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CHAPTER XXII.—continued

“ You have acted well;” for an 
instant theie was a distinct soften
ing of the harsh voice ; the next, 
however, It had recovered its repel
lent tone ; “ why did you not tell 
me what you have told r,.e today, 
on the occasion of our first meeting 
in Tralee garrison, when you 
brought yourself to my notice end 
reverted to our acquaintance 
twenty-seven years ago ?"

“ I had not then, your lordship, 
penetrated the present state of 
affairs.”

Lord Heathcote was silent for a 
moment, looking keenly at Carter 
the'while. At length he said :

“ You will maintain the same 
secrecy for the future ?”

“ Certainly, my lord ;” and Car
ter bowed as low as his corpulent 
form would permit him to do.

Lord Htathcote, evidently consid
ering the interview ended, turned 
aside to summon an attendant for 
the purpose of conducting Mr. 
Carter out ; but the latter had an
other, and to him, a most important 
item of business.

“ Will your lordship kindly re
assure me about the reward for my 
information ? Captain Dennier re
ferred me to you for conference 
about it, though he told me of your 
promise to attend to it on the con
clusion of the trials.”

" Well,”—there was an accent of 
impatience in his lordship’s tone— 
“ what assurance do you wish ?”

“ That you will use your influence 
to secure for me the amount of 
money which I named when I had 
the honor of a previous interview 
with your lordship.”

“ Your price is high,” said Lord 
Heathcote ; “ what do you propose 
doing with such a sum ?”

Carter replied : “ To purchase 
the encumbered estate of theO’Don- 
oghue family.”

His lordship, without answering, 
resumed his seat, covering his face 
with his hand, and gave himself up 
to thought ; Carter patiently 
waited, a complacent smile half 
curling the corners of his mouth. 
“ The O’Donoghue family repeated 
his lordship at length, looking up ; 
“the family, I presume, from whom 
comes this young Australian con
vict who was recaptured on infor
mation furnished, I believe, indir
ectly by you.”

Carter bowed, and the nobleman 
continued :

“ The estate became encumbered 
by debt.”

Again Carter bowed ; Lord Heath
cote still continued ;

“ And you would install yourself 
on this estate ? Well, Carter, if 
this last informatiou, which you say 
is so valuable and the most impor
tant you have yet given, proves to 
be all that you claim for it, I have 
little doubt of your getting the 
reward you have stipulated.’”

Carter appeared to be satisfied ; 
he was profuse in his thanks and 
bows, and when he left the noble
man’s presence it was with a mind 
considerably relieved, and with 
courage entirely renewed for his 
nefarious plans.

CHAPTER XX1I1.
TIGHE A VOHr’s PROPOSAL TO HIS 

MOTHER
With a comparatively light heart, 

having accomplished much of his 
self-imposed mission more success
fully than he had dared to hope, 
Tighe a Vohr trudged on to his 
mother’s house ; he did not rebuke 
Shaun’s gambols, and if it was not 
for the weight upon his heart 
caused by the thought of his impris
oned young master, he could have 
broken into the merriest of glees ; 
as it was. the strain died in his 
throat, and a prayer for poor, un
happy Carroll found its way to his 
lips instead.

“Wisha, welcome, Tighe asthore!”
And Tighe a Vohr, to his agree

able surprise, found himself, in
stead of being scolded au^ re
proached, as he had half expected, 
heartily embraced by his fond, 
simple old mother. Curious to 
know what could have made her 
conduct so different from that 
which he had anticipated, he said 
slyly, when released from her lov
ing clasp : “ Why thin, what has 
happened to you, mother, that 
you re not angry wid me for 
shtayin’ away so long ?”

“ Because I know all about it, 
Tighe, darlin’ ; wasn’t I up to 
Father Meagher’s, an’ didn’t his 
nverince tell me himsel’ that he 
was plazed wid you, an’ that he had 
great hopes intoirely o’ you ?”

“Oh, that’s it!” said Tighe, 
slowly, as if he was taking time to 
understand his mother’s explana
tion ; the same while he was think
ing how changed would be Father 
Meagher’s notes of praise could the 
worthy priest know the number of 
falsehoods recently told by Tighe, 
and wondering, also, if the old 
lady knew of his late visit to 
Dhrommacohol when he and Moira 
employed Shaun to such effectual 
purpose. If she did, it was still 
more surprising that the vials of 
her wrath were not poured upon 
his devoted head, for upon that 
occasion he had departed without 
paying her the semblance of a visit. 
But it was evident that she did not 
know, for she made no allusion to 
it ; Moira, probably suspecting that 
Tighe did not call upon his mother, 
had prudently refrained from men
tioning the visit. His mother 
seemed, however, to have particu
lars of his meeting with Father

