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WALTER KAVANAGHS AGENCY, '—‘[\H E LONDON ASSURANCE.
ST. FRANCQIS XAVIER ST., MONTREAL, . ESTAULISHED 1720,
COMPANIES REPRESENTED, TOTAL FUNDS NEARLY $18,000,000.
SCOTTISH UNION AND NATIONAI. OF SCOTILAND -
NORWICH UNION FIRE INS. SOC’Y OF ENGLAND | FIRE RISKS ACCEPTED AT CURRENT RATES
EASTERN ASSURANCE CO'Y. OF CANADA.
E. A. LILLY, Manager Canada Branch,
COMBINED CAPITAL AND ASSETS:
$45,520,000. Waddell Building, Montreal.

\/ LS'ILI\N ASSURANCE COMPANY.

FIRE & MARINE.

LONDON

& LANCASHIRE LIFE. .

HEAD OFFICE FOR CANADA
Cor. St. James St, and Place d Armes Squute, Moatrea!.

IncoxroRaTRD 1852, . Assets in Canada abont......ooo00 L oLl $1.500,000
Surplus to Policy Holdus......... . . .. ...... $327,000
Capital and Assels......ccocevee ceans eveee-.$52,551,027 OO K . . . i
Incoms for Year cnding 315t Dec., 189Tc.eceens. 1,797,595 03 World-Wide Policies. Absolute Sccurity.
——— 1 1FE rate endowme t Policies 2 spe ial y
HEAD OFFICE R TORONTO ONT. < Spectal terms for the payment of prem ums 2.4 the revaval of policics.,

J. J. KENNY; Mansging Director.

C. C. FosTRR, Secretery.
J. H. RouTH & SoN, Mansgers Montreil Branch,

190 ST. JAMES STRREY.

A. M. SMITH, President.

Robert Beany, Esq,

Manager for Canada,

Sir Donald A, Smith, K. C, M. G, M. P,

Sandford Flem ag, 1—.~q C. M, G,

DIRECYORS
Chairaean,
R. B. Angus Esq

B. HAL. BROWN

SEE THE NEW TYPOGRAPHS

.« + . AT OFFICE OF .

THE JOURNAL OF COMMERCE ..
....FINANCE & INSURANCE REVIEW,

THE BEST ADVERTISING MEDJUM IN CANADA.
171 & 173 ST. JAMES STREET, MONTREAL.

H. J. MUDGE, Resident Manager, - -
HUGH W. WONHAM, - -

1759 NOTRE DAME STREET.

UEEN INSURANCE COMPANY . .

OF AMERICA.

Paid 8649,482.00 for losses by the co~flagration
at ST. JOHNS, N.F., 8th July, 1892, withouta sxnglc
difficulty or dispute. . . . . . . . , .

MONTREAL.
- Special City Agent, .

felt blessedly happr. A man who has an-
dertaken n great and good aim invariably
fcels so. The note at first puzzled him. It
was faded and abuosed with age. 1t was,
morcover, in his own handwriting—his own,
but strangely unfamiliar, his own of some
fourteen or fiftecn years ago. It read:
London, Juoly, 19, 18—’

*1 hereby promise to par to Harold
Horace Viance the worth of a Human Life,
value received.

HUGH HAINES.

The colonel smiled. He remembered wrics
ing it a few days alter Viance had raved
him from drowning. He had written it
as n joke—n boy's idea of onc certainiy—
but still a joke. He wondered that Har-
ald had kept it so longz. Still smiling ho
tarned it over. In fresh ink npon the hack
was written.

Pay to bearer,
HAROLD BORACE VLANCE.

The beater? Why, that was Cheviot,
surely ! And now the colonel ceased smil-
ing. With a creeping fear tightening
aronnd his heart. hie quickly questioned the
child:

“When did your father gzive von this?”

“Lost night, iate. He came to kifs me
a~ he alwars does, and put 1t under my
villow, telling 1me 10 take it to vou this
morning, without wakiog him as ke wounld
be asleep.”

“And when yo wuleft him this moruinz.
was he—was he asleep ?”

~Sound.”

The childs quaint adjective sank like
lead into her hearer’s heart.

“Iet us go to him.”

He hired & cab to take them, and Cheviot
langhed all the time for enjoyment. Cabs
had not been in her line.

Yes he was sleeping #till - on his face
the aternness of a determined purpose. and
in onc clenched hand the drug he had prom-
ired to leave alone. Soliko Harold Vianee.
TUntrustabdle. sclf-tortoring, desperate to the
end! The colonel's heart contracted with
a grief and bitterness too dreadial to put
into words. Never to be resumed—that
fr.endship. Never to be mnde good—that
debt. Never to be even commenced—that
noble. anselirh aim. “Payable to bearer.”
instead.

The laughing child took ner inther’s arm
and lightly shook it. calling, “Harold!
Harold! wake up!”

The colonel snatched her away from the
hedside with a ery.

“What ie the matter 7" she asked.

“Cheviot. do you think—look away irom
me—do you think youn could lave me ?”

Instead of answering, the child in whoso
cyes was the darkness of a coming know-
tedlze, clung to the colonel’s coat with two
trembling little hands, and cried :

“What did Harold mean? He said last
night that to-morrow 1 wounld take the
violin and play Rouny Charlie’s ganged
awa ' And to-morrow’s to-day. What did
Harald mean 2” .

“He meant—put your hands in minc—he
meant—0h, for my sake, little daughter,
hide your facc in my breast; hide it, hide
it! for he moant that 1 should tell you
something that children with fathers and
motherx living must thank God they have
never heard.”

And in the hour that followed, the cal-
onc! felt that the first pnyment of his debt
was heavier than he conld bear.



