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CHAPTER X.—CONTINUED
Mary gave a little chuckle an she 

surveyed the scene. “Now, then, 
you two !” she cried. “ What about 
a cup of Vea ?”

Nurse Seeley stirred and yawned, 
then as she saw Mary pouring out 
the tea, she gave a sigh bf content
ment.

“Oh! Mary, you jewel!” she 
said, "1 was just parched! You 
know, I never sleep much after a 
dance."

Her lovely dark hair was loose on 
the pillow, for she had only taken 
out the pins and not troubled to 
comb or plait it, so tired had she 
been on her return from the dance; 
the sleep was still heavy In her eyes 
and her moulded arms showed 
prettily from the short sleeves of 
her lacey night-dress. Mary 
thought what a pretty picture she 
made as she handed her the tea.

“ Well, and how did you enjoy 
yourself?" she asked ; " but, indeed, 
Seeley, I’m sure you had a good 
time anyway—you always do !"

“ Oh, yes, it was all right. There 
was quite a decent crowd there, 
and everything went Al," replied 
Nurse Seeley ; and Mary, with half 
envious sigh, which in spite of all 
her good resolves she could not 
utterly repress, turned cup in hand 
to the other bed.

Here a very different picture met 
her view. Nurse Lenehan was a 
plain, sallow featured young 
woman, whose very scanty locks, of 
a nondescript yellow hue were 
tightly screwed up in hair curlers. 
She wore a severely useful flan
nelette night - dress, and her small 
foxey eyes surveyed Mary with a 
malicious gleam, even as she took 
the welcome cup from her.

“ you should have been there 
anyway, Mias Carmichael,” she 
said, with a keen note of enjoyment 
in her voice. “ I can tell you that 
Dr. Delaney had a good time there. 
He danced four or five times with 
Nurse Ormsby—everyone remarked 
it. But don't go and get jealous 
now !’’ She finished with an unkind 
little laugh.

Mary had turned her back and 
professed to be occupied with 
the breakfast tray, but the 
hands fumbling amongst the plates 
were not very steady. Then she 
heard Nurse Seeley laugh and say 
gaily, “Yes, Mac, dear, Theo was 
there. But he didn’t come especial
ly to the dance—some medical club 
to which he belongs gave a St. 
Patrick’s night dinner at the 
Gresham, and he just looked into the 
ballroom afterwards to see what 
was going on.”

“ Just looked in ?” repeated 
Nurse Lenehan spitefully ; “ Well, 
his looking in took up a couple of 
hours anyway ! And he-spent most 
of the time looking at Nurse 
Ormsby, if you ask me !"

But by this time Mary Carmichael 
was herself again and she laughed 
in her own gay fashion as she 
answered; “My dear Nurse! 
Surely you .don’t think that I 
begfudge the jyior man a few hours' 
pleasure, do you ?—even if it is 
spent away from my very charming 
society! And as for Julie Ormsby, 
she’s a dear, and lovely too, and I 
wouldn’t wonder at Theo or any 
other man dancing as often as he 
could with her ! Don^you know 
that .she is one of my own particular 
pals, and it I was a mere man I 
would have run away with her ages 
ago !”

Nurse Lenehan looked rather 
shamefaced, while Nurse Seeley 
laughed.

“ You were always crazy over 
Nurse Ormsby’s looks, Mac,” she 
said, “ but do you know she didn’t 
look as pretty as usual last night!"

“ Oh, well, she couldn’t look plain 
if she tried," said Mary. “ No 
more tea, ladies? No? All right 
then, I must run off now—duty 
calls you know,” and she went 
downstairs humming gaily to her
self. But although she had shown 
such a brave front to the others 
and laughed matters off, still in her 
heart of hearts Mary Carmichael 
was a little sick and sore at the 
thought that Theodore Delaney 
should have gone to the Nurses’ 
dance without her. He knew quite 
well that she would not be there, 
and it would have been quite as 
easy for him to have gone straight 
home after dinner as it was for him 
to “ stroll ” into the ballroom, even 
if it was only for a look round. 
And as for Julie Ormsbv—well, he 
needn’t have danced four times 
with her anyway ! And for the 
first time since she had known Dr. 
Delaney, Mary Carmichael felt a 
sharp pang of jealousy stabbing her 
to the very heart.

