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CHAPTER XIII.—coNTINUED

Something of this she mentioned
to Clare one evening as they
sat together after tea, under the
old apple tree in the orchard.

*“ And I will miss you, Clare,”’ she
said rather sadly, ' Some way we
seem to have become great friends
—don’'t we 7"’

“I'm glad you think so Mary,”
replied the other, *' for now I won't
feel so awkward at something I
want to say to you—a request I
want to make.”

“ A request from me !"” echoed
Mary in surprise. ‘‘ Why Clare,
dear, anything that I ean do—""

** Wait a minute !” said the other,
laughing. *‘ Wait until you hear
what I'm going to suggest ! Mary,
would you—would you mind very
much if I ecame down to Co. Clare

with you !”
cried Mary, “ Why

AJTHOR OF

“ Mind I
you know -that I should be simply
delighted ! But, my dear Clare,
you don’t know the country parts
of Ireland—you don’t realize—"’

“ That's just it,” interposed the
other. ‘I want to know it and to
know the people. [I’ve seen city life
in Ireland and now I want to go
to the country and see the life the
people live there. I want to really

understand their lives and ideals |
if I can—to feel at home with!
them.”

* Well, Clare, I needn’t tell you
how glad and thankful I will be!
to have you, if only for awhile, for
I'm afraid that you won't stay there
long—the loneliness will seem dread-
ful to you. And then I—I, well you
know that I am not — quite well |
these days and not myself, and I'm |
afraid I'll be but poor company, and |
scare you away before long.”’

““ Only try me !”” said Clare.

And so the matter was settled.
Tom cycled out that evening and
found Mary walking alone in the |
lane. She greeted him more cheer- |
fully than usual as he dismounted l

and came up to her.

“Isn’t it a lovely evening 7"’ she
said ; *‘ let us take a little stroll |
before we go in.”’

Only too gladly he complied,
wheeling his bieycle and glancing
now and then at the beloved face
beside him.

““ I wanted to speak to you, Tom,”’
she said after a few moments’|
silence. ‘‘ There is no one else who
understands me as well as you do—
no one else to whom I could speak
as I am going to speak to you.”

‘““My dear,”’ he said softly —
brokenly.

But she went on as though she
had not heard him.

*“Tom, you know — you have
guessed that God has sent me a
terrible cross to bear—a cross that
seemed to me at first unbearable,
and that even now is—very heavy,
I —1 was nearly falling under it
altogether, and only for Angel —
dear, dear little Angel !—I think I
would have been lost, but her
angelic spirit in some wonderful
way reached to me when 1 was at
the very gates of Hell and brought
me back in spite of myself.”’

She paused, trembling, and Tom,
leaning his bicycle against the
hedge, took both her hands in his
and held them firmly.

She looked up at him pitifully.

“Tom,’’ she whispered, so low that
he had to stoop to hear her, *‘ I—I
have wandered very far from God
these past days, and I want to — to
go to Confession.”

He nodded quietly, while his grey
eyes lit up and his honest heart
leapt with joy within him.

“Tom!"” lower still, and with
trembling voice, ““ I'm afraid! 1
don’'t know why —1 think it is
because I'm so broken up and
nervous—but Confession seems to
me now to be an ordeal that I can
never get through. But oh! 1
want to go. Tomorrow will be
Saturday, and on Wednesday you
know I leave Dublin,”

Just as if he had not the very
days counted !

“You will get to Confession
tomorrow, dear,”’ he gaid, gently,
tenderly as one speaks to a fright-
ened child, and still holding her
hands in his.

‘ That is what I want,” she said,
and, Tom, I want you—Oh! I,
want you to come to the church
with me and wait for me — will
you ? It will not be so hard then.”

Tom Blake’s self-command was
almost gone.

“Oh! my dear!—my
was all he could say.

“You will then?” said. |
““ Oh, Tom, thank you so much—so
much !”’

““ For God’s sake don’t thank me,
Mary !”” he said then, crushing the
hand she held almost fiercely to his
breast; ‘ don’t thank me! don’t
you know — don’t you realize—"’

He stopped abruptly, for she was
looking at him in puzzled surprise,
and immediately Tom pulled him-
gelf together again. He was her
friend—she had so far honored him
—and now was he going to spoil
it all by——

“Then tomorrow I will call for
you,” he said in his pleasant every-
day tones, and releasing her hands
gently he turned to his hicyele
again, ‘‘ and now if we don't make
tracks for home the aunts will be
thinking we are lost !”’

