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CHAPTER XV.-Continued.

‘.‘Are you there, Mildred?" called 
Aunt Estelle from the doorway. 
"You can come back to Leigh imme
diately. Julie has just finished my 
new lace fichu, and 1 don't like it 
at all. Come, and show her how to 
arrange it properly."

"You will find the portrait here, 
in the alcove. It le not heavy—take 
it out yourself and look at it, said 
Mildred, hastily. "Aunt Estelle 
won’t keep me long—I'll hurry."

"No need," said Leigh, graciously. 
Whether there was need or not Mil
dred could not have hurried, tor 
Aunt Estelle was in one of her most 
whimsical moods and kept her fully 
half an hour. When the fichu was 
finally arranged and draped to suit 
her, Mildred thought of Miss Fenton 
-whose presence in the picture gal
lery had totally escaped her memory 
She 'glanced In on her way down
stairs to see if, by any chance, the 

• girl still remained there. What was 
her surprise to notice that she was 
standing absolutely motionless be
fore the picture in the gold frame. 
Her arms were folded tightly across 
her breast. Mildred, approaching her 
with an apology on her lips, broke off 
quickly.

"What is the matter?" she asked. 
"You are dreadfully pale."

"Am IT" Leigh unlocked her arms 
almost painfully and pushed the hair 
from her forehead "No—I think you 
imagine it—the light, perhaps. Asd 
this is the famous Laurence!" she 
said, as if continuing a conversation. 
‘‘Does it resemble him?"

"Resemble himf" echoed Mildred, 
dreamily. "So much so that stand
ing here I can scarcely believe those 
lips cannot move with the speech 
they were meant to frame. Some
times I think---- But I am foolish."
"The eyes," said Leigh, in a strange 

voice. "What eyes they are!"
"Beautiful—even more beautiful in 

reality. But let us go downstairs 
Uncle Eric might not like it—he is so 
queer." Mill

Leigh turned from the picture, it 
seemed to Mildred, almost reluctant
ly, and walked with her slowly down 
the long room. Suddenly she paus
ed In front of s cavalier in sweeping, 
nlumed hat.

"Wasn’t he a musician?"
"Who? William Lindsay? I don’t

know. I think---- ”
"I mean Laurence," said Leigh, im

patiently.
"Yes—he loved music."
"What is this—still discussing the 

unfortunate Laurence?" called a 
cheery voice from the hall without, 
and Hugh waited for them, smiling. 
“Why, Leigh, I should be jealous, on
ly that it would bè absurd to be jeal
ous of the dead. What did you 
think of the picture?"

"It is wonderful.” There was a 
strange expression on her lace, and 
she shrank from Hugh as he ap
proached her. "Oh, how could any
one dislike him?" she asked, almost 
tenderly.

"He was his own worst enemy,” 
said Hugh. "Under different con
ditions---- But how white you are,
Ivrigh—are you tired?" /

"Whiter Tired? No. Let us/go 
out of doors, though, if you wijl — 
perhaps I have been too long with 
Laurence Lindsay’s picture 
ghosts are frightening."

Mildred stood looking after them 
Then she shook her head.

"Poor Hugh!" she murmured

Bros.

I't

were visible—that the stout form was 
a little bent, and that he looked 
careworn and tired. But his manner 
was just the same as ever, and be 
gave no indication of weakness.

“1 bear Matthew Horton has a visi
tor,” he announced. “SenatorWltl- 
liard and I were coming through 
the southern park when we met John 
Phillips, and he told us. It must be 
rather inconvenient for the poor old 
chap—he’s been on the sick list for 
three days. Poor Matthew ! We are 
breaking down together."

The words had double significance 
to his wife and to his nephew. Ger
trude glanced at him with an affec
tionate smile. She had known for 
some time that Uncle Eric had been 
sullexing, and she had helped to fur
ther his earnest desire that it be 
kept from the other members of his 
family—at least until the visitors 
were gone.

