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CHAPTER XXVII.

Just before Sir Peter arrived Lady 
Linton was looking anything but her 
best. There was a lrown upon her 
brow, an angry light In her blue eyes, 
that sadly spoilt her beauty. Her 
tall, well-developed figure was' array
ed in one of Worth’s latest and most 
costly creations, her snowy neck was 
covered with diamonds, and her fair 
hair was dressed high upon her head 
in the most becoming fashion. Yet 
as she swept her handsome drawing
room from end to end the richness of 
her apparel, the splendor of her jew- 
elc, gave her little pleasure, for her 
soul was full of wrath.

“Every day he becomes more un
bearable,’’ she muttered, clenching her 
fists tightly. ’“He may bet and play 
cards and lose money as he pleases, 
but if I have a bill a little larger 
than he thinks fit, he grows stingy 
and mean to an alarming extent, and 
there is a row. My drawer is now 
full of unpaid bills, and the creditors

I
re pressing. He laughed scornfully,
nd flatly refused to pay them, when 

I ventured to tell him of one or two 
to-day. So anything may happen un
less—yes, my only nope is in Sir 
Peter Qoldsmid. He is rich and gen
erous, and has something to gain by 
keeping me as a friend.’’

The frown left her brow, her eyes 
became serene, her lips smiled sweet
ly as the door opened and .Sir Peter 
Goldsmid was ushered in.

“My dear Sir Peter," she cried, 
holding out both hands at once and 
gliding forward softly to meet him, 
“how quite too charming! I was 
afraid, really quite afraid, to dare to 
send you such a shor invitation. But, 
knowing what a true friend you 
are—’’

“You felt sure I would come, de
lighted, if only fortunate enough to 
be free. The fates favored me, and so 
here I am. You got my telegram, dear 
Lady Linton, of course?"

“To my joy, yes—whilst dressing a 
few moments ago."'

His eyes rested for a moment upon 
the elegant satin gown and rich lace, 
upon the diamonds on her neck and in 
her hair.

“A most successful toilette. Your 
ladyship understands the art of 
dressing better than any lady I know. 
You are looking charming to-night."

But as he made this speech with a 
view to putting his hostess in good 
humor, he remembered Margaret's 
simple costume, and smiled. She re
quired but little adornment. She 
“walked in beauty," but the beauty 
was all her own, and required neither 
satin nor lace to set it off.

“Base flatterer!" Lady Linton 
cried, with an arch glance, far from 
guessing where his thoughts had led 
him.

“Not at all. I speak quite truly. 
The gown is in exquisite taste."

She sighed, and caressed the lace 
upon the bodice with loving fingers. 
“If it had not to be paid for, yes. 
But the day of reckoning always 
comes, Sir Peter."

He bent towards her. “And it has 
come to you, Lady Linton, in a not 
too pleasant way, I suppose?"

“Yes; truly, it has. But how did 
you know?"

He laughed, and as she raised her 
head their eyes met. “I only gttjssed, 
but my surmises were correct. You 
are at this moment a little hard 
pressed?"

Her eyes fell and her color deepen
ed.

“Horribly hard pressed, and Linton 
is adamant. He does not care what 
my troubles are, and used most insuf
ferable language in speaking of them 
to-day. He," with set teeth, “anger
ed me beyond words. He will do no
thing-says I may sell, or—’’

“That was his little joke. But 
menawhile," he pressed her hand, 
“you/must let your friends help you. 
I fo< one am ready to see you 
through this time."

She breathed heavily, and bent 
down to hide the expression of relief 
and pleasure that lit up her whole 
face. “Oh, Sir Peter, you are too, 
quite too generous. You have no idea 
what a large sum I would gladly bor
row this time."

“I have a shrewd suspicion that it 
is not small. But I shall want con
siderable interest for my money."

She looked up startled, and he 
laughed, highly amoeed by her horri
fied expression. "You cannot expect 
all for nothing."