She dressed and went out on her 
rounds, but she had finished her 
first few cases before she began to 
feel “ normal ” again. Then just 
as she was beginning to take a 
more cheerful view of the matter 
fehe almost ran into the arms of 
Mary Blake as she turned a corner 
with her mind far away. Two 
laughing exclamations sounded 
simultaneously, and then Mary 
Carmichael said—

“ Oh ! Mary, I was just thinking 
of you ! Do come along and let us 
have tea somewhere. I do so want 
to talk to you !” \

And over their tea and scones 
Mary Blake listened to her friend’s 
tale of woe.

At Its close she laughed heartily.
“Well! Mary Carmichael !” she 

said then, “ I wonder—I do wonder 
at you ! But I suppose all things

must be given to the victims of the 
tender passion !" Then as the other 
Mary flushed and looked almost 
offended, she leaned forward 
laid her hand on hers.

“ My dear !" she said softly, 
“ don’t—don’t be foolish ! Don’t 
you know Theodore Delaney even 
yet? Why you should know him 
better than anyone else, and yet you 
are doubting him !—actually doubt
ing his faith and honour ! Why 
dear old girl, haven’t vou realized 
that in Theodore Delaney you have 
an honourable, truthful gentleman 
—one who could never stoop to 
deceive a woman in anyway— 
especially the woman he cares for !”

Mary Carmichael smiled across 
the table through a mist ofitears.

“ Oh, Mary," she sighed, " I am a 
wretch. Of course I know that 
Theo is all you say and more, but— 
but just for the moment-----”

“Just for the moment you felt 
horribly jealous—and of your 
own special friend too! I’m 
ashamed of you !" and Mary Blake 
laughed at her friend's discomforted 
face.

" Oh ! Mary, don’t, like a dear, 
tease me any more! But, tell me 
now, how you are all at home, and 
how is Clare?"

And so the subject was changed 
and the two friends chatted away 
on various other matters as they 
finished their tea. And Mary 
Carmichael kneeling later on before 
the Tabernacle wept tears of 
remorse that she should ever have 
doubted, even for one moment, the 
unsullied truth and honour of he 
who was her king amongst men.

Holy week came and the Catholic 
Church entered upon her days of 
fasting and penitence—of prayers 
and ceremonies. Clare Castlemaine 
went with her cousins to see some 
of the Altars of Repose in the city 
churches, and in one of them she 
saw Mary Carmichael. She was 
kneeling a little way off, her eyes 
were fixed on the altar and her lips 
moved in silent prayer. Clare 
watched her curiously, and thought 
she looked pale and thin.
“Killing herself fasting, I 

suppose !” she said to herself. “Oh, 
dear ! what a strange religion it is 
altogether, and yet what an extra
ordinary hold it has over the 
people !” She gazed around the 
church, noting the ever shifting 
crowd of worshippers passing and 
repassing towards the Altar of 
Repose, ablaze with lights and 
fragrant with flowers.

The Blakes went from church to 
church, untiring and untired, until 
poor Clare felt that she should faint 
from exhaustion, and the day, too, 
was very warm and oppressive for 
the time of year. And yet, as she 
reminded herself several times, she 
was not even fasting, and for the 
last few days she knew well that a 
very real abstinence—with the 
exception of herself—had been 
observed in the Blake household.

It was Shamus who noticed her 
pale face presently.

“ You look just done up, Clare—I 
vote you and I make tracks for 
hi me ! I can finish my visits in the 
evening."

“Oh. don’t bother coming with 
me—please!" cried Clare. "I am 
tired, but 1 can easily get home by 
myself. And you—if you have 
more churches to visit—oh, get 
them over now for you must be 
dead beat !"

But a gay laugh was the only 
reply, as Shamus piloted her 
towards a passing tram.

Two years later Clare Castlemaine 
recalled the sunny afternoon of 
that Holy Thursday, and saw again 
through a veil of burning tears The 
handsome face of Shamus Blake and 
seemed to hear again hit gay and 
tender voice.

Good Friday dawned, and Dublin’s 
Catholic thousands fasted and 
mourned, and the churches were 
crowded with worshippers from 
morn till night. And Clare Castle
maine, stumbling to her seat in what 
what appeared to Her almost terrify- 
darkness as she went with Tom and 
Shamus to the Three Hours, found 
herself wondering again over this 
strange and mystical, yet wonder
fully living Faith.

