricken was he, the priest 
obeyed. Clare met him in the hall, 
but he could not answer her ; he 
pointed to the room in which he had 
left Nora. She rushed in. Nora 
was still kneeling, her face bowed 
on the crucifix she had drawn from 
her bosom, and which was the fac­
simile of that worn by her betrothed.
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With one hand she waved Clare back.

" Leave me—let me be alone for 
a little while with this!" indicating 
the crucifix by a motion of her 
head ; " I am not myself now—by 
and by, some one will tell you, but 
go away now—please go away !” as 
Clare still hesitated, ready herself 
to burst into passionate weeping at 
this mystery, which, for aught she 
knew, might mean some dreadful 
occurrence to her brother. She 
obeyed the earnest entreaty, how­
ever, and paced the little hall in an 
agony of suspense, In a few 
moments Father Meagher, flushed 
and excited, accompanied by an ill- 
formed, shambling man whom she 
recognized as Rick of the Hills, 
passed her, on their way to the 
study. The door was shut tight 
upon them ; still, as she wildly 
walked, she could hear their excited 
voices, and the more harrowing 
sound of Nora’s sobbing. “ My 
God ! my God !” moaned Nora, 
deluging the crucifix with her tears; 
“ 1 accept it all—1 unite my will 
with that of Thine. 1 begged of 
Thee once to inflict upon me any 
suffering so that Carroll would be 
spared—1 repeat my prayer, and I 
accept this trial from Thy loving 
hands. Uh, Thou who drank to the 
dregs Thy cup of sorrow and shame 
—Thou whose heart broke in its 
agony, have pity upon me ! give me 
strength, give me courage for my 
duty. Blessed mother of God, 
whose tender heart is never closed 
to the cry of the distressed, pray 
for me !” and scapular and crucifix 
were together pressed to her 
fevered lips.

Within the study, Father Meagher 
was saying to the cowering man be­
fore him : “ Did you not solemnly 
promise when Mrs. O’Donoghue 
took the infant from its dying 
mother’s arms that you would 
never claim it—that you would 
never assert your title to it in any 
way ? And by what right did you 
dare to make yourself known to her 
now, when you did not do it before ? 
you have not even the claim which 
a decent sober life might have 
given you. Had you been such, 
Rick, instead of a worthless scamp. 
I myself would have revealed the 
secret to her before this ; but to tell 
her, she, who is almost angelic in 
goodness, that you,—you as you 
know yourself to be, Rick, without 
any description of mine,—were her 
father, would be to break her heart, 
as I doubt not you, by the shock 
you have given her, have already 
done. And what good is this going 
to do, let me ask you ?”—the priest’s 
manner became more severe—“ she 
shall not leave her present home, 
nor shall you be permitted to molest 
her in any way.”

Rica answered doggedly : “ She 
is my child, and she is of age to 
judge for herself ; she told me 
when I put the case before her as if 
it was another, and not herself, 
that were she the child 1 spoke of 
nothing should part her from her 
father—that she would acknowledge 
him before the world, though he 
was a villain and an outcast.”

The priest’s expression changed 
to one of sadness and perplexity.

Rick continued, in a tone that be­
came more full of emotion with 
every word : “ You ask me why I 
claim her now, when I didn’t before? 
I made the sacrifice long enough to 
let her have the home, and the edu­
cation, and the friends she has, 
while I wandered the world with 
the heart within me crying for my 
child ; may be if I’d had her all 
these years I wouldn’t be what I 
am ; may be if I could feel the little 
arms around my neck, as I once 
felt them, they would have kept me 
from many a crime ! I endured it 
all, Father Meagher, as long as I 
could ; 1 held out against this— 
against the impulse that was mad­
dening me, the impulse to reveal to 
her who she was — till the heart 
within me was melting for my child. 
I battled with myself, and then, to 
satisfy my wild longing, I tested 
her once a few evenings ago when I 
met her alone. She answered as I 
told you ; and what heart could 
withstand that ? You are a priest 
of God,” he continued, “ and you 
have heard before this the story of 
wretched and broken hearts ;—my 
heart is such, and you may blame 
me, aye, spurn me, if you will, but 
think while you’re doing it, Father 
Meagher, how it’s the wild, racking, 
burning love for my child that has 
done it all !” He fell on his knees, 
sobbing aloud.