“No," nervously, "of course not. 
But, you see—"

“•Name your sum," he cried, gaily, 
‘^and then I'll tell you the interest I

I
uire."

She began to count quickly on her 
gers, then, blushing to the roots of 

er hair, bent forward and whispered 
few words in his ear.

“Good heavens!" He coughed and 
laughed. “What an expensive luxury 
a wife is! I declare it’s enough to 
make a mafl ponder—hesitate, even 
at the last moment."

Lady Linton smiled, and thought 
what a clumsy, Ill-made man he was, 
as he stood up and walked over to 
the mantel-piece. He was not likely 

to attract a good-looking and expen
sive wife, sfie told herself, so he need 
not be, uneasy. Then, aloud, she 
said:

“The girl who married you would 
most fortunate, dear Sir Peter.

the

Ypu are so generous; you would let 
her spend as she pleased. But you 
have never, wise man that you are, 
been tempted to such a folly as mat
rimony. Now, have you?”

Sir Peter gre* grave, and went 
back to his seat by her side. “I have 
been—am—tempted, Lady Linton. I 
am madly in love."

She looked at him in speechless am
azement. “Really? Well, of course, 
it’s not so surprising, after all."

“I hope not—I trust not. I am not 
old, Lady Linton. I am rich, and I 
love sweet Margaret with my whole 
soul."

“Margaret? Margaret Fane? My 
step-daughter?"

“Your step-daughter. Yes. Now, 
you want my help. You shall have 
it—if," his face grew scarlet, “you 
will help me there."

“Well, really, and," with a little 
laugh, “you will ask for interest 
also. Sir Peter?"

“Not also. That—your good-will and 
help with Margaret is the interest I 
require."

She looked at him. “And what if 
my help prove useless? What if you 
should fail?)*

He caught her luffd. “I will not 
blame you, "and will ask no further 
interest—that is, if I feel sure that 
you have done your best for me."

“Oh," laughing lightly, well pleas
ed at his easy conditions, “you may 
be sure I’ll do my best. And now, 
how shall I begin? Shall I get Mar
garet up to town again?"

“No. Leave here where she is. I 
saw her to-day. She is happy at 
Riversdale." •

“You #aw her to-day? Then you saw 
my poor Hugo, I suppose?"

“Certainly. He too is happy at 
Riversdale."

“But frail and feeble as ever?"
“I fear so. And greatly enamored 

of a young gentleman—a namesake of 
Lord Linton’s, one John Fane, whom 
Mrs. Danvers has foolishly engaged as 
steward, and seems inclined to treat 
asV friend."

“Oh!” Lady Linton glanced at him 
quickly. “And does Margaret favor 
him too?"

“I scarcely know. But he is a pro
mising young fellow, and fit for some
thing better than acting as steward. 
I am taking him into my office. I 
am going to make his fortune."

“How kind of you! So he is to 
come to town, and Margaret is to 
stay in the country?"

“That is my idea."
“It would be wiser to ship 

young gentleman to the Colonies."
“The days of the pressgang are 

over, Lady Linton. To ship John 
Fane to the Colonies would be im
possible. At least, I could not do 
it."

“John Fane? Does he claim any re
lationship with my husband’s fam
ily?"

Sir Peter turned aside, that she 
might not see the strange smile that 
flitted across his face.

“It would be folly for him to do 
that, I fancy," he answered, evasive
ly. '‘Lord Linton has no relatives, I 
understand. His family, they do 
say, is almost extinct.”

“Almost, I believe. Failing Hugo— 
and his life is a poor one," with a 
little sigh—“Margaret and Doris will 
inherit everything. The title will then 
die with my husband."

“Exactly. So 1 thought. But is 
Lord Linton quite sure that his cous
in, the late Lord Archibald Fane, who 
was killed in a railway accident, y du 
remember, left no heirs?"

