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CHAPTER XL1I.—continued

"Faith he did !”
"Well, this la what the letter 

aaya, Mrs. Carmody : „
“ ‘Respected Mrs. Mollle Carmody :

Permit one to address you who, 
depite the changing vicissitudes of 
an unhappy fortune, has ever 
retained your image in his secret 
bosom. In the golden and hallowed 
glow of a never-to-be-forgotten 
past, your beautiful face was the 
star that lit my ardent destiny, and 
in the desolate present your 
widowed heart is the only one to 
which my own solitary and forlorn 
organ turns. If, oh, if, respected 
Mrs. Mollie, it be in your power to 
withdraw your lonely affections 
from the grave of your lamented 
husband, and you are not averse to 
bestow them where they shall 
encounter only the deepest appreci
ation and the x most respectful 
regard, then Corny O’Toole will be 
proud and happy to receive them, 
and to make you, dearest Mollie, 
the wife of |he undersigned.

I remain, dearest Mrs. Carmody, 
yours with the most profound senti
ments of regard and enraptured 
admiration,

Corny O'Toole.’ ’’
The clergyman put down the 

letter, laughing loud and heartily, 
while Mrs. Carmody’s face, be
tween astonishment and indigna
tion, afforded a most ludicrous 
study. She did not join in the 
priest’s mirth ; she was too angry 
for being made the object of Corny 
O’Toole's ardent affection, and she 
burst out, forgetting, in her vexa
tion, the respectful tone which she 
was accustomed to use to his rever
ence :

“ That’s the rayson Tighe didn’t 
tell me who the letther was from ; 
—it’s well he was aware, the 
spalpeen, o’ who was the writer, 
an’ it’s well he was aware that me 
hand would scorn to touch it if he 
tould me who it kem from. A 
letther in Latin, indade ! faith the 
counthry knows Corny O’Toole’s 
Latin—a foine baldherdash o’ words 
that have naythur head nor tail to 
thim!”

" Why, Mrs. Carmody,” an
swered the priest, when his mirth 
had somewhat subsided, “ you 
seem to set little value on the honor 
which is here done you ! do you 
know that when a man asks a 
woman to become his wife he con
fers the greatest possible mark of 
esteem upon her—he shows that he 
selects her from all the women in the 
world ? and that is what this poor 
fellow has done. Surely, Mrs. Car
mody, you ought to be at least 
grateful for-the offer.”

“ Grateful, is it, to Corny 
O’Toole ! oh, yer riverince, it’s 
makin’ fun o’ me you are !” and 
Mrs. Carmody’s apron went up to 
her eyes, and in another instant 
her sobs burst upon the astonished 
priest.

He waited till she became quiet, 
his mouth working, however, as if 
it wps with difficulty that he 
restrained himself from bursting 
again into laughter. “ Well, Mrs. 
Carmoda. you intend, then, to 
refuse this offer ?”

“ I do, yer riverince ; an’ if you 
knew Corny O’Toole as I know 
him, you wouldn’t spake to me the 
way you did—an’ more, too, that 
iver I’d see the day whin yer river- 
ince’d be advisin’ me to marry 
agin, afther the good man that I 
lost, God rist his sowl !”

“ You mistake, Mrs. Carmody,” 
said the priest, with assumed grav
ity ; " I did not advise you to 
marry—I only suggested what 
might seem to be your duty in the 
way of gratitude for this honorable 
offer.”

“ I’m naythur grateful nor 
plazed, yer riverince, an’ I’ll take 
it as a great favor if you’ll write a 
few loines for me, tellin’ Mr. 
O’Toole that I’ll be viry thankful 
to him if he’ll place his attintions 
somewhere else.”

Father Meagher led the way to 
his study, and penned the follow
ing :
“ Mr. O’Toole,

Sir :—Mrs. Carmody desires me 
to say for her that she has received 
your favor, and while she thanks 
you for the honor you would do her, 
she is obliged to decline your offer.

Rev. M. Meagher, 
for Mary Carmody.”

The old woman expressed herself 
satisfied, took the letter, thanked 
the priest, and courtesying deeply, 
left him.

