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Authoress of “ A Mother's Bsorlfloe," eto.
CHAPTER XXV11.—continued

The time was quite up ; the guard 
already at the door, and the 
horrible grating of the lock as it 
turned sounding in their ears; 
Father Meagher had given hia 
blessing, and lorn himself away, 
unable to say adieu ; the distracted 
girls still clung to the prisoner.

•• Oh, Carroll, my brother, how 
can 1 leave you !” and Clare’s low, 
passionate sobs were vested upon 
his bosom. He held them both ; he 
sought to comfort each, and when 
the door swung back, revealing the 
affecting scene, to the guard, even 
the latter was touched ; he drew 
back involuntarily, as if he would 
give them another moment.

"Go!” said Carroll, freeing him­
self from the frantic clasp of hands 
that would have held him forever ; 
and they reluctantly obeyed. From 
the doorway all turned to look one 
more adieu. On Nora that scene 
was burningly impressed ; in after 
days, when a more bitter and dread 
ful anguish than any which had 
yet come upon her was searing her 
heart, she was to revert to that 
solitary figure standing in its 
miserable cell, with hands out­
stretched as if in its agony it would 
have called them back, and face 
expressive of so heart broken a woe 
that her soul was wrung by it.

Tighe a Vohr awaited them out­
side the jail ; his ardent imagination 
bad been picturing an affecting 
scene, and it needed but one glance 
at their mournful faces to bring the 
ready tears to his eyes.

“ Accept our thanks, my faithful 
fellow,” said Father Meagher at the 
station whither Tighe had accom­
panied them when he learned that 
they would take the night car to 
Dhrommacohol ; and the priest

Maloney’s, he was accosted first by 
one man, asking him if he wasn't 
going to Mr. Maloney’s, and begging 
him to return, as it would be as 
much as his life would be worth to 
go on ; then by another, with the 
same story and entreaty ; immedi­
ately after by a third ; and so on, 
till ho was surrounded by a howling 
crowd of devils, as Canty calls 
them ; oh, Lord ! it’s too much !”— 
and again the speaker paused to 
give vent to loud and prolonged 
mirth, in which he was heartily 
joined. “Well, although bethought 
he was surrounded by a set of 
lunatics, poor Joe became desperate, 
and determined to press on ; the 
mad rabble were as desperate, and 
they pressed on. too, holding on to 
his clothes till they didn’t leave a 
whole tatter on his back, and howl­
ing and shrieking, till he felt like 
becoming as mad as themselves. 
Then the priest came on the scene, 
but as he could only stay a minute 
he didn't make matters much better, 
for the moment he was gone they 
set to on Canty worse than befor 
By this time they had reached old 
Maloney's place, it seems, and, 
worse than all. for some reason or 
other he had it shut up tight ; th .n 
some one proposed to have Canty 
speak through a hole in the door, 
and when he did he received an 
answer that Mr. Maloney was wait­
ing to shoot the first man who would 
try to enter. That settled the 
matter ; poor Joe faced about for 
the post-office, followed again by 
the whole mad, howling crowd, and 
when he jumped into the first 
vehicle he could find to bear him 
from the scene, they set up such a 
cheer for the poor torn, desperate 
fellow, that he swears it is ringing 
in his ears yet, and he relieves him­
self by cursing Dhrommacohol, Mr. 
Maloney, and Mort yCarter. If he 
knew Carter’s address in Dublin he 
would send him a pretty stinging 
message.”

There was another prolonged roar.

approaching trials of the Fenian 
prisoners, six of whom beside 
Carroll O’Donoghue were confined 