When they came in sight of the
house they saw Shamus Blake lean-
ing over the garden gate. He waved
his hat as they came near and open-
ing the gate went down the road to

dehr !”’

she

| ““ I suppose that is my reason more

| that will scatter the darkness from

{am to find that which I am seeking

meet them.

‘* Anthony O'Farrell is here,” he
said — Shamus, of course, nlways\
gave Anthopy the Irish prefix—'‘ he |
only heard you were going south |
today,”” he added to Mary, ‘' and
a8 he knows that part very well
he wanted to have a talk with you.”

Mary would rather not have seen
Anthony Farrell again—for they
had not met since Easter, and she
knew that he, in common with the
rest of her world, had expected that |
she would shortly be settled in
Dublin, and not be leaving for the |
country like this.

But she smiled faintly in assent l
and slipped her hand into that of
Shamus, for like all those who knew
him she was intensely fond of thei
brilliant enthusiastic Irish boy.

‘“ Well—Shamus ! how goes the
world with you ?”’ she asked, '* and |
how are all the Irish Irelanders these |
times 7"’ \

“Oh! we are all right!” he|
answered gaily ; ** all working hard ;
working and praying for the dear
old land! You know, Mary,” he |
went on more geriously, ‘' things |
may look dark for lreland now—for i
of course you know what we think |
of this Home Rule myth. But mind |
you, the day is coming—and sooner ‘
perhaps than you think — when a}
torch will be lighted. and when it is |
lighted it will run like wild fire |
throughout the length and breadth |
of the land, and in every cnunty}
will a spark fall—sparks that will |
burst into flame and purge the bad
from the good, and purify this
beloved land of ours !"”

Mary smiled—but tenderly.

‘““ Ah! well, Shamus dear,” she
said, ‘“ don’t be doing anything rash.
We wouldn’t like to think of you
getting into any sort of trouble.”

** Trouble I”  echoed the boy.
‘“ Why Mary, do you think I would
mind any trouble—any hardship—do
you think I would grudge the last
drop of blood in my body if it was
for Ireland! Oh, Mary, I often
and often think what an honour—
what a joy unspeakable it would
be for me, if I could only say when
Death called me— ‘This is for Ire-
land !I" "’

Mary shivered suddenly — why,
she did not know then, but two |
years later she knew and under-
stood.

Entering the quaint drawing-
room they found only Angel and the |
aunts. Clare Castlemaine and
Anthony Farrell were out in the |
orchard and there we will follnw!
them and find them seated under |
the old apple tree. |

Clare had been telling him that
she had arranged to accompany
Mary Carmichael to the country,
and Anthony had listened in a ‘
strangely silent and preoccupied |
mood.

“ You know that part of Ireland
—don't you ?”’ she was saying
‘“ What are the people like ? —and
the country—is it pretty ?"’

*“ The people 7"’ echoed her com-
panion rousing himself with an |
effort. ** Oh well, you will have
to go there to understand them— |
that is, if you ever i/l understand 1
them, for it’s a difficult job for |
a stranger. As for the country |
some of it is extremely wild, and |
other parts really beautiful but ‘
none of it is merely ‘pretty.’’ |

*“ Tell me,” he continued, ‘* what |
made you get this notion into your |
head ? for you know I don't believe |
that you will ever stick it —
the loneliness, for anyone not used
to it, is dreadful.”

‘‘ Exactly what Mary said when 1
told her I wanted to go with her,”
said Clare, * but it will be such
a new experience for me—so inter-
esting that 1 don’t believe I will be
dull at all. And then—well! I
have a special reason for going with
Mary Carmichael just now.”

Anthony gave her a keen glance,
as he said quietly—

“* You want to watch her spiritual
condition—so to speak ? To see if
the Catholic Faith as exemplified by
Mary Carmichael i worthy of yvour
consideration or not ?”’

Clare’s hands shook a little ag she
idly pulled a bit of laburnum to
pieces.

‘“ Well — yes,”

she said at last,

or less.”’

There was silence for a few
minutes, and then Anthony spoke
again very softly.

‘“ Are you still in doubt, Clare ?
Can you rot see even a glimmer of
the Light of Faith yet 7’

‘" A glimmer—yes,’’ che answered,
brokenly, *‘ but the bright light

round .my path—that has not come
yet !"
" But—with God’s help—it will,”
replied the man, reverently.