Meagher and the young ladies In 
Tralee, and to know about his for
tunate recovery of Shaun ; and at 
last she turned to bestow a little of 
her affectionate attention upon the 
dog. The animal never responded 
demonstratively to any attentions, 
however affectionate, but Tighe’s, 
and now he received all Mrs. Gar
in ody’s pats on the head, and strok
ing down of his long straggling
hair, and all her ph
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come, such as : “ I’m rale glad to 
see you, Shaun—an’ it’s a foine dog 
you are !” with a gravity quite 
befitting his canine dignity. With 
pride and delight the old woman 
learned that her sun would remain 
until'morning ; and she hastened to 
put fresh touches to the room which 
she always kept prepared for him, 
and to set out the remains of her 
own frugal supper. Tighe ate and 
drank, and took so much pains to 
be his own old bright, witty self, 
that the simple soul was lost be
tween admiration and affection. 
Tighe read it all in her face, and he 
was well pleased, for in that happy 
state of mind, she would better 
receive the communication he was 
about to make : a communication 
that was costing him more appre
hension than his visit to old Ned 
Maloney had done.

“ Mother,” he said, taking one of 
her hands affectionately in his own, 
" it’s very lonely for you here wid 
me away so much.”

“ It is, Tighe,” replied the inno
cent old soul ; “ but I’m contint so 
long as no harrum comes to you, an’ 
that 1 can see you once in a while.”

Tighe shook his head. “ It’s 
many an anxious thought I have o’ 
you, mother, whin I’m away from 
you, an’ somehow I can’t help 
feelin', that is”—glancing furtively 
into her eyes, and experiencing a 
sudden dread of coming to the 
point—“ that is, thinkin’, havin’ a 
thought—a soort o’ an idea—jist a
somethin’ that ”-----disconcerted by
his fast-growing fears, he paused 
outright.

“ That what? say it out, Tighe,” 
entreated the old ladv.

But Tighe still found it difficult 
to bring himself to an accurate 
expression ; he continued to beat 
about the bush. “ A soort o’ a 
feelin’ that somehow comes round 
me heart—a squeezin’ loike that 
makes me think o’ I don’t know 
what—a sinsation ”

“ Why, thin, Tim Carmody, what 
are you dhrivin’ at?” broke in the 
old lady, too impatient and too 
angry to hear further ; “ what do 
you mane be spakin’ in such riddles 
to yer poor ou Id mother ?”

“ Aisy, mother, awhile,” coaxed 
Tighe, “ an’ I’ll tell you ; only give 
me toime, for it’s a delicate sub- 
jict." Then straightening in his 
chair, as if he was desperately 
nerving himself, he continued : “ I 
was often thinkin’ that if you had a 
husband to take care o’ you whin 
I’d be away-----”

He was cut short by a half shiiek 
from his mother, accompanied by 
the noise of the falling stool which, 
in her sudden rising from it, she 
had upset. She stood before him, 
her arms akimbo, her face as red as 
the handkerchief about her neck, 
and the frilled borders of her cap 
shaking threateningly with every 
indignant word she uttered.

“ Timothy Carmody, if you have 
no betther word for yer ould mother 
than an insult loike that, it’d be 
fitter for you to shtay in the bar
racks you kem from. It was wid 
no intintions o’ matrimony a second 
toime that I buried yer father, God 
rest his sowl, an’ it’s wid no sich 
disrespect o’ the good man in his 
grave that I’ve been a widdy all 
these years. On, that I should live 
to hear me own son axin’ me to 
marry !”—sudden emotion was over
coming her—” me, a respectable 
single, forlorn widdy, nineteen 
years come nixt Candlemas !” Quite 
broken down, she threw her apron 
over her head and began to sob.

Tighe was sorely puzzled ; he 
could cozen Corny O’Toole, he could 
manage old Maloney, he could de
ceive the love-sick Garfield, he 
could impose on Captain Dennier, 
and he had little apprehension of 
being able to make Joe Canty swal
low one of his plausible inventions, 
but how to win his mother was 
entirely beyond him. He looked 
ruefully at Shaun, who seemed to 
understand the situation and to 
sympathize with his master, saying 
to the dog in a whispered aside 
which the loudness of his mother’s 
grief prevented her from hearing :

“ She’s a woman, Shaun, an that 
explains it ; if she was a man there’d 
be rayson in her ; but the wimen 
are always onmanageable. Mother,” 
—after a pause during which Mrs. 
Carmody’s sobs had become less 
frequent—“ I’m sorry for insultin’ 
you, but it was out o’ the kindness 
o’ me heart that 1 spoke ; I was 
thinkin’ o’ the poor fellow that’s 
heart-broken wid love o’ you.”