"You’ll get well together, Uncle 
Eric," she said, in a low voice.

"I hope so," he returned in the 
same tone. Aloud, he addressed 
Hugh.

"I wish you’d go over to Mat- ( no inquiries and Hugh
thew s fills afternoon, Hugh, and do volunteered no information. The dif-

tou, Estelle, send him some wine and ference between her words and her 
?lly. And in order not to let him -i—~i- *-<—----- •- —

Mr Eric the ol 
-ain’t dead yet, by no menas." His 
tone was so strange that again Hugh 
wondered. In the hall he met Eliza
beth, who hai just carried » tray 
into the dining-room. Hugh caught 
sight of s grey-haired man seated 
at the table. He had laid his book 
seule to turn to the tray of food. 
Elizabeth went to the ball door, op
ened it, and followed the young man 
out on the porch.

"Do you think Uncle Matthew very 
Ul?" she saked, with teal solicitude 
in her tones.

"Feverish, perhaps," said Hugh, 
kindly. "He is too old now to ne
glect himself. If he is not better 
to-morrow, send someone up to the 
manor."

"I think a stranger has no right to 
pop into a house without a word," 
she said in an aggrieved tone. "He 
came so late last night, too, and the 
old man was so scared. He is too 
old to be frightened like that."

"Your uncle says that be was not 
frightened—that he is happy---- ”

"Happy! Humph' Does one turn 
white as snow and his eyes almost 
start out of his head tor happiness? 
Mr. Williams had to hold him up or 
he would have fallen. I don't want 
any such happiness!"

Hugh laughed, and went on his way 
to the manor Arrived there be gave 
the papers to his uncle, and told him 
what he had learned of Matthew’s 
visitor—not because he felt inclised to 
gossip, but because he knew that Un
cle Eric was deeply Interested.

"Williams! Williams! I never 
heard that name before! And yoû 
say he frightened him? How 
strange! I shall call myself to-mor
row, if he isn’t better."

kh I drop-

know that you called principally to 
find out how be was, ask him if that 
man Scantley has done anything 
shout the pine land of which we 
spoke last week."

Hugh acquiesced in silence Mildred 
had glanced around the table quickly 
when her uncle announced that Mat
thew had a visitor. Was it Fraser 
at last? Her lips grew cold, and 
she felt as if she were about to 
faint. She was glad no one spoke 
to her. Now she could explain to 
him in person—now all difficulties in 
the path of her cherished plan were 
smoothed away.

"Who can it be?" asked Mrs. Lind
say, curiously. “I didn’t know Mat
thew had any friends—he lives the 
life of a hermit."

"I tell you just what I heard," said 
Uncle Eric.

"Some uninteresting relative," in
terposed Leigh. "That kind or peo
ple really do have relatives, I pre
sume."

No one paid any attention to her 
remark, and for some time longer 
the important questions of Mat
thew’s illness and the identity of bis 
visitor were discussed. Indeed, Ger
trude, who was but human, noticing 
how tired Leigh Fenton seemed of the 
subject, dilated on it with conjec
tures and suppositions that drew out 
the topic all during lunch hour. At 
last Hugh rose with the expressed 
intention of fulfilling his uncle’s wish 
at once. He turned to Leigh with a 
pleasant smile.

"Will you come*’’ Tie asked. "It is 
a delightful walk, and not far at 
that.”

"Thank you, no," said Leigh. "I 
have had quite ,enough of old Mat
thew, as you call him. Besides, I 
must see Uncle Lewis—I am parti
cularly anxious to have a five min
utes' conversation with him alone. 
Will you come out with me, uncle, 
while Hugh "departs on his errand of 
mercy?" see

deeds distressed him sorely. Over 
music, pictures, or poetry she could 
talk herself and others into a roman
tic ecstasy. She found really won
derful words to express the noblest 
feelings, but to do vht things she 
spoke of was a horse of another co- 
ilor She spoke touchingly of age 
and the honor that shokld be be
stowed upon it—but; she found old 
people tiresome and had no patience 
with their idiosyncrasies. She spoke 
of children as ahgels loaned to earth 
to brighten it into heavenly seem
ing — but children, in her private 
opinion, were ugly, meddlesome little 
nuisances, too fond of asking ques
tions. And if Hugh did not realize 
this in full, he was beginning to sus
pect it.