“Quite. He could not have done 
so." She walked across the room 
and turned up the electric light in 
the centre of the ceiling. “Poor Ar
chibald was separated from his wife, 
Madeline Delorme, for years, and 
came home to find her dead. They 
never had any children."

Sir Peter stroked his chin and look
ed resolutely at the carpet.

“I am aware of that. But did it 
never suggest itself to your mind or 
to that of your husband that there 
might haVe been a mistake?"

“A mistake." She stared at him. 
“What on earth do you mean? No 
mistake was possible."

“But supposing that Mdeline De
lorme had been killed in Italy, as 
your husband and his cousin both be
lieved for years, and that Archibald 
Fane had married—"

“Good heavens! Would you suggest 
that Linton has no right to—’’

“I was putting a case, supposing a 
thing that might have happened."

“That would mean ruin to us all. 
Sir Peter, pray do not poison my 
mind with such a preposterous sus
picion. It is too horrible to think 
Of."

He smiled grimly. “It is not a 
pleasant idea—for you or Lord Lin
ton. But do you believe that your 
husband is honestly convinced that 
the woman in St. John’s Wood, whom 
he sent his cousin to see, was his 
wife?"

She grew white as death. “That is 
a question you should ask^ Linton — 
not me."

“I mean to do so some day," he 
said, wondering at her pallor. “Does 
she suspect hdr husband?" he thought 
quickly, “or is it only terror for 
what might be should my supposition 
prove true?"

“Linton has told me often," she 
went on, with labored breath, “that 
there was no douÿt about the mat
ter. Madeline had not died, as he

ou.,"
thin

had thought, in Italy, but in London, 
years later, the day before Archibald 
came home."

“But he did not see the woman ei
ther before or after death."

“No,^; doggedly. “But everything 
pointed to the fact that she was Ar
chibald s wife."

“Certainly, the facts pointed that 
way, aqil were accepted without dis
pute at the time. The papers told the 
thrilling tale, and no one stepped for
ward to say it was not true."

“Because; there was no one to do 
so." Lady Linton’s hands trembled a 
little as she took up a small vase of 
roses from a table, and placed It up
on a high-standing cabinet. “And I 
cannot think why you are so anxious 
to raise the question now," with a 
reproachful glance, ,,wnen you love 
Margatet, and are so desirous of 
marrying her."*

Sir Peter smiled, and went over to 
her side. “My dear Lady Linton, I 
merely put the case—imagined what 
might possibly be true—asked, for 
the sake of information, whether your 
husband had any doubts as to the 
identity of Madeline Delorme."

“Had he entertained such doubts, 
is it likely that he would confide 
them to me?"-

Sir Peter looked at her closely. “I 
suppose not. And yet— Hayvever, 
don't trouble about the matter I am 
not, you may be sure, anxious to in
jure Margaret in any way. And if," 
he laid great stress on the word, 
“you help me, and all goes well, I 
shall never raise the question."

“And if you don’t succeed?"
“Bah! we’ll not think of anything 

so miserable—I’ve sworn to win Mar
garet, and I will. You must urge 
Lord Linton to favor me—before ev
eryone."

She raised her eyebrows and shrug
ged her shoulders, then laughed. “I’ll 
tell him—and shall I mention why it 
is. advisable he should do so?"

“I trust you will. He will then un
derstand everything."

“He won’t like it. And he is anx
ious that Margaret should marry 
Lord Kelmsford."

Sir Peter grew suddenly scarlet. 
"So he has told me. But he may 
change his mind. Some one is com
ing upstairs, Lady Linton, so there 
is no time for more. I'll expect your 
little note to-morrow, and you shall 
not be kept waiting, I promise you

“Thank you; you are more th; 
kind."

The door opened, and Sir Pi 
turned away.

“By Jove," he muttered, I’d give 
all I’ve got could I but meet the man 
who could tell me' anything definite 
about this Madeline Delorme."