Captain Dennier reached Tralee 
to find a letter awaiting him. Its 
official seal and coat of arms made 
his heart beat quicker than usual, 
and he tore it open to learn that his 
conjecture was right—it was from 
Lord Heathcote, demanding his 
immediate presence in Dublin. He 
bit his lip with resentment at the 
imperious tone of the missive, and 
threw it down, when he had finished 
the perusal, with a deeply flushed 
cheek and excited manner. He 
rung for Tighe, saying, when the 
latter appeared : “ I shall have to 
depart earlier than I thought.” 
He was so absorbed in troubled 
reflection that he continued to pace 
the room while he addressed his 
valet : “ When I told you yesterday 
of my intended journey, I thought 
to have two or three days in which 
to complete my arrangements, and 
to provide for you, Tighe.”

,T Oh, as to purvidin’ for me, yer 
honor, don’t let that throuble you— 
I was always able to take care o’

mesel’ at short warnin', an’ it’s 
nothin’' I moind about this but the 
losin’ o’ you. You were vlry koind, 
and Tim Carmody’H niver forgit 
you !"

There was an accent of touching 
sincerity in the last words which 
went to the young officer’s heart. 
He stopped short in his walk, and 
extended his hand. “ And you, my 
faithful fellow, 1 feel that I owe 
you much for your honest service.” 
Tighe grasped the outstretched 
member, gave it a hearty shake, 
and turned aside to control his 
emotion.

“ If you could be induced to come 
to Dublin, Tighe, I could provide 
well for you there.”

" Don’t spake o’ it, yer honor, 
plaze ; aside from Shaun, that the 
climate wouldn’t binefit, 1 couldn’t 
go so far from Dhrommacohol—me 
heart is there !”

Captain Dennier turned away ; 
the very mention of a spot, the 
memory of which was at once so 
sweet and so bitter to him, in some 
measure unmanned him—he was 
forced to acknowledge to himself 
that liis heart also was in Dhrom
macohol.

CHAPTER XLIII.
, SINGULAR INTERVIEW

In one of the apartments of 
Dublin Castle, where military 
accoutrements, disposed with no 
neat nor careful hand, and the 
general air of carelessness prevail
ing, indicated the abode of some 
free and easy liver, Captain Craw- 
fo'rd reclined at full length on a 
somewhat worn lounge. A fragrant 
cigar was between his lips, but 
after intervals of slow, irregular 
puffs, during which some pleasant 
conceit seemed to fill his mind, he 
would remove the cigar in order to 
burst into a hearty laugh. In the 
midst of one of these ebullitions he 
was surprised by a knock, and to 
his response there entered Captain 
Dennier. Captain Crawford bound
ed to his feet.

“ Egadr-Dennier ! the very one I 
was thinking about—1 was wonder
ing how you get along with that 
specimen of humanity, Tighe, and 
laughing at my own experience with 
him. But how are you, old fellow, 
and what lucky wind blew you up 
here now ?”

“ A summons from Lord Heath
cote,” the officer responded, return
ing the hearty shake with which he 
had been greeted. “ It was my 
intention to come unsummoned, but 
my arrival in that case should not 
have been so speedy.”

“Lord Heathcote’s summons— 
why—what is the matter ? any un
usual occurrence?”

Captain Dennier shrugged his 
shoulders, and threw himself into a 
chair. “ You know as much about 
it as 1 do ; though I suspect the 
informer, Carter, has something to 
do with it. However, it makes 
little difference to me—my mind is 
firmly made up. I shall tender my 
resignation to his lordship.”

" You are not in earnest ?” burst 
from Captain Crawford.

“ Never more so.”
“But what if Lord Heathcote 

meets you as he did before—you 
will be obliged to defer again to his 
wish.”

“ No ; not this time !” and there 
was a look in the young officer’s 
sparkling eyes, and an accent of 
determination in his yoice, which 
convinced his hearer. " I must be 
free,” he continued ; “I cannot be 
shackled to a profession which har
rows my feelings, which conflicts 
with my manhood !”