At dinner Mrs. Lindsay once more 
started the tiresome subject. She

____ stars# from him to the
girl. A sudden light dawned on hiss. 
Well, it would be a good thing tor 
Mildred to marry such s well-born 
man—goof Uncle Eric, bow that 
phrase, •well-born" haunted him I 
Of course, he was much older than 
ehe-hnt Mildred was not a child 
any longer now. If that little witch 
Gertrude would but make ep her 
mind to have Bayard Cameron be 
could die content, he thought. He 
must speak to her, and see what 
really meant to do. I| was a subject 
which, despite their late intimacy, 
had sever risen between them tor dis
cussion. His eyes had been trou
blesome and painful this last 
weeks so much so that Gertrude had 
constituted herself hie secretary. No 
one thought it strange when they 
left the dining-room together, and 
only one looked after them wistful-
ly.

The old man did not take the us
ual papers from his desk this morning 
as his young amanuensis seated her
self beside him. Instead he leaned 
back in the revolving chair, swung 
round it, and sat ia silence looking 
at her.

"Come nearer " to me, child," he 
said. “Come where I can we your 
face. The old follow is not so keen
eyed as once he wee. And 1 have a 
question to ask which those features 
of yours will answer, if your kps re
fuse to/ Come here to me."

She rose obediently, sad, wonder
ing, came over, kneeling with her 
little face turned up to hie, her hands 
clasped across the arm of his chair.

"Since you cams back from your 
visit to Hugh’s mother last year," he 
sajf abruptly, "you are a changed 
girl. Do you know that?"

“Am I, uncle?"
"Yee. I let my baby girl go away 

from me—oh, what a wilful, prickly 
little girl she wasl I let her go be
cause l saw she was unhappy in 
this great house, surrounded by peo
ple she would not try to understand, 
with one old man who loved her but 
could not show his affection because 
his heart was sour. I let you 
-*-&nd you came back to me. 
thow seven weeks. Gertrude, some
thing happened — something that 
changed your whole life. Now 1 ask 
you what it was."

She hesitated, and her fingers tight
ened over the leather arm of the 
chair nervously.

l4I can tell you a part of it,” she 
said, slowly. "I was unhappy .dread
fully unhappy last year. And when 
Hugh came and pictured his home, 
with his mother and his sisters,

K

Western
ASSURANCE

«. company
FIRE «"^MARINE

HEAD OFFICE - TORONTO, OIT,
CAPITAL S8.000.000

w laeow..*.*.*? 9 iSSjS
mjmk/m

; JAMBS S. DAT jon* m. mtseosom

DAY A FERGUSON,
BARRISTERS AMD SOLICITORS

ARGUS * MAUX)*

Office—Lead Security CkaeUers 
Victoria Street, Toronto.

1 •••?•

Bee. OBQ.a.oox, | i. J. XEEHT,

■«. a a wmi.
D-o MrMorrtek ta,H B. SBM, SÛL
W. B. Brack, mq.

8«o. A a Cert 
J. I.OtaMM. 
RE. Weed

CL 0.1

WM. A LEE * Ml.

If THE

I ork County
Loan and 

Savings Company
Plans settable toe these 4m 

own their homes instead of co 
to pay rent. Literature free.

I UlOX R SLATTMRY 
'*■1 naamsTBRa, ooucrroo*

*oTARi*a. me.
---------- - omemt Cl—Se L
Ktag Street West, T—«le O

------Mala M—
T. FJLAMK SLATTBBT,

SI. *_ i___flr*r *T*i
snwAMDL nan*.