The apron suddenly dropped, and 
the sobbing ceased.

“ Yis,” said Tighe, growing hope
ful as he saw the sudden change 
produced by his last remark, “ it 
was for his sake that I vintured on 
me unlucky spache to you.”

“ Who is he ?” interrupted his 
mother.

“No less than Corny O’Toole,” 
blurted Tighe, rising from his chair, 
and standing with folded arms as if 
he had nerved himself for the worst.

There was a pause, during which 
Tighe was the object of a look of 
withering scorn ; then there burst 
upon him in accents of trembling 
indignation :

“ Corny O'Toole, is it ? Bad luck 
to yer impidince, Tim Carmody, for 
wantin’ to throw the loike o’ him at 
me ! he hasn’t a sowl above the

lettkers he writes, an’ he’s as ugly 
an’ musty as the one little dirty 
room that he cooks, a tes, an' sleeps 
in. You can tell him from me that 
If it’s marryln’ a second toime I 
was thinkin' av, it’s a decent hus
band I’d look for, an’ not the loike 
o’ yellow, wizened Corny O’Toole,”

And with the borders of her cap 
still Indignantly shaking, and her 
whole form responding by its 
tremor to her outraged feelings, 
she flounced into Tighe’s chamber 
and slammed the door hard behind 
her.

Tighe remained in his erect 
position, too astonished and too 
discomfited to do more than look 
after his mother, and then turn his 
eyes with a crestfallen air to the 
dog.

“That's bad for Corny,” he 
muttered. Then with a sigh as if 
he had heroically resigned himself 
to circumstances, he resumed his 
seat, and patting Shaun, relieved 
himself by one of his wonted 
addresses to the animal. , “ It was 
no lie, Shaun, whin I tould Garfield 
that wimen wor quare ; faith, from 
one to the other o’ thim, from Moira 
Moynahan down to me own mother, 
they have as many thricks as a 
wild colt. ‘ Yellow, wizened, Corny 
O’Toole ’—thim’s the words she 
used ; so it's a fair face she wants ; 
I don’t know if I tould Corny to 
powdher would it help matthers.” 
He shook his head dolefully, as if 
the idea met with little favor, and 
at length, unable to make affairs 
look more hopeful, he threw him
self on the settle and was soon 
sound asleep.

His mother, her indignation 
spent, and her affection for her 
scape-grace son back in all its 
wonted ardor, stole softly to his 
side ; having fondly contemplated 
his round, rosy face, and soft brown 
hair clustering in curling profusion 
round his forehead, she called 
softly : " Tighe. darlin’ !”

The sound of the voice partial
ly disturbing Tighe’s slumbering 
senses, gave a livelier turn to his 
dreams ; in another moment he was 
talking in his sleep :

“ Whisht, Corny ! it's too yellow 
you are—the ould woman has an 
eye for beauty ; you won’t do at all, 
wa bouchai.

“Tim Carmody !" and the old 
woman, again rendered irate by the 
disjointed phrases which she knew 
had reference to herself, gave her 
son a vigorous shake. Tighe 
started up, his slumber-bound 
faculties not yet in a condition to 
remember that he was in his own 
home with his mother beside him, 
instead of in Corny O'Toole's little 
bachelor apartment.

“ Don’t be so obstrepolous, man,” 
he said, striking at his mother 
under the impression that it was 
Corny’s bald head that glistened 
before him ; “ I popped the question 
mesel’ for you, but it was no use.”

By this time he was quite awake 
and realizing, by his mother’s face 
and his own consciousness of having 
talked in his sleep, that he had 
hindered more than ever the result 
he wished to effect.

“ Timothy Carmody !”—whenever 
she called him by his full Christian 
name, Tighe knew that his mother 
was hurt in her most tender spot. 
“ Niver agin, as you respect me 
gray hairs, an’ the bones o’ yer 
father in his lonely grave, talk the 
way you did tonight. Yer father, 
may the heavens be his bed, was a 
foine, big man, six feet in his 
shoes, wid a clane, sthraight face 
that hadn’t one crooked feature. 
It’s enough to have him turn in hie 
coffin, to mintion the loike o’ Corny 
O’Toole in the same breath.”

" Very well, ma’am,” answered 
Tighe meekly ; “ an’ I humbly ax 
yer pardon for all I said.”