“ Well, Dennier,” answered Cap
tain Crawford, “ it is just as I have 
said. These rascally Irish have 
thrown some witchery about you, 
and won you over ; or is there an 
Irish maiden in the case—now that I 
remember, Jack Cade, who was up 
to see me the other day—you re
member Jack ? he used to be in the 
Life Guards, you know—was telling 
me of some ladies who called upon 
you at the barracks : two ladies, I 
believe, accompanied by a gentle
man ; at least that was the way the 
gossip of Tralee had it. Oh, don’t 
look so displeased about it ”—as 
Captain Dennier strove to conceal 
his embarrassment under an appear
ance of indignation—" I understand 
these things, Walter ; but seriously, 
old fellow, I wish it were otherwise 
with you !”

Captain Dennier arose, and pass
ing his hand over his face as if he 
would brush from it its troubled 
expression, he said hastily : “I 
have reason to suspect that my 
birth and early childhood have not 
been what I have been permitted to 
think them. I fancy that Lord 
Heathcote can, if he will, give me 
information on the subject, and I 
intend to urge him to do so.”

Captain Crawford, in the gener
osity of his friendship, and noting 
the troubled look of the speaker, 
became painfully interested. "What 
are your suspicions ?’’ he asked.

" Do not ask me,” responded the 
young man ;“ I cannot tell you—I 
shall not even suffer myself to dwell 
upon them until I learn the truth.”

“ And then?” asked Crawford.
“ And then,” was the agitated 

response, “I shall seek an entirely 
new career, far from all the scenes 
in which I have mingled. But let 
us cease to speak upon this subject; 
it is unaccountably painful to me ; 
and pass the cigars”—straightening 
himself and trying to assume a 
cheerful air. " The time for my 
meeting Lord Heathcote is fixed for 
four—I have barely an hour.”

He remained chatting over the 
wine and fragrant Havanas which 
Crawford produced, occasionally 
catching so much of the latter's
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convivial spirit as to burst into 
momentary laughter at some well- 
told story, and to find himself 
detailing a ludicrous experience of 
his life while in Tralee garrison.

“ By the way,” said Crawford 
suddenly, " how about that laugh
able incident which occurred during 
the trial in Tralee a fortnight ago ? 
some of the papers gave a most 
amusing account of it. A ridicu
lous letter, was it not, that was 
read in place of some Fenian docu
ment which should have been forth
coming ?"

“ Yes,” replied Captain Dennier, 
smiling ; “ that letter, 1 believe, 
took the place of the paper which 
I, according to his lordship’s order, 
intrusted to you to bring safely to 
Dublin.”

“ O-o-oh !” and Captain Craw
ford s face elongated in accompani
ment to his prolonged ejaculation ; 
“ that explains all the fuss they 
have been making here in the cast le. 
1 was summoned before some of the 
grave signors to swear how, and 
when, and where I delivered that 
precious document. It is said that 
the last official to whose care this 
paper, together with other damning 
proofs against these rebels, was 
committed, was taken suddenly ill, 
and remaining too unwell to dis
charge his duty with regard to close 
examination of the papers, the docu
ment, detained here longer than it 
should be, owing to his illntss, was 
sent down to Tralee at the last 
moment, and without any inspection, 
further than what was given to the 
superscripts n. But who could have 
abstracted it, and substituted that 
ridiculous letter in its place ?”

“ I do not know,” was the reply ; 
“ it certainly was all right when it 
passed from my possession to yours 
—you remember, I read it for you.”

" Yes,” said Captain Crawford 
thoughtfully ; “and it never left my 
keeping till I delivered it here at 
the castle.”

“ Well, I am sorry for its loss,” 
responded Dennier ; its absence on 
the trail has been the means of 
saving the lives of six poor crea
tures, and its absence will also 
benefit the case of the prisoner who 
is to be tried next week.”

“ That young rebel, Carroll 
O’Donoghue ?” asked Crawford, an 
unpleasant expression coming into 
his face.