the county jail, seemed to be 
equally excited about the coming 
race. All the town appeared on its 
way to the course ; from gigs 
driven tandem, to curricles, and 
painted jaunting cars moving on 
springe, family carts improvised 
into jaunting cars, and innocent of 
springs or paint, every description 
of vehicle was employed, and laugh­
ing faces and bright eyes looked 
from every one of them. The road 
leading to the course was crowded ; 
and between the sallies of good 
natured drivers, the imprecations 
of jostled pedestrians, and the 
laughing repartees of some of the 
occupants of the various vehicles, 
all was a scene of happy confusion. 
The stand reserved for ladies and 
gentlemen of high social position 
was already full, and still each 
moment brought a fresh accession 
of gay gallants and roey-cbeeked, 
mirthful damsels. The Widow 
Moore, stout, fair, and resplendent 
in a light robe that set off her clear 
complexion and admirably displayed 
her fine form, was foremost among 
a bevy of beauties, and surrounded 
by a half dozen admiring masculine 
sa'ellitcs. Garfield was there, con­
siderably removed from her, but 
where his eyes could devour her. 
His jealousy, as he observed the 
gracious, familiar manner with 
which she accepted the attentions of 
her admirers, yould have been more

warmly shook Tighe’s hand. , , ,
Tighe dashed the sleeve of his | m which none joined more heartily 

coat across his eyes he could not j than Tighe a Vohr, who, from a safe 
trust himself to reply ; for if he did j corner, could hear and laugh with- 
he "would have blubbered like a | out exposing himself to unpleasant 
child. Pulling his hat over his face, i observation.
he waited till the car started, and 
then he turned away to seek the 
temporary lodging which he had 
hired in the town. Early the next 
morning Tighe a Vohr, accompanied 
by his constant companion, Shaun, 
was on his way to the stable of 
“Brian Boru.” There were four 
days yet before that appointed for 
the race, and thus far all his plans 
had succeeded admirably ; still he 
was tormented by one fear,—that 
Carter might return home from 
Dublin in time to discover the 
imposition that had been practiced, 
and to spoil all Tighe’s cunningly 
contrived schemes. Trusting, how­
ever, to the singular good fortune 
which rarely entirely deserted him, 
and which so often produced some- 
tning in hia favor at the very last 
moment, he resolved to yield no 
more to his fear. His resolution 
was strengthened when shortly 
after, mounted on the back of 
“ Brian Boru," and flying over the 
country in true racing style, he felt 
all that elation of spirits which is 
due to a fine morning, a magnificent 
thorough-bred, and a stretch of 
open, delightful country. Shaun 
with, an enjoyment of his own, 
entered into the sport ; he could not 
keep up with the racer, but he 
gamboled through the fields, and at 
last waited on the road for his 
master’s return.

Arty Moore was as civil and 
obsequious as Tighe could wish, and 
the latter dropped shrewd remarks 
calculated to impress Arty with the 
fact that Mr. Maloney had been 
visited by himself since the latter 
had brought up the horse, and how 
satisfied the old miser was with all 
arrangements.

On his return through the town 
with a determination of dropping in 
upon Corny O’Toole, he sauntered 
into the hhll of the “ O'Sullivan 
Arms,” knowing the place to be the 
headquarters of much of the sport­
ing gossip. An excited group sur­
rounded one of the tables, but they 
were talking so rapidly, and so 
many voices together, that for a 
time Tighe could not catch the 
drift of the eager conversation. At 
last he wae convinced that the sub­
ject was Joe Canty.

“Heis so sore about this affair 
that he will not ride, I tell you.”

“ Oh yes, he will ; his indignation 
is somewhat spent now, and for the 
sake of the backers he will not with­
draw at this late date."

“ I doubt it ; why, I tell you I 
never saw a more violently inflamed 
man than he was ; good Heavens !
when I think of it-----,” and the
speaker paused to laugh loud and 

. immoderately.
“ Tell us about it !" echoed a half 

dozen voices ; “ give us the true 
version of the affair, for there are 
so many stories afloat about it that 
it is difficult to pick out the right 
one ; one rumor is that he was set 
on by this Mr. Maloney and beaten 
almost to death ; another, that the 
people of the confounded village, or 
whatever it is, threatened to devour 
him, body and bones, if he did not 
immediately return ; and still 
another says that the horse, which 
is reported to be Mr. Maloney’s 
bedfellow, thrust his head through 
a hole in the door, and so frightened 
poor Canty that he had to run for 
his life.”

“ Well, boys, the story which says 
the people of Dhrommacohol 
threatened to devour poor Canty is 
nearer the truth than any of the 
others. The moment he stepped 
from the car, and had received 
from a little urchin of whom he 
required full directions to Mr,

"And do you think he will ride 
after all that?”