And on Good Friday night Mary 
Carmichael stood, pencil in hand, 
and drew it through the last day of 
her self-imposed penance.

"To-morrow! To-morrow!” she 
breathed to herself with shining 
eyes. " Oh ! I cannot believe it ! 
To think that at last I can count 
the very hours ! and not so long it 
was weeks—then days, and now— 
now it is only hours ! Oh ! for 

nine o’clock tomorrow morning! I 
do hope there won’t be many other 
rings at the ’phone just then, for I 
will be thinking that each one is 
the ring ! Oh ! I hope I’ll go to 
sleep at once, so that the morning 
will come the more quickly.”

Needless to say this is what she 
did not do, for it is indeed a mere 
truism that the more we woo 
Morpheus the further he flies from 
us, and the other way about. So 
she tossed and turned for hours, 
going over and over in her imagina
tion the meeting with Dr. Delaney 
the following evening,—what he 
would say and what she would say 
—whether he would admire her 
new coat and tricky little velvet 
cap which every one said suited her 
so well, but which he had not seen 
yet. And she wondered would he 
tell her how he had missed her, and 
wondered too which of them had 
felt the separation most.

But at last her tired brain com
posed itself, and Mary Carmichael 
fell asleep.

Breakfast the next morning was 
like a dream to her. This meal was 
generally finished by half-past eight

—it was short if not sweet—but 
this morning it seemed to Mary an 
almost interminable lepast. How 
the nurses did dawdle! Would 
Nurse Lenehan never finish that 
third piece of bread and butter ! 
Aid then Matron, who usually, had 
little to say at the first meal of the 
day, became quite chatty, meander- 
ing along about some meeting at 
the Mansion House to which she 
had been a few days ago.

But at last—at last it was over, 
and Mary free to race upstairs. 
She had decided to dress at once in 
her outdoor uniform and be ready 
to leave the Home for her work as 
soon as her chat at the ’phone was 
over—for that would certainly take 
a little time. Oh ! but the sound of 
his voice over the wire would be 
music in her ears ! It was only 
now—now when her penance was 
over and she was to meet him and 
talk to him as of yore—that Mary 
realized how hungry she wasforthe 
sight of his face and the sound of 
his dear voice.

She was pinning on her bonnet 
when Daisy Ray entered the room 
with some letters in her hand.

"Here is your post, Mac,", she 
said. “ It was late this morning. 
I’ll leave them on the bed here for 
you as Matron wants me in the 
office.

“All serene!” cried Mary gaily, 
and having arranged her bonnet to 
her satisfaction she turned to look 
pt the letters.

Two from the Blakes—she 
recognized Angel’s scrawl and 
Mary’s neat caligraphy ; three from 
nurse friends in London, pr-ibably 
with Easter wishes, and then—then 
one in his familiar handwriting.

Before she opened it some feeling 
of coming sorrow gripped her heart. 
A moment she stood rigid, looking 
at the envelope in her hand, then 
dropping the others anywhere on 
the floor, Mary sat down on the bed 
and opened Dr. Delaney's letter.

And this is what she read : —
" Dear Miss Carmichael,

"How are you these times? 
It seems ages since we met, and I do 
hope that you are as fit as ever, and 
have not been overworking your
self. I suppose you expected a call! 
over the ’phone this morning ? 
However I am writing instead, as, ' 
for various reasons I think it 
better. I am afraid I will not be ' 
able to arrange a meeting with you 
for this evening, as I am exception
ally busy at present ; but, doubtless 
we shall meet somewhere before 
ling.

“ With kind regards and all good 
wishes for Eastertide.

“ I am,
“ Very faithfully yours, 

“Theodore J. Delaney.”
Outside in the city square cars 

and taxis were rushing past, and 
the noise of the trams sounded 
every few minutes. Through St. 
Columba's itself doors banged and 
nurses called to each other as they 
got ready for the morning’s work. 
But inside the bedroom was a dead 
silence—the woman on the bed sat 
rigid and still with the letter 
clasped tightly in her hand. Fully 
tei. minutes were ticked away by 
the little clock on the mantelpiece 
and then the silence was broken by 
a stifled moan, and Mary Car
michael lay prone, her hands clutch^ 
ing the bedclothes in agony, her 
eyes wide open and terror-stricken.