Dennier observed the look, and 
anxious to avoid the conflict which 
seemed to threaten because of his 
own frank avowal of compassion for 
the Fenian prisoners, he hastened 
to burst into a ludicrous account of 
Tighe’s escapade from the jail yard, 
and the consternation it had 
created. His ruse succeeded. 
Crawford, whose sense of humor 
was unusually keen, laughed heart
ily.

“ What have you done with 
him ?” he asked. “I would give a 
good, round sum to take him back 
with me to England. The folks 
would look with horror, I know, on 
so uncouth a specimen for a body- 
servant, but it would be worth it all 
to watch Tighe's manner, and to 
hear his ludicrous observations. 
Tell me, Dennier, what have you 
done with him ?”

" I was spared the trouble of ex
erting myself at all in his behalf ; 
he is such a general favorite in the 
barracks, he and his inseparable 
companion, Shaun, that I believe the 
very privates would conspire to keep 
him for sake of the entertainment 
which he affords them ; as it was 
Major Capdale said he would find 
use for him, and so Tighe changed 
masters, not, however, without 
some touching signs of his attach
ment to me. 1 discoveied him at 
the station—though I had already 
bade him good-by in the barracks, 
—superintending the stowing of my 
baggage, much to the wonder and 
perplexity of the valet I had that 
day engaged, and who stood idly 
by ; and when I expressed my sur
prise and my gratitude for all the 
trouble he. was taking, he whis
pered ’—here Captain Dennier, 
bending forward, gave an excellent 
imitation of Tighe’s brogue : 
“ ‘Sure, yer honor, I’m used to yer 
ways, an I’m jist tachin’ the per- 
ticler dhrift o’ thim to the valet 
you’re takin’ to Dublin.’ ”

Captain Crawford laughed again 
more heartily than before, both at 
the picture which his own imagina
tion drew of Tighe, and at his 
visitor’s tomical imitation of the 
brogue.

" But I must go,” said Captain 
Dennier, consulting his watch ; 
"Lord Heathcote rarely forgives re
missness in punctuality, and I have 
no desire to anger him at the outset 
of our meeting.” He wrung Craw
ford’s hand, promising to return in 
the evening, and left his lordship’s 
apartments.

Lord Heathcote appeared some
what of an invalid ; a great easy 
chair supported his person in an 
attitude that betokened weakness, 
and his face had all the pallor and 
lines of physical suffering. He 
returned, by a slight inclination of 
his head, Dennier’s respectful bow 
when the latter was ushered into 
the room, and pointed wearily to a 
chair directly in front of his own. 
Then, with a painful effort, he sat 
erect, and fixing his eyes with no 
diminution of their keen, disconcert
ing look at the young officer, he 
said haughtily ; "1 have received a 
recent letter detailing account of 
an interview which took place be
tween you and a man—a hireling of 
the government named Mortimer 
Carter,—the account is not to your 
credit as an English officer.”

He paused as if expecting a reply. 
The young man was silent, return
ing the noblepian’s look wfch one

well-nigh as stern and undaunted. 
His lordship resumed :

“ You arc spoken of as one In 
secret sympathy with these Irish 
rebels—as one privy to the disap
pearance of the paper intrusted to 
your charge.”

Again Lord Heathcote paused, 
expecting a reply; but again he was 
met by the same dignified silence — 
thC' same unflinching look.

" Have you nothing to say, sir ?” 
he demanded, with some asperity.

"Has your lordship already con
demned me ?” Captain Dennier re
sponded calmly, though his lip 
trembled ; "have the charges pre
ferred against me by this hireling, 
as you term him, carried such 
weight that your lordship was 
forced to a conviction before I could 
be heard in mv own defehse ?”

“ I have sent for you, sir, to give 
you an opportunity of making that 
defense,” replied his lordship, 
coldly.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE BUSINESS RAIDER
Laura Held Montgomery in Rotary Magazine

“Just think,” cried Anne, her eyes 
blazing with enthusiasm, “ how 
proud you will be of me when I 
come back with a degree. Then I 
shall be able to do so much. Up to 
now the giving has all been on your 
side.”