The clergyman was deeply 
touched ; he made two or three 
turns of the little study before he 
could subdue his emotion. “ What 
will satisfy you, Rick ?” he said at 
last, pausing before the kneeling 
man. “ You surely would not wish 
her to leave those with whom she 
has been reared since her infancy— 
you could not, you would not dream 
of asking her to live with you?”

Rick arose. “ I’ll leave it to her­
self ; I’ll abide by what she wants : 
if it’s to wander forth again with­
out her, I’lL go; if it’s to depart 
from her without ever returning to 
look upon her face, I’ll obey, be­
cause it will be her wish.” He 
folded his arms and let his head 
drop forward on his breast.

Father Meagher looked at him, 
and for an instant he sickened as he 
thought of that wild, half-cleanly, 
sinful man being so closely allied to 
pure, lovely Nora McCarthy. “ Re­
main here,” he said ; and he left the 
room, encountering the well-nigh 
frantic Clare.

“ What is it, father ? I shall go 
mad if you do not tell me ! perhaps 
my brother has been already exe­
cuted !”

“ No, no, my poor child ; it is 
nothing about Carroll—it only con­

cerns our poor Nora ; and now go to 
your room and be patient ; in a 
little while you shall know all.”

Somewhat relieved, though still a 
prey to keen anxiety, she obeyed, 
and the priest returned to Nora.

She was still M her knees, but no 
longer weeping ; her whole attitude 
was strangely calm, and the face 
which she lifted on the clergyman’s 
entrance—save for its pallor, which 
was deepened by the dark rings 
around her eyes, indicating severe 
mental suffering—bore no trace of 
her late emotion. She rose, and 
with her hand still clasping the 
crucifix she said quietly and slowly, 
but with an accent of touching sad­
ness ; “ Father, I understand it all 
now, and my duty has become plain. 
He is my father, my poor, wretched 
father, it is true, but still my 
father ; his heart has been breaking 
for me all these years, and it must 
be my task to comfort him for the 
future.”

“ You would then leave the 
friends who have reared and pro­
tected you—who have been more to 
you than this miserable parent ever 
pretended to be ? Is this your 
gratitude, Nora ?”

“ Oh, father, you are harrowing 
my soul ! I know, 1 feel all that 
you would say, but listen to me. 
Could you hear him, as 1 have heard 
him. depict his broken heart, his 
blighted life ; and could you feel, 
as I have felt, that neither might 
have been had I, his child, whom he 
so loved, been with him, you would 
only repeat the counsel my own 
heart is whispering. He is now a 
drunkard, a wanderer, an outcast ; 
if I, by patient, unwearied affec­
tion, can win him back, can reclaim 
his soul, is it not my instant duty to 
fly to him ? Which, father, would 
you have me do—spare the dear 
ones, who have been more than 
father or mother to me, and spare 
myself the anguish of a parting 
which after all will be the occasion 
of only a little earthly pain, or seek 
to reclaim an immortal soul—you, 
whose life is devoted to souls, 
answer me ?”

The priest turned away ; he was 
too deeply affected by the holy 
enthusiasm, the spirit of self-immo­
lation which spoke in her earnest 
eyes, to answer her immediately.

“ Speak, father !” she entreated.
He slowly faced her. ” My child, 

have you counted all the costs ? 
where will be your home with this 
poor wretch ; what your, means of 
support ; how will you endure the 
hard, painful, perhaps ignominious 
life to which you may be subjected? 
Think well before you decide. And 
there are other ways by which you 
may discharge your duty to this 
miserable being. God does not 
require such an utter sacrifice of 
yourself as you desire to make.”

” Nay, father a mournful 
smile broke over her features for a 
moment—" anything less than liv­
ing with him, doing for him, com­
forting him, would not be fulfilling 
the duty which I owe him as his 
child—and it is for this affection 
that his heart has been crying all 
these years. You ask me where 
will be our home, and what will be 
our means of support :—a very 
little, humble home will suffice for 
us ; and for our support, I can earn 
that—my needlework has already 
brought me no inconsiderable sum, 
and God will take care of us.”

“ Have you given a thought to 
what Carroll will say of this ?”