“ I do not,” replied the man who 
had narrated the story.

“But I do," responded he who 
previously expressed himself san­
guine as to the prospect of Canty’s 
partin the race. “He’ll get over 
this, and his backers will urge him ; 
then he is such an excellent horse­
man that he can well afford to rely 
upon his skill to bear him through, 
even though he does not see the 
horse until the morning of the 
race."

“ Perhaps he will make another 
attempt to visit Mr. Maloney.”

“Not he! the very mention of 
Dhrommacohol is enough to put 
him in a cold sweat, and he’ll no 
more set foot in that part of the 
country than the divil’d dip his hand 
in holy water.”

Tighe, holding his sides, left the 
coffee-room. “ Oh, Shaun, we fixed 
him—sure we laid him out beauti­
fully ! an’ now we’U hurry to tel! it 
all to Corny.”

The side-splitting recital which 
Tighe gave to Mr. O'Toole proved a 
sovereign balm to the little man for 
the humiliation to which he had 
beenCsubjected by Mr. Canty. He 
chuckled, and rubbed his hands, and 
shook Tighe's hand in congratula­
tion, and actually, to Tighe's 
intense astonishment and amuse­
ment, cut pirouettes upon the floor, 
supposed to be the difficult steps of 
an Irish jig.

“Faith, Corny, if me mother 
could only see that, her heart’d be 
taken intairely.”

Whereupon Mr. O’Toole's ungain­
ly feet executed new flourishes, 
until Tighe, catching the spirit of 
the movement, joined in the jig, 
snapping his fingers to the motion 
or his feet, and frequently giving 
utterance to a cheer expressive of 
his feelings, and the neighbors, 
attracted by the noise, began to 
collect outside the door.

“ Well done, me boy !” said Tighe, 
stopping at last and shaking Corny’s 
hand vigorously ; and then both, 
tired and breathless, threw them­
selves into seats, while the neigh­
bors, hearing no more jigging, 
passed on, entertaining stranger 
opinions than ever about that odd 
little man. Corny O’Toble. “You’ll 
be to the fere on the mornin' o’ the 
race. Corny?” said Tighe.

‘Of course, my boy; if it was 
only to see how that knave ofaCanty 
will take his disappointment.”

But what, Corny, if ouldCarther 
should come back afore the day o’ 
the race ; what’d become o’ me ?”

’ Tighe, my boy, Heaven always 
protects its own ; and you the duti­
ful son of so respected a mother as 
Mrs. Mollie Carmody, and the 
truthful, upright, noble boy that 
you are, Timothy Carmody, who 
ought to be Timothy O’Toole, are 
the object of its constant and 
special protection."

Either the great and unwonted 
exertion which Mr. O’Toole had so 
recently made, or the effect of a 
potation that he had taken before 
Tighe's arrival, conspired to make 
his voice less steady than usual, 
and, as if conscious of that fact and 
desirous of making up for it, he 
nodded his head at his visitor with 
every word that he uttered, until 
at the last, entirely overcome, he 
dropped forward on the table and 
went fast to sleep.

CHAPTER XXVIII. v
THE RACE

The morning of the race dawned 
bright and clear, and Tralee, despite

violent but that he remembered, 
and now fondly believed, all that 
Tighe had told him. He was fully 
persuaded that she liked him in 
secret, and that she was anxious for 
the success of his horse in the race. 
And Corny O'Toole was there, in his 
antiquated costume, and as near the 
place whence the horses were to 
start as it was possible for him to 
get. in order that he might have a 
close view of Joe Canty's discomfi­
ture ; already it was rumored that 
Canty was well-nigh insane because 
of the non-appearance of the animal 
he was to ride, and that messengers 
and runners were hurrying in 
every direction to obtain some tid­
ings of the absent racer. A tele­
gram had been dispatched to Mr. 
Maloney, but no answer had been 
received thus far, and it was within 
a few minutes of the starting time. 
Canty danced with passion, swear­
ing that he was the victim of some 
trick, and all his backers looked 
blue with consternation.