Two inquisitive city* sparrows 
hopped on the window-sill and looked 
curiously into the room, but the 
next minute they flew away again. 
They had not liked the picture they 
had seen, there—and yet it was an 
everyday occurrence—only a woman 
passing through her Gethsemané, 
and treading it—as we all must 
tread it—alone.

" Not Mary Carmichael ?" re
peated her eldest sister In rather

Ruzzled tones. " Who was it then, 
lorah ? His mother or sister, 1 
suppose ?”
"No, then! 'Twas neither his 

mother nor his sister—or his aunt or 
cousin or any relative! It was 
Julie Ormsby, looking as pretty as a 
picture in a Christmas number—so 
there!" and Norah looked round 
the table, feeling rather proud to 
have be<n able to impart such 
unexpected information. There 
was a puzzled silence on the part of 
the others, and Mary and Tom 
especially looked bewildered and 
rather worried.

But Pat only laughed ai he 
remarked.

" Well, if Dr. Delaney happens to 
meet Julie Ormsby—or any other 
girl for the matter of that—going 
probably the same way as himself, 
is there any reason in the world 
why they shouldn’t walk a few 
yards together ? That is likely 
what happened. Oh ! Norah, jewel, 
you have got a bee in your bonnet— 
or rather under that sweet little 
hat of yours !"

Before Norah could reply the 
door opened and Bride entered in 
her usual quick, alert manner. 
Drawing off her gloves she took her 
place at the breakfast table, 
remarking as she did so that she 
was rather later than usual on 
account of having such a big crowd 
for the Free Breakfast on that 
morning.

“ Did you give Mary Carmichael 
my message?” asked Mary. “She 
wasn’t there," was the reply. 
“ Never turned up, and that made 
us all doubly busy, for Mary is so 
good at the work that she is worth 
two of the others. I can’t think 
what happened her, for she so 
seldom fails us. and she knew that 
we expected an extra crowd this 
morning. 1 certainly think she 
might have managed to come, and 
I shall tell her so tonight.”

But as it happened. Bride had 6o 
opportunity of doing so, for Mary 
Carmichael did not pay her 
promised visit to the Blake family 
that evening.

TO BE CONTINUED

WEAK WINGS

CHAPTER XL
ONE DAY IN A WOMAN’S LIFE

It was nine o’clock on Easter 
Sunday morning, and the Blake 
family, having all returned from 
early Mass, were assembled around 
the breakfast table. Bride was 
absent, as she always helped at one 
of the Free Breakfasts on Sunday 
morning, and having been at seven 
o’clock Mass she had rushed home 
for a cup of tea and then was off to 
that part of the city where the 
breakfast for the poor was given. 
She would be home again about 
half-past nine or a little later, for 
even on^ Sundays Bride lived the 
strenuous life, and indeed.would not 
have been happy otherwise.

Clare Castlemaine had not gone to 
Mass with her cousins that morning. 
The services and ceremonies of Holy 
Week—to which she had gone more 
or less out of curiosity—had 
attracted her strangely, and 
almost alarmed at the effect which 
they had had upon her, she had 
made up her mind to go to no more.

1 Bride is not back yet, of 
course?” said Mary, as she poured 
out the tea. “ However,” glancing 
at the clock—" she won’t be long. 
I hope she will remember to tell 
Mary Carmichael to be sure to come 
early tonight.” Mary Carmichael 
also helped at the Free Breakfasts 
in the same building as Bride, and 
the latter had promised to give her 
a message from Mary Blase.

“Talking of Mary Carmichael,” 
said Norah suddenly, "I saw Dr. 
Delaney last night when I was 
coming home from confession. And 
who do you think was with him?" 
There was a general laugh round 
the table, and more than one voice 
answered her gaily. “Who! why 
Mary of course ! Ask us another 
Norah darling !”

“Wrong! Wrong! al! of you!” 
responded that young lady, “ It 
wasn’t Mary Carmichael at all that 
was with him !"