A va. Man Steer wp

T ATCHPORD, McDOUGALL â DALY
^ BARAISTSBS A*D I------------------

i Oeart aaA Parue
OTTAWA, OMT. 

P.R,UMtoiIA J. Lara I 
I J. Date.

L. mi*1*** *otasinn. ***■

Xyf CBRADY * O’CONNOR 
m naaauTBas^souciTOBs,

NOTARIES, Etc.
Proctors ia Adeirattv. S—aii a amd <8 CSaada Ufa Saildteg.* kiag St. West/Toro—” 

Telephone Mata rtaa 
X. V. McSrady, E.C 

Baa. Phoaa Morth 4ja
T.J. W. O’Coaac*.

CCOTT, SCOTT, CURLB ft G LESSON 
^ SAJUUsTsna, solicitors, ate 

Baprriac aad tir>n— Coart Ageale 
CA.RLHTON CHAMBERS OTTAWA, ONT. 
Hon. R. W. Scott, X_C. LLD. D Any Scott 

W. H. Carle, M. A. R. P.Ch

-s^asirsaaas sjsssaa._ *»—-j of Commom at C

knew well Matthew did not care for - with the common things of every day 
her at all—in fact disliked her But glorified by love, my heart almost 
she respected him for his honest broke. One day—the day I had that 
service and his faithfulness to the ! horrid quarrel with Aunt Estelle— 
Lindsays. Mildred dared not ques- < he tried to comfort me, and I told 
tion though her heart was aching him I would apologize to her if he 
with the words she longed to pour would take me to his mother just for 
forth. Hugh laughingly mentioned a little while. I wanted to see a 
Elizabeth’s anger towards the visitor, real, live Catholic mother, Uncle 

“She is quite right,” said Aunt Eric—and I was such a bad-temper- 
Estelle. "One should not take so ed girl here I just felt I couldn’t 
old a man by surprise—he must be be good until I saw how good peo- 
really eightv-flve It he’s a day. iple acted.”
Strange that old people grow so care-1 Uncle Eric smiled a little At the in
less of each other " ference, but her eyes weré downcast,

"I judged him to be a man of fifty an(j she did not see it. 
of thereabouts," said Hugh. "Not ,lSo , wcnt to Hugh s-as you

aUnt’ vi know. Oh, uncle!” Her breath
Did you see him asked Mildred, „„„„„ quickly now, her bosom heav-
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and ,M^hew Horton’s tor over

CHAPTER XVI.

"Heimweh."

As they walked through the great 
hall out on to the terrace they came 
face to face with Aunt Estelle. 
Leigh’s hand dropped from Hugh’s 
arm as his aunt approached them, 
and she turned away with an indiffer
ent air."I’m afraid I can’t stand much 
of her this morning," she said in a 
low voice. "I will go to the chest- 

walk. You can follow me there

Mildred,
eagerly,

"Just a glimpse," answered Hugh.
"How long will he remain?" she 

asked again. "Has Matthew said?"
"Nothing—I did not ask. I hope 

his going won’t affect the old man 
as much as his coming."

“A visitor at a servant’s, and the 
house is by the ears!" cried Leigh 
to Bayard Cameron. He smiled in 
a half-hearted fashion, for Gertrude 
had been very cold to him all day— 
and when she was cold he was miser
able.

"We are simple people, and appreci
ate the fidelity of those who serve 
us," said Uncle Eric, shortly. "Per
haps that Is whv we are interested 
in so small a thing."

The girl raised her eyes to Eric 
Lindsay’s face.

"I do nod mean to be unkind," she 
said, with a frank manner she knew 
so well how to assume. "I think 
that Matthew is greatlv to be prais
ed, and it is only right that you 
should do your best for one so faith
ful when he is ill. So please do not 
misunderstand me "

She spoke so gently that Hugh’s 
eyes met hers with a tender expres
sion in their depths He was satis-

she
It did not bo-

side
anx-

nut ___
is you care to, or have the time

Hugh understood at once that 
preferred being alone, 
ther him that she should feel so, for 
in his own home they respected 
each other’s privacy as sacred, and 
would as soon have intruded on a 
stranger as on one another. As for 
Aunt Estelle, when she saw Leigh 
Fenton move quickly away from the 
young man and turn down the 
path, her face, which had been 
ions and worried, cleared at once.