“Mr. Gerald Fairfax," announced 
the butler. And forgetting for the 
moment the subject he had been dis
cussing with Lady Linton, Sir Peter 
Started round, full of interest, to 
see what manner of man thf young 
artist was.

CHAPTER XVIII.

Sir Peter Goldsmid lost no time in 
putting into execution his plan of 
luring John Fane away from Rivers
dale, and * carefully worded letter 
indicating that he had been thinking 
there might be something after all 
in John’s claim and oflering him a 
post in his office as an articled clerk, 
was the first step towards putting it 
in operation.

This letter came upon John as a 
great surprise. He could not imagine 
what had prompted the solicitor to 
write it, and carried it, in consider
able perplexity, to his mother.

“Nothing but pure kindness could 
have put such an idea into his head," 
Isabel cried delightedly. “And my 
dear John, it’s the very thing for 
you. In a good profession you will 
do well, and it is an immense relief 
to me to get you away from Rivers
dale. It is absurd to think of you às 
a steward on any estate!"

I “It’s the very opening I have long- I ed for. And, as you know, I have 
been feeling for some time that I 
could not—dare not," he said under 
his breath, “continue my work at 
Riversdale. But I never for an in
stant imagined that the person to 
help me out; of my difficulties would 
be Sir Peter Goldsmid. It is amaz
ing”'7^ \

“And feu’ll tell Mrs. Danvers of 
youc decision soon?" said Isabel, af
ter they had exhausted all the possi
bilities in the way of speculating in 
John’s behalf.

“This very day. I know a man 
willing and able to take my place at 
once. So my departure will not in
convenience her."

“That is fortunate. We’ll miss you 
terribly, John. For of course you 
will have to go to London."

“Oh! of course, that is inevitable. 
But I’ll come home often, mother 
mine. So no fretting, remember." 
And kissing her again, he went away.

It was a lovely morning. The sky 
was clear and serenely blue; the air 
full of the perfume of new mown hay. 
The view from the top of the hill was 
a favorite one of John’s, and turning 
as he went on his way to Grove 
Ferry, he stood for *> moment gazing 
in delight, and as the young man 
looked upon it his eyes grew sudden
ly dim.

“I’ll miss it all," he sighed, pass
ing his hand across his brow. “The 
dullness and gloom, the noise and bus
tle of town; the hurry and rush of 
London are not in my line. To leave 
this and those I love will be hard. 
But my whole future depends upon it. 
It must be done. I wonder will she 
care? Hugo will lament openly—but 
Margaret? Will she miss— Oh! what

V

a fool I am? Why should she? Her 
aunt’s steward! The Idea! Hurry on, 
John Fane, and when you have prov
ed yourself to be your father’s right
ful heir, when all the world recognize 
you as Lord Linton, begin to think 
of Margaret Fane. Hadr as it will 
be to hurt her, a» it must do if I 
get possession of the title and posi
tion now held by her father, I can
not draw back. I must act in justice 
to my mother, my sister, myself, 
and, above all, to my dear father. I 
were a traitor to his name did I not 
do so—even though it should cost me 
very dear. Now that things look 
promising, that Sir Peter Goldsmid 
seems will ing to help in this difficult 
task, which has been the ambition of 
my life, I could not give up. But 
would that what I wish to do could 
be done without beinging an instant's 
sorrow upon Margaret."

Under the shadow ot a big hay stak 
Hugo lay upon his couch, which was 
strewn with pictures and photographs 
a pair of scissors and a paintbox. His 
little face was white and wan; there 
were dark circles under his eyes, and 
the corners of his mouth drooped with 
a sad expression of weariness and 
discontent as he tossed the papers to 
and fro with his tremulous hands.

“I don’t want an artist fellow com
ing down here to spy about and make 
remarks," he grumbled, after a few 
moments’ silence; “and I don’t want 
to be painted. What do you think, 
Meg? Isn't it a bore?"