The August sun streamed into 
the sitting-room showing up the 
shabbiness of the old-fashicned 
furniture and the worn places in 
the rug. Anne’s father, Donald 
Smith, looked up from his break
fast and smiled but Anna, as she 
smiled back, fancied that there was 
something forced about his assent.

“ I hadn’t noticed how grey he 
was getting,” she thought and, 
startled by her discovery studied 
her mother. There, « "too, the 
worries of the past year had left 
unmistakable traces, “ why,” 
thought the girl, a bleak sensation 
displacing her joyous anticipation 
of college-life, " they are getting 
old ! It hardly seems fair that I 
should go away and leave them for 
the best part of four years.”

Donald Smith owned the village 
newspaper and did job printing. 
He employed a lad to help him and 
made barely enough to keep his 
family. Anne had grown, lately, 
to have an amused intolerance of 
the business and had planned that, 
when she -got some wonderful 
position, she would have him sell 
out and begin to enjoy life.

"Daddy,” she spotce up after a 
long silence, “ do you enjoy running 
the newspaper ? Keenly, I mean ?”

" I’m afraid I have lost interest 
in it,” he admitted languidly, 
" business is so bad and the old shop 
is in need of so much.”

He picked up his hat and went 
down the wide street slowly.

" He seems so tired.” cried Anne, 
contrasting her own vivid anticipa
tion of life with his stillness.

“ He has not been strong since 
his last illness. Anne, when we 
have done up the work shall we go 
down to Peterson’s and get some, 
materials to start your clothes ? 
You need just everything and I 
plan to begin right away. I want 
my girl to look as well as the 
others,” she ended, a touch of the 
old youthful radiance coming into 
her tired face. .

“ Not today, Mother, if yoi^don’t 
mind. I—have to think something 
out,” Anne said, rushing from the 
room.

Mrs. Smith looked a little sur
prised but, accustomed to \the 
whirlwind ways of her only child, 
she merely picked up some dishes 
and carried them into the kitchen.

Presently Anne joined her and 
together they did up the work.

Anne had often helped down at 
the printing-office but in a distinct
ly minor capacity. If the papers 
were waiting to be sent out she 
attended to it and sometimes wrote 
letters for her Father but she had 
assisted in the same manner that 
she helped in the house, with her 
mind preoccupied with other and 
more delightful plans. She had 
merely done what needed to be done 
at that time.

The girl had done almost brilli
antly at school. She had gone 
through high school in three years 
because of her studying during 
summers, and she had won a scholar
ship so that her board would be the 
only expense at college outside of 
her clothes and she hoped to get 
tutoring to take care of those. So 
it was not surprising that she had 
drifted along in her world of books 
without perceiving that family 
conditions were also drifting— 
drifting to a dull haven of fatigue 
and old age.

“ Mother, would you like to move 
from Oglethorpe ?”

The older woman looked appre
hensive : “No. I’rn too old to be 
uprooted now,” she said quaintly, 
“ why ?”

“ I was just thinking. There 
isn’t much money in the news
paper.”

" There was when Donald was 
younger but he is too tired to go 
out after business . . . now.
You see, there is no other printer 
within twelve miles of us and he 
ought to get most of the work but 
people have fallen into the way of 
going to Menora.”

"I see,” Anne’s fingers were 
busy with the peas she was shelling 
but her mind was busy with the 
new ideas that had, apparently, 
entered the dining-room upon the 
shafts of sunshine.

After the early dinner Mr. Smith 
rather wearily picked up his hat to 
go downtown.

Stay here on the porch and 
read awhile, Daddy, Ird like to 
keep the office this afternoon. 
Yea, she said in answer to the 
unspoken question on his face, “ I 
am perfectly capable. If any ques
tion comes up I'll ’phone and ask 
you.

There came a queer lump into 
her throat as she saw the relief in 
his eyes. The heat was taking a 
good deal out of him.

Going down the pretty peaceful 
street she seemed to see the place 
with a new vision. Of course, her 
parents could not be moved to a 
new, progressive place where she 
would he able to earn real money 
and keep them in comfort.- The 
little town was beautiful to her, 
and to ' them it meant a garden 
filled with memories : “ Of course ” 
she thought, “ I am living in the 
future and thev are in the past.”