" Time !" called the starter. 
Everything became bustle and 

expectation. One by one the horses 
were called, and led out to their 
respective places, their jockeys 
standing beside them ready to 
mount.

“ Brian Boru " was the last 
called, and a buzz of admiration 
followed the appearance of .the 
magnificent steed. Timothy O’Car- 
mody, in true, jockey style, every 
garment a perfect fit, and his lithe 
form cunningly made up to reach 
the required weight, stood beside 
him.

The horse " Charmer," not ap­
pearing, was withdrawn.

The jockeys mounted, the signal 
was given, and the horses started. 
They kept well together for the 
first stretch, neck and neck with 
even speed and equal mettle. 
Intense excitement and eager ex­
pectation prevailed, even among the 
fair sex, who, as enthusiastic as the 
most interested of their masculine 
friends, leaned forward, clapping 
their hands, waving their handker­
chiefs, and making their own shrewd 
guesses as to the power and endur­
ance of the animals. Neck and 
neck they flew, now one horse a 
head's length in front, now another 
badly lagging for a moment, then 
recovering lost ground by a sudden 
feat which brought him the length 
of a neck ahead ; but “ Brian Boru" 
seemed to continue at the same 
rate of speed with which he had 
started, nor did his rider appear to 
be making any extra effort. With 
a careless grace Tighe sat his horse, 
now stretching forward to slacken 
his bridle rein, now straightening 
himself to hold in the animal, but 
doing all with an easy manner 
which proclaimed his perfect skill 
and confidence. There was none of 
the nervous dash about him that 
marked hia fellow riders, and his 
horsemanship, so easy, so apparent­
ly careless of effort, was rather 
calculated to make an unfavorable 
impression.

The horses were now on the home 
stretch, each animal, excepting 
Tighe’s, spurred to its greatest en- 
durance. On they flew, manes 
streaming, hoofs striking fire from 
the track, and riders strained to 
their utmost nerve. More eager, 
more Wild, grew the expectation of 
the spectators—a breath might be 
heard ; and cheeks flushed, and 
bosoms swelled with the ardor of the 
moment.

The attention of Garfield, at last 
withdrawn from the widow, was 
tremblingly centered on the race. 
His heavy face was unusually 
flushed, and his small pale eyes 
shone with a singular fight ; he 
leaned forward, clasping his hands 
so tightly together in his excite­
ment that the nails sunk deep into 
the flesh. A half-smothered oath 
was on his lips as he saw “ Brian 
Boru ” drop a full length behind 
and still his easy rider appear to 
make no effort to recover the loss.

But Tighe a Vohr knew well what 
he was doing ; he had not made 
daily trials of the horse for the past 
week without becoming perfectly 
aware of the nerve and temper of 
the animal, and by what peculiar 
means of his own he could cause

" Brian” to perform unusual feats 
of speed. He waited till they were 
within a quarter of a mile of the 
home stakes, then with an easy 
flourish of his whip, a single 
straightening of himself in the 
saddle, he put his horse to its full 
racing power. In a short time he 
had distanced his competitors by a 
neck ; in vain the latter strove to 
recover their ground ; “ Brian
Boru’s ” mettle, hitherto not fully 
displayed, was unequaled, and in a 
few seconds more he came gallantly 
in, the winner by two full lengths.

Cheer after cheer wae given ; 
people were wild, and Tighe was 
speedily surrounded by a dozen or 
more of hearty, genial delighted 
fellows who fain would have borne 
him in triumph upon their shoub 
ders ; while Garfield was the center 
of a large group of lucky bettors, 
each in turn shaking him by the 
hand and congratulating him and 
themselves in a breath.

Corny O’Toole was beside himself 
with joy. He threw up his hat, 
and he executed pirouettes, to the 
intense amusement of wandering 
spectators, and then, ven before 
he would see Tighe a Vohr, he went 
in search of Joe Canty, who, some 
one said, was being held by main 
force within one of the booths. 
Corny’s pleasure would not have 
been complete without a sight of 
the humbled and discomfited sport, 
and perhaps, also, without an oppor­
tunity of making some mockingly 
triumphant speech to the latter.

The report of Canty was not 
wrong ; four of his own class were 
about him, seeking to detain him 
from rushing out madly upon the 
track.