By Helen Moriarty lu Ko ary Magazine

Even on a bright day the high 
stone walls of the big prison cast a 
gruesome, significant shadow across 
inside spaces where monotonous 
buildings and stereotyped walks 
speak ho less sternly of irrevocable 
tasks than the walls and their 
shadows speak of irrevocable deten
tion. It is conceivable that the 
majority of the prisoners accepted 
the walls as they accepted their 
destiny, with the dullness of defeat 
and something, it may be, of the 
sullenness of the trapped animal. 
Also like the trapped animal, 
some, at times, snapped and bit at 
the restraint ; but these soon dis
covered that they might as well try 
to bite a piece out of the iron dog 
on the front lawn outside, a fitting 
symbol of the impregnable force 
that had them in its power. In 
other words, though they could 
hate, and evade, and outrage their 
sworn enemy, the Law, once it had 
caught them they could neither 
shatter nor loose its long and men
acing arm. That this same arm 
could be swiftly foreshortened was 
a lesson they learned, too, for 
prison punishment was no less 
grueling than prison discipline. A 
grisly lesson this, reacting on dif
ferent temperaments in various 
unhappy ways. On the free, law
less temperament of John Self ridge, 
—“ Sneaky ” to his intimates of the 
outside world,—it had the natural 
effect of accentuating his 'bitter
ness and renewing the spirit of 
smouldering hate which obsessed 
him. Serving a first term for 
burglary, he was by no means a 
first-termer in deserts, and the 
resentment that consumed him was 
not so well çoncealed as he fancied.

" He’s an orn’ry pup,” the 
guards who knew him best agreed. 
And one said to Father Durkin, by 
way of a joke.

“ That fellow'll stand a lot of 
religion. Father.”

Father Durkin said curtly : “He 
won’t stand any. Religion should 
have been applied to his case about 
thirty-five years ago.”

“ Why, he’s only about thirty—’’ 
began the guard.

“ I know—I know. I mean his 
parents,” explained the priest. “If 
some one had knocked a little relig
ion into them thirty-five or forty 
years ago, this fellow might have 
some chance. But as it is—” the 
priest shook his head and walked 
away, fo-getful of the guard, who 
threw after him a vaguely reflect
ive, “ 1 guess that’s right.”

This drew a half-sad, half-ironical 
smile from Father Durkin, and, try 
as he would to dismiss it, the vision 
of the—to him—pathetic figure of 
the spiritually defrauded Selfridge 
kept haunting him the rest of the 
day.

Sourly would Selfridge have 
resented the knowledge that Father 
Durkin was worrying about him or 
even presuming to give him a 
thought. Let them take care of 
themselves. . . . Let them leave 
him alone. After he got out—this 
wouldn’t last forever—he could 
look out for himself all right. That 
he was here now was onljf an 
accident—an accident thgt would 
never happen again. He would see 
to that, for after this he would 
travel alone. No partner for 
Sneaky Selfridge, never again ! If 
it hadn't been for that condemned 
dog of a Heddon . . . but, you

wait ! He was free, Heddon was. 
• • . Outside . , happy 
running around wherever he 
pleased. Only wait, Buddy. Your 
(lay is coming. Thus Selfridge, 
hugging his- hate, savoring it, 
living on it, day after day and week 
after week, tormenting with it his 
chained and chafing spirit. Small 
wonder that he ignored the few 
friendly overtures that came his 
way, he who had been betrayed by 
a friend and who all his life had 
distiusted strangers much as does 
a wandering cur. Hard, dark, 
secretive, shifty, a thief by choice 
as well as by force of circumstances, 
he had nothing but e.ntempt for 
the fellow who " went straight " 
and also a marked disbelief in the 
number of those who did. “They’re 
all crooked, but they ain’t caught,” 
was the basis of his own crooked 
philosophy. Similarly, he had oiily 
contempt for preachers.

" No, 1 ain’t got no religion,” he 
had stated coolly both to the Pro
testant chaplain and to Father 
Durkin ; and he remained dumb to 
all subsequent questions. Selfridge 
soon beesme aware that many 
prisoners professed religion simply 
to get away on Sundays from the 
ghastly dreariness of their cells, 
but he scorned the subterfuge as 
well as the profession, just as he 
sneered at the apparent ease with 
which the bluff carried. So, dis
trustful even of his fellow prison
ers, Sneaky Selfridge kept to his 
chill, aloof way, fending off by his 
surly manner all friendly ap
proaches, stolid, dull, embittered, 
lonely. But he did not know that 
he was lonely until one day a young 
sparrow fell across his path.