Oh, the,(inguish that shone in her 
dry, burning eyes ! the emotion 
that became visible in her trem­
bling lip ! for an instant it threat­
ened to overwhelm her, and she 
swayed to and fro with the convul­
sive throes of her form. “ You, 
father, will break it gently to him, 
and you will tell him to forget me. 
I could not, I would not, hold him 
to his troth now, when I know my­
self to be the offspring of such a 
parent !”

" I shall do nothing of the kind !” 
broke out the priest bluntly—all the 
more bluntly, and indignantly as 
well, that he might hide his own emo­
tion ; "tell him that,” he continued, 
“to break hix heart! and Carroll 
O’Donoghue is not the man to resign 
you because of what has occurred ; 
besides, he is already aware that 
you were a little waif adopted into 
his family, and that your true name 
is Nora Sullivan.”

As if she longed to end the dis­
tressing interview, she turned 
toward the door, saying : “ Come 
with me, father, and I shall tell him 
that I am ready to acknowledge 
him before the world.” Without, 
however, waiting for the priest, she 
hurried to the study ; but at the 
door to the little room, with her 
hand upon the knob, she remained 
standing till Father Meagher, who 
had followed, reached her. Per­
chance she deemed his presence 
would help her to ward off the feel­
ing of death-like faintness which 
seized her at the thought of what 
she was about to do. By a desper­
ate effort she recovered herself, and 
with a mental prayer for strength 
she entered, the priest, who was 
unable to prevent, or remonstrate 
further, following.

Rick of the Hills was in the same 
position in which Father Meagher 
had left him—standing with his 
arms folded, and his bowed head so 
deeply forward that his chin rested 
upon his breast. The light from 
the study lamp fully revealed him 
—his coarse, abundant black hair 
hanging in disordered masses, his 
high shoulders, and his whole 
ungainly form. He did not look up 
at the entrance ; he did not make a 
motion ; and Nora, not suffering 
herself to pause for an instant, not 
suffering herself to contemplate for 
a moment that unkempt, miserable

figure, flew to him, folded her arms 
about him, and cried, while her 
tears burst forth :

"Father ! I am here to acknowl­
edge, you, to wander o’er the world 
with you, to pay you back love for 
love !"

Was it fancy on the part of the 
priest that, for a second, there was 
an actual shrinking of Rick of the 
Hills from that embrace ; a sudden, 
involuntary start as if he would 
have broken desperately from it ? 
but the next moment he had thrown 
his arms around Nora, and his big 
and rapid tears were coursing with 
her own.

He released her gently, as gently 
as if she were the little babe of 
whom he so often spoke, whose 
clinging arms he was unfastening 
from his neck, and he put her 
from him, almost as if he felt 
some invisible barrier rising be­
tween them. “ Father Meagher !” 
He sprung erect as he uttered the 
name, and stood with a manliness 
of bearing that seemed strangely 
foreign to his appearance, continu­
ing : “ My soul is black with
crimes before Heaven this night. 
I am a miserable wretch, fit only to 
mingle with the scum of the earth, 
and perhaps ^his last act of mine, 
which has torn her heart ”—indi­
cating Nora by a slight motion of 
hig head—" and which may be the 
means of blighting her life, has gone 
up to Heaven with a bitter cry for 
vengeance. I say ”—in his earnest­
ness he took a step toward the 
priest—” it may be so ; but I call 
God to witness it was the love for 
my little one that drove me to it — 
the little one that went from my 
arms with the smile on her mouth, 
and the bright look in her eyes—the 
little one that comes to me in my 
dreams, always a little one !”

It was, as he had said, always a 
little one ; his affection seemed to 
be centered round the babe that he 
had resigned, rather than about the 
woman whom that babe had become 
—as if he could not reconcile him­
self to the change that time had 
effected. It might be due, as the 
deeply touched priest thought,.to 
the fact that it was only during the 
period of her babyhood the wretched 
father had been permitted to claim 
and to caress her ; for, though he 
was bound by a solemn promise not 
to reveal himself to her, nor to dis­
cover to others the relation which 
existed between them, still there 
had been frequent and ample oppor­
tunities, had he chosen to use them, 
when he might have seen and spoken 
to Nora. That he had not done so, 
now in the face of such wild affec­
tion as [he evinced, was a surprise 
to the priest, and he listened to the 
unhappy man with mingled emo­
tions of wonder and surprise.