Margaret, who was sitting on tlffi 
grass, her back against the couch bus
ily sewing at a child's frock of dainty 
lace and muslin, looked round at the 
boy with a smile.

“I’m afraid to say I do, dear, lest 
I should add to your discontent. But 
we must try and make the best of 
it, and be as patient as we can. He 
won’t stay long."

“That’s all very fine. You arc some
thing to look at, Meg, and if he wen 
coming to paint you it would be al 
right. But poor me, with my crook 
ed back. It’s absurd. Who on eartl 
wants to have a picture of me?"

“Everyone who knows and loves 
you, Hugo," she said gently; “but 
your father most of all. He loves you 
dearly—more than any of us. So for 
his sake you must let Mr. Fairfax 
paint you." /

“I suppose so. I’d like to plea/e 
father if I could. But we were /so 
happy, Meg. I ner6T~WMit_anyone — 
not even father—except you and 
John. He is a dear. Now, isn’t he?"

Margaret's reel of cotton had roll
ed away amongst the hay, and she 
bent down suddenly to look for it.

“He’s very nice, and very good to 
you, dear," she replied, after a con
siderable pause, her eyes searching 
the tumbled hay for the missing reel; 
“very nice, indeed."

“I should just say he was, and 
much more than nice. We’d miss him 
terribly, Meg, if he went away."

Margaret forgot the object she was 
looking for, and started' round with 
a quick flush.

“Went away? My dear Hugo, what 
nonsence. He’s not going away." 
Then she laughed, and, picking up her 
work again, she said quietly: “Who 
put that into your head, I’d like to 
know?"

“Aunt Miriam. I heard her prais
ing John yesterday to a lady who 
was visiting her, and she said: ‘I 
cannot expect to keep Mr. Fane long 
as steward. He is really fit for bet
ter things.' ’’

“That’s true,” Maragret murmured 
low; “I often thought it."

“That's what the lady said; and 
then she asked if John was a rela
tion."

“Oh, people often ask that' when 
they hear his name is Fane."

“Well, she declared her reason for 
saying so was his likeness to my 
father."

Margaret laughed gaily. “She was 
dreaming. Why, John is dark and—’’

“It was expression and a kind of 
family look. But Aunt Miriam said 
she couldn’t see it, and that he was 
no relation."

“Of course not. Those Fanes come 
from New Zealand. Their father was 
a farmer there. They belong to quite 
a different family."

“Yes, but John’s a gentleman, 
Meg. Now, isn't he?"

“Yes, to be sure he is."
“It’s odd that one gentleman sfipuld 

only be a steward," the child said 
dreamily, “and another a lord."

Margaret turned suddenly and kiss
ed him. “Don’t perplex and bother 
your little head trying to fit in puz
zles of that kind," she said, laugh
ing. “There are stranger things than 
that in life, Hugo."

"There are, I suppose. But, Meg, 
it John goes away I shall go too. 
I don’t think I could bear Riversdale 
without him."

"Foolish little boy. Now, that’s go
ing too fat. But don’t worry. He’s 
not going. Have you looked at his 
photographs yet?"

“Yes; they are very interesting. 
And some of the groups done when 
John was a child are puzzling. 
There’s a man—a tall man constantly 
in them who is like, very like, my 
father—though handsomer and finer 
looking. I’ll show you one or two 
and see what vou think about it."
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After Work or Exercise

Boothe* tlr-d
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nree end give» the bod/ * feeling of Comfort end 
strength.
Don’t take the week, watery witch hazel 

preparation» repreeented to be “the «erne 
as" Pond's Estract, which easily seer end 
generally contain “weed alcohol,•• a deadly 
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ger to her lip. “Hush, dear; it’s fool
ish to cry for the moon, remember."

Hugo fixed his great dark circled 
eyes upon her face. “Moon? I don’t 
understand. John's not a moon."