"* 1 have a strange idea,’
the girl, ' that in

" went on
some way |

Ilreland

during my time in the country.
was told when I came to
that I would there find my !rish
heritage. In Dublin I have just
seen visions of it—but I think that
perhaps amidst the cabins by the
bogs and hillsides I will find the
treasure.”

He smiled at her tenderly, and
laid his hand on hers—** Clare,” he
said, “‘you Aknow what I want to
say. Will I speak now, or later
when you have found that for which
you are seeking ?"’

She smiled at him
sudden tears,

“ Wait !I” she whispered, ** for a
little while! Wait until I have
found my Irish heritage.”

through her

CHAPTER X1V,
“ pAwN ’

It was a lovely day in the last
week of Our Lady’s beautiful month,

| that you didn’t hear much

when Mary Carmichael and Clare

Castlemaine left the city for the |

green fields and pastures of Co,
Clare.

Mary gazed with indifferent and
unseeing eyes at the
through which they were passing.
She had felt the parting from the
Blakes, an especially had she
suffered in saying good - bye to
Angel, who had clung to her almost
frantically, but even that parting

| affected her very little in compari-

son with what it would have done
under different circumstances. The
terrible shock and grief through
which she had just passed seemed
to have used up nearly all the feel-
ing which ghe possessed, and to
have left her incapable of either
grief or pain to any great extent,

and she was absolutely indifferent |

as to where she was going, or what
her future was to be.

Clare, on the contrary, looked
with intense interest at everything
that was to be seen from her
carriage window. She was feeling
happier than she had felt for many
a day—a strange feeling of rest and
peace was upon her, and she was
looking forward to her new life in
the country with the joyful antici-
pation of a school-girl. The scenery

had gradually been changing in its |

aspect as they went further south,
and now the low stone walls which

ivide the fields and which are such
a land mark/in Co. Clare appeared.

| Then stretches of bogland, with the

pretty little bog flower waving in
the breeze; here and there was
seen a cabin with Dbare-legged
youngsters waving at the train as it
passed, and perhaps their mother—
her scarlet petticoat making a
bright spot of color against tho‘
brown bog—would pause for a |
moment in her work to gaze also at |
the rushing monster.

**Oh, Mary!"” cried Clare, ‘““do

little kids. And the boy with them
—oh, it's just like an academy |
picture I saw last year.

They were nearing

look at those goats and the dear |

Limerick,

where they had to change, and to |

wait for an hour for the local train
which was to take them—at its |
leisure—to the end of their journey.

Mary Carmichael had once been
in Limerick for a few weeks visit- |
ing a school friend. It was now |
some years ago and her friend was
no longer there but she remem- |
bered the town pretty well, and
volunteered to show Clare around
a bit, after they had had some tea.

So she piloted her about the|
sleepy, quaint, old city, and as they
stood before the Treaty Stone, Clare |
listened with surprise to the story |
of the Treaty— ‘ Broken ere the ink
wherewith "twas writ could dry.”

‘“ But, Mary,” she said, "I don’t
remember ever learning that in my
history lessons ?"’

" No, I don’t suppose you did,” |
said Mary drily; * it’'s very likely
about
the penal days either, or Cromwell’s
marches through the land, or how
the people were treated in ’98, or
even how the dastardly Act of
Union was really passed 7"’

*“ You are right,” said Clare, half

inclined to smile at Mary’s earnest- |

ness, ‘' but those are all old tales
now—don’t let us talk about them!|
Remember I have English blood in
my veins, and between us these
things are best forgotten !”

To her surprise the other turned |
upon her almost fiercely. *‘ For |
vou—yes!” she said, ‘' but they
will never be forgotten by us.’

‘“ But, Mary,” returned Clare,
totally unable to understand her
friend’s bitterness, ‘‘all this is
over and past, and surely you know
that however badly England may
have treated Ireland in the past, it
was only because it was the way of
the world then to be cruel, and to
take heavy revenges Why, sup-
posing—I know, of course, its
nonsense to even think of such a
thing !—but just suppose for the
sake of argument that there was to
be another Irish rebellion in these
days, don't you know very well that
fingland would show no cruelty or
revenge herself in any way on the
people. Why surely you know that |
if such a thing bhappened now the
English people would act towards
Ir-land with just ce and mercy.”