“ I shall shoot Carter !” he 
shrieked ; “ this is all an infernal 
trick to make me fail, and that 
fellow Carmody, whom nobody ex­
cept Garfield seemed to know any­
thing about, is at the bottom of it- 
he, and Maloney, and that jackass 
that came with the message to me 
the other day.”

“ How can that be,” answered 
one of his friends, “ when Carter 
and Maloney both will be heavy 
losers by this affair ?"

Just then Corny O’Toole thrust 
his head into the mclosure.

“ The jackass’d like to congratu­
late you, Mr. Canty, on the success 
of your knavery, and to tell you 
you’d better spare your powder on 
Carter—it’ll do you little good."

"Let me at him!” shrieked] 
Canty, striving desperately to 
release himself, and to spring after 
Corny. His rage was so violent that 
froth issued from his mouth ; but 
he was firmly held, and Corny 
O'Toole, with a mocking chuckle, 
disappeared as suddenly as he had 
thrust himself into their sight 

Excitement reigned' everywhere, 
and on different parts of the course 
shillalahs and whisky had a due 
meed of attention. The bettors 
were busy with their important 
interests, and Garfield was in too 
much demand to be able to seek 
the Widow Moore, as he desired 
anxiousjy to do. Now, in the flush 
of that success for which he fondly 
believed she also ardently had hoped, 
he thought he might venture to 
approach and address her ; but his 
presence was necessary in the sport­
ing circle whose interests were so 
intimately concerned with his own, 
and thither he was reluctantly borne 
by his friends.

Tighe a Vohr, now that so much 
had been successfully accomplished, 
began to think somewhat of what 
the consequences must be to him­
self. Breaking away from his 
admiring friends, many of whom 
had been astounded1 to recognize in 
the successful jockey the well-known 
Tighe a Vohr, and who now, in their 
ardent friendship, would have de­
tained him by main force, he sought 
the stall of “Brian Boru,” and 
there, attending to the horse, he 
encountered Arty Moore, the groom, 
whom he had left in the little coun­
try place where the horse had been 
stabled, with an injunction to re­
main there till he, Tighe, should 
return with the animal. _ There was 
a knowing look in Arty’s eyes, and 
a boldness of manner very different 
from the cringing,.humble air which 
had previously marked his deport­
ment to Tighe.

How dare you disobey me 
ordhers ?” asked Tighe, with an 
assumption of indignant authority 
that (would not have done discredit 
to Lord Heathcote himself._

TO BE CONTINUED'

begun to have your suspicions that 
the genus loci had some distinction. 
The suspicion was momentarily 
dissipated when the simple, stal­
wart signor came forward to greet 
you and sell you his flowers—if, 
indeed, he would sell them—for 
doubt of this always lent zest to a 
visit of purchase. Giovanni’s 
caprices about disposing of his 
plants had always to be reckoned 
with. Often he had been known to 
give away on the street some beau­
tiful roses when the town florists 
had not offered what he deemed an 
adequate price for the lovely 
flowers he had raised with so much 
care, this venerable lover of roses 
whose boyhood had been spent in 
the royal gardens in that Sunny 
Southland so far from the little 
garden of an old Southern town 
which had become a place of pil­
grimage to the several people who 
knew of its existence. Whoever 
entered its walla went forth there­
from a little wiser under the spell 
of its peace and beauty, supple­
mented by a word or so of Gio­
vanni’s philosophy. The old man 
had lived long enough to have his 
own heart grow as mellow as the 
rich fruit that hung, trained in old- 
world fashion, along his garden 
wall.

Why Worry About the Many Little Details 
that take up your valuable time when 
these can be attended to for you by us.

The care of your Bonds and Securities, the collec­
tion of Interest and Principal of your Mortgages, 
the payment of all Insurance Premiums, the care 
of and rental of your properties, the investment of 
your money guaranteed against loss and at a good 
rate of interest, and many other matters.

Our charges are moderate and our service is 
accurate.

Write to us or call at one of our offices.