Margaret laughed merrily, and be
gan to fold up her work. You are too 
literal, dear. But here comes* Mr. 
Fane. I wonder what he will think 
about the portrait. I’m sure he'll be 
pleased."

Hugo pouted and, as John came 
across the field, he muttered in a 
sulky voice: “If be is I’ll be surpris
ed, and—and very angry.”

“I wonder if he knows Mr. Fair
fax?"

“I’m sure he Wouldn’t know anyone 
to stupid. John, John, I am so glad 
to see you," half-rising in his eager
ness to greet his friend. “Do you 
know an artist fellow called Fiir- 
fak?"

John shook hands with Margaret, 
then turned away kuickly to the im
patient boy. His eyes were heavy and 
hie face pale. The news he had to 
communicate was painful. The child’s 

ffcctionate greeting and the girl’s 
ook of pleasure as she bade him 
“good morning" made it more diffi
cult, more trying even than it bad 
seemed on the way from Sturry.

(To be Continued.)

OUT OF DEBT
It helps Betty, You might try it 

some time, unless, of course, you 
don’t need any help—perhaps you like 
to wipe dishes! Betty—dear me, how 
Betty doesn’t like to! Although now 
it isn’t nearly as bad, since she made 
a play of it. It’s almost fun now.

When you are ten years old, you can 
make a play out of almost anything. 
That is the advantage of being ten 
years old. You will be surprised how 
much it helps—ask Betty.

‘'pome, girls—dishes!" mamma 
calls, after tea. In the mornings and 
at noons there Me lessons, and mam
ma washes them herself.

“Dishes! Dishes! Call for Volun
teers!” and two volunteers appear. 
Glory is the older, and washes; Betty 
wipes. She waits until the drainer is 
full of glasses and spoons. Then she 
begins.

“Oh, dear!" she says, "how many 
debts I owe! I must begin right of! 
and pay ’em up. It will never do to 
let this go on any longer! There, 
there’s one debt paid a’ready. I be- 
in to feel a little relieved. And that’s 

one’s paid, and that one, and that 
one! I’ll work ve-ry hard, and p’r’aps 
some day," sighing, “I’ll be out of 
debt!" *

She wipes away busily, a little 
scowl between her eyes. The tumbler 
debts, are all paid, the plate and sau
cer ones come next, and she settles 
them.

“Why, I’m getting along beautiful
ly!" she murmurs, presently, and the 
scowl is certainly smoothing out 
There is a .breathless last minute or 
two, and then a shout of triumph — 
“Done!"

The towel waves, Betty dances on 
her toes, the Gray Princess wakes up 
and purrs her congratulations. Great 
times !

“Oh," breathes Betty, “it feel so 
good to be out of debt!’’—Annie H, 
Donnell.
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A Story from the Rainy 
River District.

Mr. Dixons Sufferings Ended by 
Dodd’e Kidney Pille.

Barwick, P. O., Rainy River, Jan. 
12 —(Special.)—The hardships endured 
by the settlers of a new country so 
often bring on Rheumatism that any 
well authenticated cure* is eagerly dis
cussed and carefully investigated in 
this neighborhood. For this reason 
the recent cure of William John Dix
on has created a sensation. He was a 
familiar figure limping around with 

: his stick, and his cure was so speedy 
and complete that it is little wonder 
people Me looking on Dodd’s Kidney 
Pjlls as something to swear by. 
j"I had an attack of Typhoid Fev

er," Mr. Dixon says in telling tjie 
story, “and after I got over it and 
started to work Rheumatism set in. 
I had pains in my back and in my 
right hip so lad that I had to use a 

And he began to turn over the leaves stick to walk and j had no qomfort
of one of John s big almims. in sleeping. I could no more than

“Don't Blind now, dear," Margaret 1 dress myself for nearly two months, 
cried quickly, as a large black dog and for three or four months I could 
hounded suddenly up to the couch. nfdi ia(.p niy right shoe or put my 
“Here is ‘Boy;’ Mr. Fane cannot right shoe or put mv right leg on my 
be far away, and we must not ask jef| knp(1
him impertinent questions about his .<A brother of mine advised me to 
relations." • try Dodd’s Sidney Pills and after tak-

“I’d love to find he was a relation. jng three boxes I began to walk 
I’d like him better than anyone in 'around and do my work and lace up 
the world for a brother or cousin." my shoes.