TC BE CONTINUED

THE STORY OF A 
REVOLT

Hy Walter Palmer in Rosary Magazine

It was scarcely yet light, but the 
men were coming in from their 
completed chores, hungry and 
impatient for breakfast. They had 
been up an hour, and in that time 
had done the milking and fed the 
stock, and had oiled and run the 
farm wagons from the shed to be in 
readiness for the long day’s work.

Now they gathered about the 
stove, in boorish unconsciousness of 
being in the way, and feeling that 
they had earned the right to remind 
Mrs. Johnson that her breakfast 
was late, and that men folks with 
work to do had no time to wait on 
women folks’ tardiness.

And Mrs. Johnson—poor woman 
—hastened silently, but with a long- 
gathering spirit of protest begin­
ning to burn in her tired eyes. 
She had been up three hours, and in 
that time had built tires with wood 
brought in by herself from the 
woodpile, and had been to the 
chet se-room and the milking-room 
to prepare cream for the day’s 
churning and to look after the new 
milk as it was brought in by the 
men, and to various other parts of 
the house on the uncounted errands 
which enter into the mornings of 
every overworked farmer’s wife.

But in spite of her vantage and 
time and hurry, breakfast was a 
few minutes’ late, and she almost 
ran from closet to stove—crowding 
past the men—and from stove to 
table. It was no easy task to 
prepare food for six hungry men 
whose criticism was as sharp as 
their appetite, and there was no one 
to help her but frail, twelve-year- 
old Mary.

But in time breakfast was ready 
and eaten, and the men filed out 
noisily to their waiting teams. 
Mary began to gather up the dishes 
and hurry them to the sink. 
Yesterday and the day before she 
had found no time to study until 
late in the evening, and then she 
had been too tired to do so. Today 
she hoped to hasten work in order 
to obtain a half-hour some time in 
the afternoon. And she must study 
if she wished to join her old classes 
when she returned to school.

Presently something in the 
unnatural silenèe of the room caused 
her to look around. Her mother 
was standing by the door, gazing 
toward' the barn. It seemed so 
strange to see her motionless that 
the girl started forward in alarm.

“Mother,” she called anxiously, 
“ are you sick ?”

“ No I was jest thinkin’, Mary. 
You keep on with the dishes. I’m 
goin’ out a minute.”

Her husband was in front of the 
stable, harnessing a new horse to 
the buck board. He was going to 
try him on the macadamized road.

As she approached he looked round 
impatiently.

Nothin’ new wanted from town, 
is there?” he grumbled. “I 
brought out a whole load of stuff 
last week. I only wisht 1 had time 
to run that kitchen a few days ; 
there wouldn’t be quite so much 
dilly dallyin’ an’ waste. Farmers 
have to be savin’ to get on.”

“ No, we’ve got provisions enough 
just now, John,” she answered 
quietly, but with a new ring in her 
voice which he failed to notice. 
" What I want is for you to look 
round an’ hire a girl to help Mary 
an’ me in the kitchen.”

He dropped the reins he had been 
buckling and stared at her in 
questioning wonder.

“ Sick ?” he inquired.
"No.”
“ Mary sick ?”
"No.”
He laughed grimly.
“ Then I guess we don’t need no 

help. We ain’t millionaires, not 
jest yet. My mother lived to be 
eighty, an’ she never had no help. 
An’ there’s my sisters—”

“ Never mind them, John,” she 
interrupted. ” We are better off 
than they are, an’ can afford to 
live easier. We’ve been able to 
build a new barn, an’ to buy new 
stock, an’ we hire six men to work 
for us ; an’ now you talk of buyin’ 
out the county sellin’ rights in a 
new mowin’ machine that’s goin’ to 
cost fifteen hundred dollars. Sure­
ly we can afford to take life a little 
easier,” laying a hand persuasively 
on his arm. "It ain’t for myself I 
care so much, but there’s Mary 
workin’ her very life out. She’s ail 
the child we’ve got, an’ she ain’t no 
time for study, or no play like other 
girls. You can see for yourself 
how pindlin’ an’ weak she’s gettin’. 
We’re able to do as well by her as 
the neighbors do by their girls, an’ 
yet see how strong an’ healthy they 
be ’side Mary. We’re jest killin’ 
her; John.”