Capital Trust Corporation, Limited
OTTAWA TORONTO

A ROYAL GARDENER

You would never have suspected 
the garden’s existence within its 
high brick walls which rose on the 
edge of one of the city’s populous 
districts. Yet there in an oasis 
amid urban brick and mortar the 
seasons fulfilled themselves in 
beauty and abundance. Year after 
year visitors who had once entered 
its charmed precincts returned for 
glimpses of iris, rose, canterbury 
bells, columbine, sweet peas or 
pansies. Or was the loveliest time, 
those days of late summer and early 
autumn, when the dahlias seemed 
to hold all the richness of the 
summer sun, all the afterglows of 
late autumn in their many-toned 
petals ?

If you had never suspected the 
existence of such a garden in its 
particular location, no more would 
you have suspected to find the loyal 
gardener, Signor Giovanni. Per­
chance, as was likely to happen, if 
you discovered on entering a volume 
of Tasso or some other poet in the 
original Italian lying on the chair 
whereon a great tabby dazed in the 
quiet sunshine, you might have

As she walked along in the direc­
tion of the garden, Miss Margaret 
Crutcher knew that whatever her 
ostensible purpose was, she was 
really going in quest of some of 
Signor Giovanni's philosophy and 
the serenity of his garden. The 
very direction of her steps to the 
place whither she had gone so often 
with Dalton was proof positive that 
Dalton was disturbingly in her 
thoughts. Hitherto, for all her 
clear, self-knowledge, she had 
refused to face the truth—the par­
ticular truth that Dalton’s absence 
from her life during the past few 
months had been an experience 
growing more bitter as the days 
wore on, that therefore and unmis­
takably che cared for him more 
than she had realized before their 
little rift in the lute.

Like the strong-hearted, proud­
spirited girl she was, she had not 
anticipated the sharp realizations 
which had been increasing. As the 
recent days and evenings had gone 
by she had zealously addressed her­
self to her work in the hope of for­
getting about Dalton. She had 
painted more furiously than she 
had done for months before. That 
served very well at first. But of 
late her interest had begun to flag ; 
cunning seemed to have forsaken 
her hand. That in itself was proof 
enough of her mere pretenses in set­
ting forth for Giovanni’s for the 
avowed purpose of getting some 
flowers to copy—flowers that would 
likely fade before she put a dab of 
pigment on her palette.

It was just a farce. She would, 
of course, get the flowers. The 
signor would choose them with that 
exquisite care he had always given 
since that first day when Dalton had 
taken her to the wonderful little 
garden. Onthatoccasion Daltonhad 
introduced her to the gardener as 
one who painted pictures of flowers 
that almost surpassed their models. 
With what fine gallantry the old 
Italian, courtly gentleman that he 
was, had heaped her arms with the 
choicest of roses, refusing to let 
Dalton pay for them, saying with 
that quaint, amusing quixotism of 
his : “ We artists must stand by 
each other.”

Somehow now in her present fret- 
fulness, Margaret had a feeling 
that now old Giovanni would stand 
by her, that a visit to him would do 
her good.

And yet she took her way with 
some hesitation, for she knew there 
was some likelihood meeting Gene­
vieve King and Dalton there. 
Dalton never missed an opportunity 
of going down to see thè marvellous 
dahlias when they were in bloom. 
She had heard that, since her own 
coolness with Dalton, he and Gen­
evieve King had been seen together 
here and there—hence, it was quite 
possible that if they were not golf­
ing Dalton and Genevieve would be 
down to see the dahlias this autumn 
afternoon.

Thinking this as she walked 
along, Margaret reflected, as she 
bad often done, that, after all, 
Dalton and Genevieve would be an 
ideal couple. Between them there 
would never be so slight a differ­
ence which had made the little 
coolness between herself and Dal­
ton, that somewhat chilly atmos­
phere which she had become more 
and more aware of since that day 
when she had so explicitly, if 
politely, remarked to him that she 
could never understand all the 
homage he and his fellow-Catholics 
paid to the saints. It did violence 
to all her Presbyterian traditions. 
He had quietly discussed the sub­
ject with her till she had flung out 
a few impatient words. Dalton had 
not said much, but his retort to her 
remark was very positive—and 
there the matter had ended. That 
is, there it had apparently ended, 
put searching about in vain for 
other causes for his recent aloof­
ness, Margaret had pretty soon 
arrived at the conclusion that, 
what with his own very definite 
convictions about his religion, 
she had probably hurt him. More­
over, she had clearly shown him 
how she stood in regard to what 
was obviously so dear to him and he 
had regulated his own conduct 
accordingly. She could easily see 
how her prejudice would appear to 
a man of Dalton’s particular calibre. 
Some of his friends had deemed him 
narrow and uncompromising. The 
latter epithet she could admit. As
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HAKHltiTKKS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES,Etc