Margaret smiled ahd put her fin- ^ ..gix boxes cured me completely."
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Net Asset*.............  477,302 8» 76.969 13
Reserve.................  399,928 63 74,860 04
nenranoe in foroe.4,429,766 60 422.734 36
WANT ID—General DteSrict and Local Agents.

EDWIN MARSHALL, DAVID FA8KEH,
Presides.

Y THE

ork County
Loan and 

Savings Compaq
Plans suitable tot those desiring to 

own their homes instead of comtlae- 
Ing to pay rent. Literature free. 

Head Office—
Confederation Life Bulldin 
Toronto......

JOSEPH PHILLIPS. Free

THE TORONTO GENERAL 
TRUSTS CORPORATION

Established 1882
TORONTO.

Paid up Capital - 
Reserve Fund

WINNIPEG.
81.000,000.

8270,000.
Executes Trusta of every de

scription.
Acta as Executor, Administrator 

Receiver, Guardian, Assignee &c.
Issues of Bonde/ Debentures 

and Stocks registered and counter
signed.

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

OFFICERS : s 
Jon* Hoeeui, K.C., LL.D.

President :
Hon. 8. 0. Woo». W. H. Biaitt,

Vloe-President» :
J. W. Leagmelr, A. D. leagmmir.

Managing Director. Aseiet Manager
Jemee Devey, A.L. Crosiln

Manager Winnipeg Branch Score tar).

$fcÿ“ Corporation'. Manual mailed to any 
address on Application.

u
$atxd Jlttmegot»

WIN. MURPHY & EST£N
0. MORPHY, H. U imrKN.
» ONTARIO LAND SIRVEVSK8.S<\ 

Surreys Plane and Deecrintion» cf Properetea 
Dtiputed Boundaries Adjusted Timber Unite an, 
Mining (Talma Located. Offiirn: Or. Richmond and 
Bat tte Tomtit - Telephone Mala UtM

£**»>

A NOUN * MALLON,
BARRISTERS, SOLICITOR*

NOTA MRS, b
Office»: Lied Seuuitt) CMaberq a. W, one.

f. A. AMOUR, K.C. JAft. W SALLOW, 
I lee 11M.

F°Y & KELLY,
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, So. 

Offloce. Home Sating, 1 clan 
Buildings, SO Cherch Street, Toronto.
J. J. TOY, EC It El

Mato Tift

TTBARN * SLATTKRY
♦ BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS,

NOTARIES, ftc.

Wr**'Wrek Toroe*e- ^
T. FRAME SLATTERY,

Bee. Thnne Mate SI 
EDWARD i. HEARN,
- - MMR

J^ATCHTORD, MoDOUOALL * DAL*
BARRISTERS AHD SOLICITORS. 

OTTAWA, ONT.
F. R. Latchlord, E. G. y. Lorn 

Edward J. Dely.

T EE & O’DONOGHUE,
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOT ARII

Land Seca rit) Chambers, St Victoria SL. le 
Ont VOoee—Boltoo, ont

Phone, Main 1681 Beaédenoe Phone, Unie 
W. T. J. Lan, B.CL., Joes O. O’Doeoanca,

M oBRADY & O'CONNOR
BARRISTERS, SOLI

Procter* la Admiralty. Boomc «7 and 
Lite building, *6 King St. Went, Toronto 
L V McBRADV, K.O. T. i. W

ICTT0R8,
notaries,**

•a 67 and 88 Otanta»

U ACDONELL BOLAND A TH0MP9Û»
^ BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS,

NOTARIES PUBLIC. An.
Ma* ey te loan at low eat rale, eg 1------

Chambers, 1 Toronto St., To
A. 0. M ACDONELL, 0. J. ]

JOHN T. a THOMPSON. 
Telephone Main 1076.