The boy grinned widely af her as 
she entered the hot office : ‘‘ Pretty 
dusty down here for you, Anne, 
you II spoil that dress.”

‘ There ought to be an awning 
here, that west sun streams in.”

Ned looked as though he thought 
the heat had affected her for, in his 
time, there had never been any
thing new bought there except 
paper.

During the afternoon one man 
dropped in with an advertisems nt. 
Anne scanned the few lines he had 
scribbled and said :

“ I believe I could write up some
thing that might pull better. Want 
me to try ?”

“ I’d appreciate it,” he answerel 
in some surprise, “I don’t think 
there is much use advertising in 
this paper, anyway. Menora wquld 
be better but I happened to be down 
street so I stopped.”

With the concentration that had 
stood Anne in such good stead 
during her years of study she went 
to work.

“There,” she said, and read 
aloud her advertisement for the 
farm-land he had for sale.

‘‘Great,” he approved, "you 
sure know how to write.”

“ Thanks," dimpled the girl, 
thinking of her absorbing ambition 
to write fiction, “ I wonder if you 
wouldn’t like me to list your place 
for you ? Father is going to start 
real estate here and we could 
handle it for you on the usual com
mission.”

Ned, passing the dummy, 
snickered. The idea of anything 
except cobwebs flourishing in the 
dim shop amused him. Anne 
frowned at him and the lad bent 
over his work.

The farmer looked amazed : 
“ That so? Well, I don't know why 
it wouldn’t work. I’ll go home 
and think it over.”

The idea was as new to Anne as 
it was to her prospective client but 
of that he was unaware : “ Think 
here,” she murmured, whirling 
about in the shabby swivel chair, 
“ if you decide to place the property 
with us I shall give you a blank to 
fill out giving us the sole right to 
dispose of it and—” her eager eyes 
fell upon the dull dummy-sheet that 
Ned was arranging—" I did think 
of giving a half-page advertisement 
for the land. That would be 
noticed—”

“ I couldn't afford anything like 
that,” protested the man, " half a 
page. Never !”

Anne looked up from the form 
she was making out for him : “ No,” 
she said evenly, “ don’t you think 
advertising pays?”

“ Maybe, but I’m not going to 
spend my money finding out,” his 
tone was almost sullen and he half 
rose from his chair.”

“ If you give us the sole right to 
sell we will take care of the 
publicity. Ill have some sale 
sheets struck off at once and I’ll 
see how our exchange list stands. 
Probably I can advertise in Menora 
and—oh, well, you are not inter
ested in how we do it. All you 
want is the cash.”

“You don’t mean to charge me 
for advertising my land ? Nor for 
the sale bills ?”

“ You pay absolutely nothing 
except our commission. It is all 
down here,” Anne handed him the 
form she had made out, "I know 
your land fairly well but I believe 
I'll take the time to run out and 
look it over. The paper does not 
go to press until Monday and I’ll 
have time to go.”

Catching some of her enthusiasm 
the farmer affixed his name and 
went out, inwardly chuckling to 
think that the seventy cents he had 
expected to pay for the small 
advertisement still remained in his 
purse.

“Put that dummy sheet down, 
Ned, we are going to fill that space 
with advertisements,” ordered 
Anne, h>r cheeks flaming with the 
excitement of her first venture. 
" I want to print some big signs on 
the heaviest card board we’ve got.”

The afternoon seemed to fly 
despite the heat for Anne was 
mentally constructing a going 
business. She had Ned polish the 
dusty windows and they then 
fastened up the cards she had had 
run off.

Next she called up the carpenter 
and asked him to come to the shop.

“ Right there,” Anne indicated 
an expanse of wall that was on the 
street side, “ I want a large window 
cut there and a shelf run along 
beneath it. Is business pretty good 
just now ?”

“ In August ? Hardly,” an
swered the carpenter, “ what's the 
use of having a window there ? 
You’ve nothing to put in it.”