"Oh, Hugh," she said confidential
ly. "I am so very glad Miss Fenton 
has gone away—for I want to speak 
to ;on on a family matter."

"What is it?" asked Hugh, gently. 
He might Have reminded her that 
family matters were Leigh’s concern 
now^-but lie did not. He always 
tried to imagine that he was talking 
to his mother when Aunt Estelle ad
dressed him, but sometimes he had to 
stretch his imagination very far.

"It is about Eric,” she said. "When 
up this morning I really 
he was going to have a 

spasm or convulsion or something. 
He turned blue and his eyes rolled 
was awfully frightened, Hugh, 
got angry at me when I asked 
send for a doctor—but I can’t 
it go on. I must tell some one."

"Of course, Aunt Estelle. Is 
sick now?""Oh, no—he was well enough to 
come down to breakfast. No one 
noticed that there was anvthing the 
matter. But nothing like this ever 
happened to him before, and I don’t 
know what to do."

"Leave it to me, aunt—he won’t be 
angry that you told me. He must 
not neglect himself. It probably 
was a slight congestion that can be 
easily cured if he submits to treat
ment. Don’t worry above all things 
and don’t let him see that it dis
turbs you." )

"You are such a comfort, Hugh," 
she said, looking at him affectionate
ly. . —

•TW.V — aunt," he
si, he had

he got 
thought

I
He
to
let

he

been
fifty

? ears, Hugh fully expected to find 
the old man unable to be about. He 
was much surprised, theu, when the 
niece who had kept house tor him 
since the death of his wife ten years 
before, informed Hugh that hr would 
find him in the sitting-room.

"We had such a fright last e\ en- 
ing,” she said to Hugh in a confiden
tial manner, for his pleasunt inter
est attracted everyone, "We were 
just going to bed when---- ”

"To whom are you talking, Eliza
beth?" called out old Matthew, un
easily.

j "To Mr. Hugh, uncle," she said, 
opening the door. The old man was 
Ling on the sofa, very pale, and to 
Hugh, as he entered’, it seemed thaV fled once more 
he was laboring under great excite
ment. His hands were trembling, 
and his eves feverishly bright.

I “Uncle Eric sent me over,” said 
Hugh, pleasantly, "and, by the way, 
he has heard you were not quite 
well. lie wishes you to take the 
best of care of yourself for a while, 
until you (eel all right again. And 
have you and Scantley come to any 
definite arrangement about the pine 
land?"

"You will find all the papers there 
on the desk," said Matthew, in -a 
thin voice. "I wish you’d take 
them, Mr. Hugh—the thing will be off 
mv mind then. Howls the master?"

"He seemed very well to me when 
I left him," said Hugh, going over 
to the desk and taking up the neat 
pile of papers Matthew had indicated.
"You are nervous, Matthew—what is 
the matter? And what was the 
fright you had last evening?"

"Fright? Fright? Who said I had 
a (right, Mr. Hugh?"

“Elizabeth was telling me—’’
"Elizabeth Is mistaken," said Mat

thew, querulously. "I have had a 
great joy—perhaps that is the rea
son I - apnear nervous. But no 
fri 11 at all. Women are apt to ex
aggerate things, Mr. Hugh."

"Well, I am glad you had the joy. 
and that Elizabeth misunderstood." 
said Hugh, courteously. *‘It is the 
v<sit of a relative, I presume?"

"A friend, a dear, dear friend, 
whom I have not seen for years."

•One of your old companions!" 
laughed Hugh, pushing back his 
chair. It seemed to him that the 
old man’s manner was almost anta
gonistic. and he did not wish to in
trude on his personal affairs. He 
rose and held his hand out, but whqn 
Matthew gave him his in return, the 
best of the thin fingers made him 
look at him anxiously.