Up in the eaves of one of the shop 
buildings a pair of adventurous 
sparrows, blithely unconscious of 
binding walls and prison atmos
phere, had built themselves a ri< st. 
Out of this nest by chance—or by 
the designs of Providence, who 
shall say ?—fell one morning a 
small fledgling. Selfridge, sent on 
an errand across the short, well- 
guarded distance between two 
shops, felt a soft impact against his 
shoulder, and though he jerked 
back, mechanically his hand went 
up in time to catch the hurtling 
object. His first impulse was to 
cast the thing down, and then a 
glance at it stayed him The poor, 
shivering little tike! Look at it, 
would you, with its mouth open and 
not a feather to its back !

“ You're outa luck. Old Timer,” 
he muttered grimly. “You didn’t 
know what you were failin’ into, or 
it’s a cinch you’d a held on like a 
good fellow !" With the early 
acquired prison stealth he slipped 
the bird into his'pocket and went 
stolidly on his errand. It gave him 
a queer, uncomprehended thrill to 
hold his hand over the tiny bundle 
of bones that seemed to snuggle 
appealingly against the enfolding 
palm.

Selfridge had no idea what he 
would do with it, but he filched 
some bread at noon time and 
amused himself throwing softened 
bits into the gaping maw. He was 
amazed at the bird’s capacity for 
food “ For the love o’ Pete !’ he 
gasped. “ Don’t you never shet 
them jaws?” Then it occurred to 
him that perhaps the little fellow 
was thirsty and he experimented 
with a few drops of water. Well, 
if that wasn’t the funniest thing ! 
. . . “ That’s about all we get,
Old Timer," he gibed, distaste of 
prison fare being anothe> of his 
active resentments. “But I’ll see 
that you get your share if you 
wanta stick it out with me until—” 
He stopped and stared at the small 
object in his hand, for the strangest 
contraction had come into his 
hroat at the thought of the bird 

flying up and away, away, into the 
free air beyond the gray walls, and 
he. still prisoned and helpless, left 
behind. Never in all his life had 
Selfridge wasted on himself any
thing so frittering and futile as 
pity, but something was stirring in 
him now, a disconcerting new emo 
tion, perhaps a far, faint call to the 
sin-bound spirit from its earthly 
prototype, nesting in the convict’s 
nervous hand. Uneasily his other 
hand stole up to a throat that had 
never acted this way before.

“ Why, Old Timer !” he breathed 
jerkily, still staring at the bird. 
“ Why, Old Timer!"

For obvious reasons prison disci
pline does not hold with pets, but 
vhe habit of walking softly which 
had earned for Selfridge the alliter
ative title of “Sneaky” served 
him n w in excellent stead. “ If 
they ketch onto us, Old Timer, 
you’re a goner," he would whisper 
to the bird, who soon began, as Sel
fridge said, to sit up and take 
notice, and whose rapidity in put
ting on feathers was equaled only 
by his continuous and claimant 
demand for food. The convict 
chuckled over this constantly, in
forming his growing guest that he 
had a man’s size appetite all right, 
all right. As the days went on he-be
came so interested in the little crea
ture and its care that for the first 
time in his prison career he began 
to experience a certain measure of 
contentment. Less accentuated 
was his sullen demeanor, and his 
step took on a resiliency that it 
long had lacked. No one noticed it, 
of course. A negligible unit in a 
miserable aggregate of three thou
sand souls, who was to care whether 
or not life for him had assumed a 
less saffron hue, or that in his 
secretive breast his heart felt less 
like an unpleasant piece of cold 
lead ?

But when, actuated by a desire to 
give the bird a breath of fresh air, 
Selfridge appeared at the Catholic
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Rates $2.50 Up

Appetite Good, 
Gained 20 lbs.

Could Not Feci Better

From a nervous wreck this man 
was restored to health, strength 
and happiness.

He tells his own story in this 
letter.

Mr. Ralph A. Roberts. 
Loverna, Saslt., writes:

In 1917 I had lost all appetite, 
failed 25 pounds in weight, become 
very nervous and shaky and in fact 
given up all hope of recovery. For 
some time I had suffered from consti
pation, which kept getting worse, until 
I was fast becoming a total wreck. 
Doctors and their drugs were sending 
me to my grave at the age of 39.