Q 00TT, SCOTT, OURLE A OLE» 
SON,

BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS, ft* 
Supreme and Frrhegne* Court" Agaem 

CARLETON CHAM 1RES, OTTAWA, <*-
Hon. R. W. Scott, LO.hLD. IT Amy SMftW. H. Ourle. M. A. E. P. GlSam^

D*Arcy Scott, Deimrtmeeta! Agent and ------a
buy Solicitor aothoriaed unde, tie. Raise ef

yuolorgrxphers

Old Picture» er Photos Copied and Enlarged to m» 
alas. SpeotaUtiee la In*. Wale* Color, Craymam OU. Proo* Given end Perte, t - illYlfeM 
an teed. All sittings by *—r-~r Bien» Proeeeet

LEMAITRE'S

Photographic Studio
688YONGI 8T.

Opposite Isabelle St. TOBOl
N. R.—Special rates to oleegy itadiate i 

eel met utioee.

Ittttists

Dr. R. J. McQahey
Honor Graduate ot Toronto Untrenfty 

DENTIST
178 YONGE STREET, opposite Wlltoea 
Avenue. Tel. Mein lam.

&rcfcttects
YRTHDR IB HOLMES, 

ARCHITECT.
170 Spadina Are.

Telephone Mato SÎ48.

E J. LENNOX,
ARCHITECT.

Oflce: Rooms 8, 9 and 10, 8. B- Oor. Kla, 
Yop.ge Sts.

Kroldrnoe : «87 Sherbonrae St.
Office Phone : Main 1160.
Residence Phone: North 60S.

—am*

ROOFING,

CORBES ROOFING COMPANY— 
1 and gravel roofing ; eeUi.li bed I
years. 153 Bay street ; telephone 33.

fort»

(Companies
—v_

National Assurance 
Company, ot iron

Established l>*g.
HE3D OFFICE—8 College Grev», y ihHn.

Brandi—St. John Sk Montreal.
CAPITAL * • £10
INCOME («cede) . WmB
INVESTED FUNDS (exceed) . .For agencies at unrepresented point», -ddreas J |g 

'Ewart Ontario General Agent, Hi WollingteiK KaSTroronto.
W. A. LEE A SON, General Agents,

Phone Main 592. U Victoria 8k,

TUeHsiDsSanoss&LoaiOD.
LIMITED.

CAPITAL (Authorized) $4,399,1 
CAPITAL (Subeoribed) $9,999,1

EUGENE O’KEEFE, - President 
JOHN FOY, • • Vice President

DEPOSITS RECEIVED from I» eta, 
upwards ; interest St oorrent rake |l»
lowed thereon.

MONEY LOANED ON MORTGAGE.---- -- *9
large tome ; couvealeat terme ot 
liwee* current ratee ot tote, mi 
charged. Leans on —■»-*-»»- ot 
Debentures. TX

. JAMBS MARON.

Mr». Wall's Sitfnan College
Cer. Toronto end Ado aide 8te. 

Established 1885,
Membe eelmanyrl the Ivedlng^C.tholle famille»
ol Ten'll,« are graduate» of our I 
Iratruction Day end Evening.

Enter any time.

Indlvldiml

|y|QAiuiwgffirs
Finest wewhend heeti
est P-I.W* Granit* ___
Moentu..r.6s We ate l*»

| Mu.Hiac tarer» to the i

TlieMclBîoMruiiellarlleCi
Limited III» à lit! TONGE H. 

(TerminalYou*» 86. Oar Route.)
TORONTO.

7578