“ Metallic ” 
Ceilings

Never crack or tall off
Send for our Free booklet “C”

The Metallic Rooting Co.
Limited 401

1194 King St. W., Toronto

A. E. Knox T. Louis .Monahan
E. L Middleton George Keogh

Cable Address : "Foy"
Telephone* { ^ j£

Offices : Continental Life Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
BARRISTERS

26 Adelalde 8t-
Joseph P. VValih TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY (d LAN NAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Lunnoy, K.C., B.A.,
Alphonsus Lauuan, LL. B.

CALGARY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER. SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
CONVEYANCER

Itched and Burned. Lost 
Sleep. Cuticura Heals.
" My face was affected with pimples 

for about three years. They were 
hard and red, and festered 
and scaled over. The pim­
ples itched and burned 
causing me to scratch and 
irritate them, and I lost 
many a night's sleep on 
account of the irritation.

“ I read an advertise­
ment for Cut'cura Soap and Oint­
ment and sent for a free sample which 
helped me so I purchased more, and 
after using four cakes of Soap with < 

thcOintment, I was healed.” (Signed/ 
Miss Martha Theusch, R. 2, Box 45, 
Vining, Minn.

Givç dut leur a Soap, Ointment and 
Talcum the care of your skin.
Sample E?.nli Frei'iv 17-11. Addrce:-: “Lymans. Lim­
ited. S44 St. Faul ht., W-. McLtrt.pl.•' b.fld evtrv- 
xv here, rfoap 26c, Ointment C5 and (iOc. '1 Ucuai -6c.Cuticura Soap shaves without' mag.

Moue^ to Loan
HERALD BLDG,

Telephone 1083 
ROOM 

GUELPH, ONT.

Residence Park 1395. Cable Address 'Leedon.' 
" “ 2j9W\V
“ Hillcrusi 1097 
“ Park 4621W Main 1588

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkinu
Barristers, Solloltors, Notaries, Elo.

W. T. J. Lee. B.C.L. J. Q. O Donoghue, K.C. 
Hugh Harkins R. C. O'Donoghue

Offices 241-242 Confederation Life Chambers 
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Ste. 

TORONTO, CANADA

V. T. FOLEY
BARRISTER - AT - LAW 

HURON AND ERIE BUILDING 
CHATHAM. ONT.

DENTAL

LONDON 
OPTICAL Co.

Have Y our Eyes Examined
Do ‘Mniort Savings Building1

Richmond St. Phone 6180

Casavanl Freres
CHURCH LIM,TEE

Organ Builders
ST. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

F. E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN

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

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted

mMi

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

and General Stores.

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

25 PEMBROKE STREET W.

PEMBROKE, ONT.
PHONE 176

ARCHITECTS 

WAIT1 & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers 

LONDON ONT.

Members Ontario Association of Architect»

Millson, Burgess & Uazeigrove
REGISTERED ARCHITECTS 

209 Sparks St.
OTTAWA. ONT 

Specialists in Ecclesiastical and Institutional 
Construction.

EDUCATIONAL

St. Jerome’s College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.

Business College Department.
High School or Acaderaio Department. 
College and Philosophical Department. 
Address :
REV. W. A. BKNINGKK, O. R., President

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons
ISO KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Erabalmere 
Open Night and Day

I Telephone—House 373. Factory 643 I

E. C. Killingsworth
FUNERÀL director

Open Day and Night

| 389 Burwell St. Phone 3971

87 YONGE
PHONE

ST., TORONTO 
MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug St)

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phono — wo deliver