Then I read about people being 
restored by Dr. Chase’s Medicines and 
after three months' use of Dr. Chase's 
Nerve Food and Kidney-Liver Pills I 
found that my bowels were restored to 
normal movement each day and the 
constipation was no more. I had a good 
appetite, had gained 20 pounds and 
could not feel better. I shall always 
be grateful for these benefits.” »

Dr. Chase's Nerve Food, 50c 
a box ; Dr. Chase's Kidney-Liver 
Pills, 25c a box, all dealers or 
Edmanson, Bates & Co.. Ltd., 
Toronto.

Newfoundland Representative i
Gerald S. Doyle, St. Jolin’i

OCTOBER 8 1823

BARRISTERS, SOLICITOR! 

MIJRRHY & GUNN
BAltltlHTKHH, BOUC1TOUH. NOI'AUUta 
Bo 11 cl tors for Thu Home Bank of Canada 

Solicitors for the Roman Catholic 
Episcopal Corporation 

tiulte 68, Hank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON, CANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BAKitlHTKltS, UOLICHXIKK, NOTAKUCB.B*

k" r- «S i Ï- Mnoa!uu>n». L Middleton George Koogh
Cable Address : “Foy"
To,.phone. { £{;!;; Z 

Offlcen : Continental Life Building 
OOKNKK BAY AND RICHMOND Hl'hKKTB 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO
BARRISTERS ,

Jo™r M^Forraeon 88 Adolalfle 8t. Wee 
Joaeph 1\ Walsh TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY & LANN v
BARRI8TKR8, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Luuney, B.A., B.U.L., 
AlphoNHUH Lannan, LL. B.

CALGARY, ALBERT A

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER. SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
CONVEYANCER

Money to Loan Telephone I0M
H KHALI) BLDG. ROOM ‘24 

GUELPH. ONT.

R. J. O'Reilly, B. A. J. A. Oraoe. B. A.

O’REILLY & GRACE
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, ETC.

JACKSON BLOG.
OTTAWA, ONT

lteelflencc Park law. t able Addiew -Leedon' “ tomiw
“ (621W Main 1583

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins 
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Etc.

„ - T- L *"0<‘ B-O-ti. J. G. O'llonoghue, K.C. 
Hu . h Harkine H. U. O'Donoirhue

Oflloeeti 1-243 Confederation Life Chamber» 
h. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sta. 

TORONTO, CANADA

ARCHITECTS
WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association 

ARCHITKCTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chamber* 

LONDON ONT.

Members Ontario Association of Architects

MILLSON A BURGESS
REGISTERED ARCHITKCTS 

209 Sparks St.
UTTAWA, ONT. 

Specialists in Ecclesiastical and Institutional 
Construction.

_______ DENTISTS

DR. BRUCE E. EAID
Room 6, Dominion Kuna Chamber*

Cor. Richmond and Dundas Sis. Phur- Ô6H0

EDUCATIONAL

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

Business College Dt partait nt.
L'gh School o" ot u (j Department. 
College auu Philosophical vmeut. 
Address:
KKV. W. A. BEN IN G UK. C. tt. President

FUNERAL DIRECTOR *

John Ferguson & Sons
ISO KINU ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Erabalraen 
Open Night and Day

Tslephene-House 373 factor? 64 f-

E. C. Killings worth
FUNERAL DIREOTOR

Open Day and Night
| 389 ■urwell SL Rhone 3971

Stained Glass
MEMORIAL

WINDOWS
Colonial Ant Glass Co.

586 Bank St. Ottawa

Stained Glass
Mem rial Windows

We make a specialty of Catholic 
Church Windows.

B. Leonard 5J‘'Cho‘lQu.

‘ asavant Frem
CHURW uwhrei

Organ Builders
ST. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

Serre Limited
IM PORTERS

121 Rideau SI.. Giiawa, Canad,
Church, (ohuol and 
Ç ffice Supplies

SACRAMENTAL WINEÎ

LONDON 
OPTICAL CO

Have. Your Eyes Examined
Dominion Saving:» Building:

Richmond St. Rhone 61S#