To her somewhat inijignant sur- |
prise Mary Carmichael laughed.
And it was a real laugh—such as |
she had not heard from her lately. |

TO BE CONTINUED

MAURICE MALONE’S
INSPIRATION |

|
i
\
\
\

One afternoon I visited a certain |
church in the suburbs. I frequent- |
ly visit churches, partly, 1 admit |
because I am interested in architec- |
ture. As I approached I noticed a |
little man hovering about the gate- ‘
way. He had a short, stubby |
heard; unkempt hair protruded
from under an ancient bowler, and
=his clothes had -obviously never |
been measured for him. I took |
him to be a beggar but he nvvvr}
asked for alms. Instead he fol- |
lowed me inside, and his eyes
tracked my every movement.

Taking no further notice of him |
at the time, I became entranced inE
a wonderful stained glass window,
the like of which I had never seen |
before. It was on the west side of [
the building, and the rays of a |
getting autumn sun lit up the |
delicate coloring as if by some
supernatural agency. Most of the
church was swathed in shadows,
and I gazed vp spellbound, until a
light tap on the arm disturbed me. |
I turned quickly and beheld the
little man standing close up to me.

country |

| menced Malone, his voice slightly
| raised, to have the brightest hope

“That’s a very fine window,” he
remarked.
“ 1t

seen.”

“It always looks well when the
sun’'s in the west,” ‘he went on,
| speaking half to himself. ‘

“Do you know who gave that |
| window, sir 7"’ ‘
| I shook my head.
| *“It was given by Maurice Malone, ‘
| the great artist. You've heard of |
‘ him, of course?”’

I racked my brains. I take no
f’greut interest in art. Famous
| painters may live and die without
Emy knowing it, but the name
| Maurice Malone seemed somehow
| familiar. [
1 may have heard of him,” I

plied, hesitatingly, “‘but my
mind’s hazy on the point.”

Thé little man looked
pointed.

*“You don’t know about Maurice
Malone ?”’ he exclaimed. * Then
perhaps you would like me to tell
you "’

Without waiting for my assent he
plunged into the story there and
then, and, as I had some time on my
hands, I let him continue. Hisstory,
|as far as I remember it, ran on
| these lines.

In Maurice Malone the soul
| an artist lay concealed
commonplace exterior.

Malone was a prolific worker. He |
produced seascapes, desert scenes
and landscapes, without ever having
seen the sea, the desert, and very
little of the land, but in spite of
unremitting industry his pictures
were invariably left in his hands.
Debts lay as heavily on him as dust
on his furniture, and were equally
ignored, though not so easily
removed.

His only friend, Jack Abbot,
| enjoyed better success. He made
| no fortune, but still he made an
honest living, an achievement not
to be too lightly regarded lh('so‘
times. |

One evening Abbot called at |
| Malone’s studio. He stumbled up |
four flights of uncarpeted stairs, |
tapped lightly on the door and |
entered. The sight that met him |
caused him to stand still in wonder. 1‘
The studio was usually in a state of ]'
supreme untidimess, but it was now |
a riot of confusion. Easels, pictures !
and chairs were in that disorder |
suggestive of a raid for a hidden |
| treasure. But these things made
little impression on Abbot. What
startled him was that Malone—
silent and still—was on his knees ;
Malone the Agnostic was praying.

After two minutes Malone rose |
from his knees and returned to |
earth.

““Take a chair, old man, if you
can find one,” he cried, catching |
sight of Abbot. *‘ Don’t mind me.”’
| Abbot placed an upturned chair
on its four legs and sat down.

*“ I=—I hope you are all right,” he
stammered.

Malone smiled broadly.

‘“Yes, I feel better now.
astonished at finding me
knees, I suppose.

“I am rather,”” replied
“knowing you to be
incorrigible infidel.”

Malone laughed aloud.

" Give me a cigarette,” he said
‘““and I'll unburden my heart to |
you.”

Abbot took up an easy attitude
and settled himself down to listen.

““Do you know what it is,”’ com-

The best of its kind I've

| re

disap-

of
within a

|
|
You're |
on my

Abbot, |
such an

turned to darkest despair by an
ever-recurring quick-change pro-
cess 7"’

“Yes, Abbot
returned. .

**To paint great pictures in your
mind, and have them blackened out
with a tar-brush, eh ?”’

Abbot nodded sympathetically.

“Well, that’'s what my life has
been,”” continued Malone. ‘‘I try
my damnest, but all I have at
present is half-a-crown in my
pocket, and £5 in the bank.
Balance that off with a handful of
accounts and I'm—in debt.”’