"You are really ill." he said. "Mav . . . „ _ , , __
I not mention it at the manor? Shall promised me the pleasure of hereom- 
we ask the doctor to call? Perhaps P«»Y this morning We drive to- 
now that you have a visitor, Eliza-

“My poor Matthew really gives me 
great concern,” said Uncle Eric to 
Hugh the next morning at breakfast.
"He has just been here, looking like 
a ghost, and assured me that he was 
feeling perfectly well again. When ! M8 
I said to him that visitors must be 
more or less of a burden just now, 
he smiled, and let the subject drop 
without answering me in any way. 
That is very unlike my old Mat
thew."

i "He is much older than you are, 
uncle. Perhaps it is just the cranki
ness of age. In his own good time 
he’ll be willing to tell you £11 about 
this strange visitor of his By the 
way, I have met this Williams face 
to face. I was walking through the 
woods an hour ago, When I stumbled 
across him. He is s tall man with 
broad shoulders and grey hair. About 
fifty years old, I should judge, as I 
told you yesterday." He did not no
tice that Mildred was staring at 
him, anxious not to lose a word.
"He seemed quite startled at sight 
of me, and stood aside to let me 
pass, so that I got a good look at 
him. I bade him the time of day 
and went on."

! "About fifty !" said Mildred now, in 
a disappointed tone. She knew that 
the Allan Fraser ex-Senator Hilliard 
had spoken of was young. "1 
thought he was vounger than that.’’

Hugh glanced at her half smilingh
"How could you know/’ he asked 

lightly, "how old or young he wes* ’
I "And what does it really matter if 
he’s eighty?" put in Leigh.

I "I.et us all go out ou a still hunt 
for Horton’s visitor," exclaimed Ro
ger Cameron “Are you wM*i us 
Senator? The first one discovers 
him to give the view halloa—we can 
then inspect him at our leisure "

I "I have pleasanter prospects," said 
Lewis Hilliard. "Miss Mildred has

I cannot wait on you 
might. Let Auq^ Estelle seed 
of the servants down here to 

no.” said Mag

iS&r
"Oh, but whpt about that Question

1

erred hie un-1 anrri*. "Mv visitor is no 1 of it

came
ed. “Such a little, tittle house it 
was~*° «weet and so dainty-and so 
good. With long honeysuckle vines 
trailing over the front porch, and 

I two big lilac bushes at the front 
gate, and a long arbour, covered with 
the green leaves of the grape run- 
“inK do»“ to the yard, as they call- 
eu it. .The windows were all open, 
and the white curtains, tied with 
blue ribbons, were waving in the 
breeze. And in one corner of the 
•j™ w“ the smallest, littlest, 
cutest cottage piano! And there 
were two funny china dogs, one on 
each side of the mantel, and I used 
to lay down or, the rug and call 
them Gyp and Marty, and France
and I used to play with them---- Oh,
l ncle Eric, Uncle Eric—you’re not
crying, Uncle Eric?"

"My poor little child!” he said 
huskily. "My poor little hungry- 
besrtod lonely child!"

For her dreamy voice had stirred 
him as he had never been stirred in 
all his life before The coldness of 
jears x melted at its sound. The 
*r lend id Southern chivalry lying* dor- 
niant in his breast woke, as he 
saw how this girl coulff love—woke 
.V u,a J0tVV and a bound that sent 
the blood in great quivering gushes 
through his frame. He saw how dear 

! home had been to her, when its 
slightest details were so imprinted 
on her heart. The girl’s brown eves 