"Humbug an’ nonsense!” he 
cried contemptuously. “ It’s jest 
her peevishness. If she was idle, 
she’d be philanderin’ round the 
country like the other girls, an’ 
that’s something my family’s women 
never did. A girl’s nat’ral place is 
workin’ in the kitchen with her ma, 
an’ I calc’late that’s where Mary’s 
goin’ to stay. Come now, Dan.”

He turned abruptly to the horse, 
as though ending the conversation. 
But instead of moving away abashed, 
as he had expected, his wife merely 
dropped her hand from his shoulder 
to the bridle rein.

“ Jest a minute, John,” she 
insisted, and now there was some­
thing in her voice which even he 
recognized as unnatural, and he 
waited in sullen impatience.

“ I’ve worked faithfully with you 
all these years,” she went on 
steadily, “an’ ain’t never com­
plained. We began poor, an’ now 
we’re well-to-do. You’ve put up 
new farm buildin’s, an’ bought 
more land, an’ opened new roads. 
But in the house it’s jest the same. 
I have the same things to do with 
as I had when we was married, an’ I 
work as hard—yes, harder, than I 
did when we got trusted for our 
groceries.”

“ An’ don’t I work, too?” he 
retorted angrily.

“ Of course. I ain’t hintin’ at 
you. What 1 want to say is that 
we’re foolish to wear ourselves out 
so when there’s no need. ’Tain’t 
for myself I care,” she hastily 
added, in deprecation of the angry 
flush that was crimsoning his face. 
” I’d be willin’ to go on with you to 
the end. But there’s Mary. Times 
ain’t as they was when we was 
young. Children have to learn 
more of books an’ music an’ things, 
or they ain’t nobody. I don’t mean 
for our Mary to grow up more 
ignorant than other girls.”

“ An’ 1 don’t mean for her to 
grown up ignorant of a girl’s 
nat’ral place in tije kitchen.” he 
returned. ” If she can bake bread 
an’ do the week’s washin’ she can 
get on very well without such 
follols as books an’ planners. 
Long’s I have my say, our Mary"!! 
stay in her proper place in the 
kitchen ; an’ as foj help, when you 
an’ she get sick so you can’t work, 
we’ll see ’bout gettin, a girl. If I 
wasn’t so busy I’d go in an’ do it 
myself, so you could sit round an’ 
read an’ play tunes. A woman’s 
work ain’t never done jest ’cause 
she don’t get it done. I’ll go into 
the kitchen some day, an’ show you 
how easy ’tis. But, come, I’ve got 
work to do if other folks ain’t.” 
And he sprang to the seat of the 
buckboard and touched the horse 
with his whip, and she was obliged 
to step back in order to avoid the 
wheels.

For some moments she gazed 
after him, the look of resolution 
growing stronger upon her face. 
Then she turned back toward the 
house.

“ He didn’t used to be that way,” 
she mused aloud. “ He was jest as 
considerate an’ helpful as any one 
could be. But it’s the prosperin’ 
an’ gettin’ on that’s sp’iled him. 
The more he gets the more he 
wants. An’ now he’s for puttin’ 
fifteen hundred dollars in that 
patent machine. I didn’t like the 
man’s looks, an’ I told John so. I 
said for him to look into the thing, 
an’ write to the city an’ find if the 
man was safe—but no, he wouldn’t 
listen to me, of course. He don’t 
b’lieve in a woman’s judgment—oh, 
no ! What I said only made him 
more to go in. Fifteen hundred 
dollars in that, an’ he can’t hire a 
girl so Mary can have. time for 
study ! But we’ll see,” closing her 
lips grimly—“ we’ll see.”
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highest current interest rates.
Free information is given to those contemplating making invest* 

monts or in regard to general affairs. We will be glad to 
confer with you at our office or to answer any enquiries hy 
mail.

Capital Trust Corporation
10 Metcalfe Street, Ottawa — 171 Bay Street, Toronto

70 The Measure 
of Life

Take a pencil and 
<50 place it upon the 

point which repre­
sents your age. 