‘“ I quite believe you,”’ commented
Abbot, truthfully.

‘“The profession’s all right, but
the business of selling pictures is
well-nigh  hopeless. I've never
sdld one since I took up painting.
Is that a confession of failure?
Perhaps it is, and perhaps it isn’t.
| But I’'m either a fool or no artist.”

Malone began to speak in jerks.

‘“I became sick of the whole
business about half an hour ago,”
he continued. ‘I got into a fury
and started kicking things about.”
He appealed to the general disorder
for corroboration. ‘' Behold my
work of half an hour ago,”” he said
with a sweep of his hand.

But a scrutiny was unnecessary.

‘“ My temper was an outburst of
despair, but'it socon died down, and
then a novel idea presented itself.
I had tried cursing, I would try
praying—and you came in just as |
was finished.”

‘“That's what startled me,” Abbot
remarked. *‘You take strange
fancies, Malone. Didn’t think you
knew any prayers. What did you
say ?”

)h, I wasn’t unreasonable. I
didn’t ask for a lot and offer noth-
ing. 1 prayed that I might have
success, that I might taste the joys
of human appreciation; and in
return, I promised the price of my
first picture to the Church.”

‘“What a windfall for the
Church,”” muttered Abbot with a
grin.

“Laugh at me if you like,”
Malone cried, rising to his feet,
“but I've a feeling now, almost of
inspiration. Do you see that
canvas?” he asked, pointing to a

I've tasted it,’

| know them because——

| Maurice

| own business in—passing by.

half-finished painting. *‘ That’s |
going to be called ‘ The Judgment
Seat.” I'm putting my best into
that. And if [ fail—I'll take up
gardening.”

Abbot had listened patiently, and
now prepared to leave, while Malone
started methodically to straighten
things up. He took a duster and
removed much of the smutty
accumulation lying about, aund,
after Abbot had gone, set to work
on his picture in real earnest,

The little man paused and licked
his lips. He was evidently getting
dry.

“Well,”” I asked him,
prayer answered 7"’

“It was sir. Malone’s great
picture had an enormous success.
People asked: ‘Who is Malone ?’
‘The Judgment Seat ’ was accepted |
by the Academy, and boomed by the |
press. Surely you remember it
yourself, sir? Why, the ecritics
hadn’t a word to say against it.
How people talked and scribes
wrote ! It made as much sensation
as a murder trial. It—it became
the fashion to praise that picture,
whether you'd seen it or not.”’

He paused and sighed.

* And what price did he get for
it 7"’ I asked.

“ £5,000. It was bought by the
wealthy Julius Hogg, ham curer and
art patron,”’

* And did Malone keep his promise
and give the proceeds to the Church,

‘“ Every penny, sir. He had that
stained glass window put in.”’

My eyes again sought the window
with renewed interest.

“So five minutes’ prayer pro-
duced worldly success,” I mur-
mured. ‘A good bargain! An
excellent bargain! I suppose that
was the making of Malone—he
never looked back after that 2"

The little man coughed; there

was a frog in his throat.
‘“Not a bit of it,”” he said.
Malone never sold a picture before
but he's never sold one since!|
Malone is practically a beggar at |
present.”’

“What?’ [ exclaimed.
mean to say the pc

““was his

“You
or fellow sacri- |
ficed a fortune rather than break a
nebulous promise ?”’

The little man seemed to grow

|
bigger. ’
|
\
\
i
|
I
|

“8Sir,” he said with dignity,
Maurice Malone was a man of
h(\nnr.“

The shadows
darker, and we
towards the'door.

“You take an interest
yourself 7" 1 asked, for
warming towards the little |
A tear trembled in his eye. |

“I did some painting on-e,” ‘
replied, ‘‘ but not now.”’

I had been impressed by the story ]
and curiosity still held me. |

‘““How do you know all these 1
intimate particulars about Malone ?” |
I demanded as we reached the door, |

A faint smile encircled his lips. |

l
|
|
[
[
|
|
|
|
|
|

“

had now
to

grown
began move

in art |
I was|
man.

he

'

“I know all Malone’s history—
his hopes, his despairs, his solitary
success and his many failures. 1|

He turped on his heels as if to
move back into the church.