Iwere s°ft but not tearful now. She 
crept nearer to him, slipped between 

1 knees, and put her head upon 
hi* breast with her arms about him 
Then her little hand sought his 
face, his tear-wet .eyes, and wiped 
them dry.
i/ TVt/rthat was lonR ago, Uncle 
Eric, she went on, softly. “So 
very, very long ago-it is no une 
feeling bndly about it now. There 
was a soul in that house, Uncle Eric 
—a goble, beautiful spul. Hugh’s 
mother came to me. I shall bever 
forget the first sight of her face,with 
its mild eyes, when she saw me, 
opened her arms to me, kissed me 
and welcomed me Ah, well! I 
tf11} d**cribe Hugh’s mother to you, 
Uncle Eric. I was a bad girl often, 
oh, so often! I said bitter things 
about you and about Aunt Estelle 
and about Mildred, who is so cold. 
She never interrupted me—only let 
m® ^k away, looking at me with 
sad eyes—«yes that soon silenced me 
by their very graveness By and 
oy, when she took me to her great 
heart, and I grew to know her. I 
tried to be like her Oh, how I love 
her, l ncle Eric! Mv own mother 

j rest have been like O tt."
He did not answer her She wait

ed—but no word* came.
I "* d*d n°t- want to come back. 

I told her I would be her servant, her 
-child anvthing, so that she kept me 
end loved me and let me be near her. 

j Hugh came, too, to make me go, but 
j1 d never, never go for him. And 
then she asked me to listen to her. 
She told me a storv Shall I reneat 
u {j* ItHi. pseh? You won’t mind me 
telling it now? It) is about my fa
ther and my mother. How you had 
loved my mother in vour vouth. and 

| wbM‘ ti»ev both died and father’s 
i affairs were tangled and tpristed and 
shrouded in debt, you took them aP 

j°* Tour "boulder*—you paid them 
-all. and brought me homo—end tost 
Annt Estelle had never known. She 
“M Ited never met von, bet she 
felt that there was love in vour heart 
tor me. or you would never hn'-e 

«ht thine At that moment.
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Whether of a Will, Marriage 
Settlement or Bond Ieeue, is 
a troublesome and expensive 
matter.

Where private trustees are 
appointed such changes are 
inevitable.

The Truste Company alone 
enjoys continuity of tenure, 
fixity of residence and perma
nent records.

THE TORONTO 
GENERAL TRUSTS 

CORPORATION
FlM-W CapIteS 1,000,000 
Reserve Fiai - $300,000

IS Yerege It, Toronto

10 Bloat St Best TORONTO
Telephone North is6o.

PORBBS ROOFING COMPANY— 
* Slate and Gravel Reefing 
ed forty years. 153 Bey Street 

S3-

L MCCORMACK
e

.MflFW Tatars.

ROYAL
INSURANCE CO.

OF E90LÂ90
ASSETS $62,000^000. DOLLARS

B. CAIRNS*
RUBBER 
terrât STAMPS
•eele. Die*.

TORONTO, or

McCABE Ok CO.
UNDERTAKERS

222 Qhn E. Hi 3190mm 9.

tb

F. ROSAR
UNDERTAKER

STINSON
Local Manager

, IB. A. LEE S
GENERAL AGENTS

14 Victoria Street, T 
Phones ¥»«* 511 ft Mail 

Residence Phone Park S#7

ATLAS
A88URANÇEC0..LTD.

J
'LONDON, ENDLAND

EBTAOtMHfD ISOS
C CAPITAL 011,000,000. 

TORONTO BRANCH. 24 Tenets St.
A. WANING GILES,

Local Manager.

EM. A. LEE * SON
UKMERAL AGENTS

14 Victoria Street. Toronto 
Tela. Main 5S2 and Main MM.

Tel Park M7.

MONUMENTS
G.ânite Bad :

We are the Large* 
■lecturers a the Dominion.

LIMITED, tilt a 1111 VONOB NT. 
(Temtaal Tenge a 

Telephone North is#

[Î saw that your life was lonely, 
pitiful, in spite of all your wealth 
And I casse back to you willingly, 
rrsolvdd to do my best tor you, and 
to love you as long as yon would let

"What 
to a hr

ivc
voice.