“ Why don’t you give us a good 
big ad V’ countered Anne, “ so that
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and NOTARY PUBLIC
121 Dundas St. LONDON, ONTARIO

DR. R. R. FOlilGER, D. C. Ph. C. 
Chiropractic Physician

169V2 Dundas St. ( Over Peters') 
LONDON, ONT.

Hours : 10 to 12 ; 1.30 to 4.30 ; 6 to 8
PHON E 2836 J

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS. NOTAKIKS.Etc

i A- F M.'iiu’L,,, Ï- B®”*. Monahan1 E. L Middleton George Keogh
Cable Address : “Foy"

Telephone* { £•}; }g

Offices : Continental'Life Butldirjr 
! CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTOARCHITECTS

Randolph 7387 Kenwood 1680

J. M. COWAN
Architect

( Registered 1
Churches, Schools 991 Street
Colleges'» Specialty TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
, . BARRISTERSJamoH K. Day , , , ,
John M. Ferguson ■*> Adelaide St. West 
Joseph P. Walsh TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY G LANNAN
BARRI3TKRS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Lunney. K.C., B.A., B.O.L.. 
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B.

CALGARY. ALBERTAWATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers 

LONDON ONT.

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PURLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO 

CANADA
W. G. MURRAY 

ARCHITECT
Churches and Schools a Specialty 

Dominion Savings Building 
LONDON, ONT.

TELEPHONK 1557 - W

Residence Park 1396^ Cable Addiees London.1
Hillcrest 1037
Park 16-1W Mali, 1583

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solioitors, Notaries, Eto.

h/ ^ *î.r J. G. O'Donoghue, K.O.Hu&h Harkins It. C. O’Donoghue
Office- 241-B42 Confederation Lifo Chambers

8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sia. 
TORONTO, CANADA

JOHN M. MOORE & CO.
ARCHITECTS

489 RICHMOND 8TKEKT
LONDON, ONT. V. T. FOlEY

BARRISTER-AT-LAW
HURON AND ERIE BUILDING 

CHATHAM, ONT.
Members Ontario Association of Architects

J. C. Pennington John R. Boyde
Architects and Engineers

John W. Leighton
Associate

BARTLET BLDG. WINDSOR, ONT.
London Diocesan Architects

Specialists in Ecclesiastical and 
Educational Buildings

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

25 PEMBROKE STREET W,

PEMBROKE. ONT.
PHONE 176Benjamin Blonde

General Contractor
CHURCHES

and Educational Institutions a Specialty 
Estimates furnished on request

CHATHAM, CNT.

OPEN EVENINGS

HR. J. M. SEHGEWICK
DENTIST

425 Richmond St., Near Dundaa 
LONDON, ONT.

PHONE 6006
TAIT BROWN OPTICAL CO.

Physical Eye Specialists
48 JAMES ST. N, HAMILTON 

PHONE REGENT 1414

BRANCH

BROWN OPTICAL CO.
223 DUNDAS ST. LONDON

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. VINCENT KELLV
DENTAL SURGEON

Clinic Building, 241-243 Queen’s Ave. 
LONDON, ONT.

Phone 1400 Res. Phone 6193

• LONDON 
OPTICAL Co.

Have Your Eyes Examined
Dominion Savings Building

Richmond St. Çnone 6180

PHONE 529 W

Westlake
PHOTOGRAPHER

Opposite the Armouries

HAVE US EXAMINE 
YOUR EYESThe responsibility is ours ;

The comfort and satisfaction yours
Expert gr QTFFLF PromptWork r ■ O 1 C.Cl,Ci Service!
210 Dundas St. OPTICIAN LONDON
We Welcome the Opportunity of Serving You

R. 1. WATSON
Government and Industrial

BONDS
BOUGHT and SOLD

Phone 1637W 213 Dom. Savings Bldg. 
LONDON, ONT.

BEDDOME, BROWN ^
CRONYN and ^\Ca^
POCOCK ^

^-\\V^r TELEPHONE 
693W

\\ 392 RICHMOND ST.
LONDON. CANADA
MONEY TO LOAN

F. E. LUKE

OPTOMETRIST
AND OPTICIAN

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

Eyes Examined *nd Glass Eyes Fitted