*“You see,” he* coneluded, ““ I'm |
Malone,” and he disap-
peared into the shadows. |

I quickly followed him, aflame |
with indignation. I gripped his |
hand and told him how shameful it
was that he should be in that
beggarly condition, that such
genius should be so neglected. 1
was angry with this heartless
world. [ pressed —well, what
matter how much I gave him.”’

Later I found that the shabby
little man made a regular income
by the™ judicious use of his fertile
imagination.

But, then, there are many ways
of making a living, and I suppose
the little old man at the church
gate is entitled to a free choice.—
Catholic Fireside.

—

SUNDAY SUNSETS
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WORLD NEEDS MORE LOVING
AND FRIENDLY HEARTS

To mind one’s own business may
be a very practical rule for so
super-practical an age as ours, but
if we insist upon minding nothing
but our own businegs too seriously, |
we shall be drifting farther and |
farther apart, |

The grand distinction of the first |
Christian ages was—see how they |
love one another! They minded |
their own business in those days bat
they also helped others to mind
theirs.

The voice of Cain is very familiar
to the ears of our day—am I my
brother's keeper ?

We are continually founding
soecieties, clubs, lodges, confrater
nities and unions for the purpose of |
working-together, because individ- |
ual estrangement is a characteristic |
of our day.

Loneliness and sorrow, des ir, |
dire need and sickness call for the |
help and sympathy of warm and |
friendly hearts. [

I'hne world seems to be full of |
priests and levites who mind thwirj
There |
are a great many good Samaritans, |
too, but not nearly enough to take |
care of all the stripped and sorely |

|
|
|
|
|
|
l

i
wounded who fall at the wayside.

Our modern cities are bechives of
humanity, ant mounds—a mass of
strangers, and our passing by is
thrust=upon us by the force of cir-
cumstances.

But, how about this passing by,
in ccuntless thousands of towns and
smaller villages? Perhaps good
Samaritans are more numerous in
these localities. Frequent cum-‘
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| R. J. O'Reilly, B. A. J. A. Grace, B, A,

O'REILLY & GRACE
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, ETC.
JACKSON BLDG

OTTAWA, ONT.

B e

EVERY CLUB
can own a Victor
Safety Cinema. No
ready money needed
to secure this mov- Lee, O’'Donoghue & Harkins
ing picture machine. Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto,
It pays for itself. B | o fisg, BOL. 4. G ODonoghue, K.O,

1 1 ife

! —
| Residence Park 1395. Cable Address “Leedon’
e o 2506W
1524W Main 1583

whue

Chambers
TORONTO, CANADA

ARCHITECTS
WATT & BLACK

M

WELI

ewbers Outario

\ROHITKOTS
r, Bauk of Toro
LONDON

to Chax
ON1

e ——————————————

Members Ont vhit

MILLSON & BURGESS
REGISIERED» ARCHIT

209 Spark

arlo Association of At

CTS
OTTAWA, ONT.

cialists in Ecclesiastionl and Institutional
mstruction

DENTISTS
DR. BRUCE E. EAID

Room 5, Dominion Bank Chambe
Cor. Richmond and Dundag Sts. Phone 5860

|| THE TIRE SENSATION OF 1929
‘1‘ WILL BE YOUR CHOICE FOR 1922

—

EDUCATIONAL

St. Jerome's College
Founded 1564 KITCHENER, ONT.

Casavant Freres

cHURCH LIMIYEE
Organ Builders

8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

Business College Department.

High School or Acadew. ¢ Department.
College and Philosophical Depariment.
Address:

RKV. W, A. BENINGER, O, B

FUNERAL DIREC
SRR R
Johm Ferguson & %ons &

180 KINQ ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Kmbalmers §
Open Night and Day

Telephone Houss 573 Yactary

President

]

F. E. LUKE

OPTOMETRIST
AND OPTICIAN
187 YONGE ST. TORONT

648 K¢
(Upstairs Opp. Simpson's) &

T e R %

R e AR S
g, C. Killingswonrth {
FUNERAL DIREOT &
Open Day and Night :

389 Burwell St Phone 8871 ¢

Eyes Examined and Glass Fyes Fitted

N

U WO ERIGE) A
| B o oo
)

87 YONGE “T., TORONT
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug Store"
500 Bath | PF}?{E}SMF\ CUT FLOWERS
, | PERFUMES CANDIES
Rates $2.50 Up , vintirig

l Order by Phone - we deliver

Hotel Wolverine
DETROIT

Newest and Most Modern