40 Look ahead and 
count up the years.
With this scale be- 

u0 fore you, decide 
now whether you 

20 have sufficient 
time ahead of you 
to postpone tak- 

10 ing on adequate 
insurance. Every 
year increases the 
risk and the cost.

Let ur send you information about 
the Mutual system of insurance.

1k MUTUAL LIFE
of Canada

WATERLOO, ONTARIO
The Company ef Net Cost j(j8 /A 

Life Insurance

EDDY’S
TWIN BEAVER 
WASH BOARDS

Of WflURAUD fIBRfWARE 
outwear all others

CD SALE BY GROCERS 
ADO HARDWARE MERCMRTS

SELDOM SEE
a big knee like this, but your horse 
may have a bunch or bruise on his 
ankle, hock, stifle, knee or throat.
ABSORBINE
** v rtACC MARK Rf 6.U.S.PA TX f

will clean it off without laying up 
the horse. No blister, no hair 
gone. Concentrated —only a few 

drops required at an application. $2.50 per
bottle delivered. Describe your case for special instruction!, 
tnd Book 8 R free. ABSORBING. JR., tàe and- 
leptic liniment for mankind, reduces Painful Swelling. 
Enlarged Glands. Went, Bruises, Varicose Veins; allays 
Pain and inflammation. Price tl.25 a bottle at druggists <g 
delivered.^ Liberal trial bottle postpaid for 10c 
W. F. YOUNG. Inc.. I ! c1 Lymans lildg., Montreal. Can» 

IDsortMue ana Ausornme. jr.. arc mine in taeee

mn ■ HflBHi! ■ itni Bend for free book 
Iff**Bgiving full partic- 

■ ■ ulars of Trench’s
■B ■ ■ world-famous prep-
M Q BH HB'vj&i a ration for Epilepsy
■ ■ ■ and Fits—simple

™ home treatment.
Over38years’ success. Testimonials from all parts 
el the world; over 1000 In one y car. Write at en ce to 

TRENCH’S REMEDIES LIMITED 
2407 St. James’ Chambers, 79 Adelaide St.EL 

(Cut this out) Toronto, Ontario

LONDON 
OPTICAL Co.

Have Your Eyes Examined
Dominion Savings Building

Richmond 8t. Phono 6180

Casavant Freres
CHURCH L,MITEe

Organ Builders
ST. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

WILSi

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

and General Stores.

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS

MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Solicitor* for The Home Bank of Canada 
Solicitors for the Roman Catholic 

Episcopal Corporation 
Suite 63, Bank of Toronto Chamber*

LONDON. CANADA 1-hone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NUTAKIKH.Btc

A- K. Knox T. Loula Monahan
E. L Middleton George Keogh

Cable Address : "Foy"
Telephone { Main

Offices : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
„ _ BARRISTERS
James E. Day , , ,, D. ,
John M. Ferguson M Adelaide St. West 
Joseph P. W alsh TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY & LAN NAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Hairy W. Lunuev, K.Ü., B.A., B.U.L., 
Alphousus Lannan, LL. B.

CALGARY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
UNION BANK BUILDING

GUELPH, ONTARIO 
CANADA

Residence Park 1306. Cable Address •Loedon."
“ 2o9tiW

“ Hillcre-t 1097
“ Park 1621W Main 1588

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins 
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto.

W. T. J. Let;. B.C.L. J. O. O'Donoghue. K.O. 
Hugh Harkins R. C. O ltonoghue

Offli» 111-1- Confederation Life Chambers 
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Htn. 

TORONTO. CANADA

V. T. FOLEY
BARRISTER - AT - LAW 

HURON AND ERIE BUILDING 
CHATHAM. ONT,

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MÜLV1H1LL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

25 PEMBROKE STREET W.

PEMBROKE, ONT.
PHONE 175

ARCHITECTS

WATT & BLACKWELL
Member* Ontario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor. Bank of Toronto Chamber* 

LONDON ONT.

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons
ISO KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers 
Open Night and Day

Telephone—House 373. Factory 643

E. C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night

| 389 Burwell St. Phone 3971 I

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug Store”

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — wo deliver

F. E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN

167 YONGE ST. TORONTO
(Upstairs Opp. Simpson’*)

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Pitted

Stained Glass
Memorial Windows

We make a specialty of Catholic 
Church Windows.

B. Leonard

t