His penitent air quite mollified 
the old woman, and restored him to 
her favor ; he was conducted with 
affectionate eclat to his own room, 
and soon peaceful slumber bound 
the eyelids of all within the little 
cabin, including Shaun, who slept 
at the foot of his master’s bed.

CHAPTER XXIV.
TIGHE SECURES A HORSE

Tighe was astir early the next 
morning, and ready for his visit to 
old Ned Maloney. With many an 
affectionate entreaty and loving 
counsel, his mother, entirely 
recovered from her indignation of 
the previous night, and satisfied 
that Tighe’s inner man was fortified 
by a hearty breakfast of her plain 
but abundant fare, allowed him to 
depart. Tighe did not immediately 
betake himself to the miser’s shop ; 
he had friendly calls to make on 
some of the neighbors whose 
residences lay between the car- 
office and the dingy-looking shop. 
He was welcome everywhere, 
despite his vagabond reputation, for 
his qualities of good nature and 
simple candor when, to use his own 
words, “ he had no divarsion on 
hand,” made him universally 
beloved. Pressing were the invita
tions which he received to rest him
self and to partake of a bountiful 
though plain hospitality ; but 
Tighe thankfully declined, and 
adroitly turned the random con
versation upon Ned Maloney.

"I heerd a quare story about 
him,” said Tighe, dropping his 
voice to a whisper that brought his 
eager listeners close to him ; “ they 
say there’s some gintleman from 
Tralee cornin’ down here in the 
course o’ the wake to see him, an’ 
that the ould sinner kapes a 
blundherbuBs on hand to shoot the 
gintleman the minit he puts his 
nose inside the shop.”

"The cross o’ Christ betune us an’ 
harrum,” spoke up one of the

women hearers, devoutly crossing 
herself, " sure that’s dhredful !”

“ It’s awful !” said Tighe, lifting 
his eyes in pious horror ; " an’ it’ll 
only be the daccnt th*ng for all o’ 
you down here so near the car 
place, where he must surely come, 
to be on the watch for him—sure 
any o’ the brlght-wltted gossoons 
that are always round the cars will 
twig him'in a minit ; he’s a spoor tin’ 
man, an’ his name is Mr. Joe 
Canty ; be followin’ him a little 
distance they can see whether he 
makes for Maloney’s place, an’ if 
he does, some o’ you grown folks 
can jist go an’ beg him not to go 
there, but to turn back as fast as 
he can. If 1 could shtay down here 
I’d do it, but 1 can’t.”

“Oh, we’ll do it, Tighe,” spoke 
up all the voices at once.

"It’ll be a noble act.” resumed 
Tighe a Vohr ; “ an’ tell the other 
neighbors, so that whin you all 
together waylay Mr. Canty he’ll 
surely have to belave you, an’ he’ll 
get away wid his loife; but don’t 
let ould Maloney kniw a syllable o’ 
this ; nor don’t let him see you 
watchin’ him any more than usual, 
for there’s no knowin’ what 
desperate turn he moight take 
among yersel’s.”

“Thrue for you, Tighe ; sure they 
say he signed his sow! to the divil 
long ago for the sake o’ good luck 
in his stills an’ his smugglin’.”

Tighe shook his head ; “I am 
afeerd the divil’ll have himsel’ an’ 
his money afore a great while.”

“ But what is the rayson,” asked 
one of the more inquisitive of his 
listeners, “that he wants to shoot 
this gintleman?”

"The divil alone, besides ould 
Maloney himsel’, could tell you 
that,” was the response ; “ he has 
such terrible saycrets, that same 
ould man, that it’d take betther 
brains than any one here has to 
discover them. I’m goin’ down 
mesel’ to nee him this mornin’ on a 
thrifle o’ business fnr another 
person, an’ it’s frightened enough I 
am afther all I’ve heerd o’ him to 
go near him.”

“ You needn’t be afeerd, Tighe,” 
spoke up a couple of voices ; “ he’s 
always been purty civil to you.”

“ You niver can thrust a miser,” 
was Tighe’s reply, as with a friendly 
farewell, responded to by hearty 
God-speeds, he departed.

The miser, seated in the doorway 
of his shop, was awaiting his 
expected visitor. A greasy coat, 
buttoned so as to conceal his shirt
less bosom, hung upon his spare 
form, and his great bony hands, 
resting on his knees, gave little 
evidence of any recent ablution. 
Tighe’s salute, accompanied by an 
energy and independence of manner 
assumed for the purpose of impress
ing the old man, was slowly and 
gravely returned. Then without 
another word he bade Tighe follow 
him to the stable. Report had not 
exaggerated when it said that old 
Ned Maloney had built a better 
stable for his horse than he had a 
house for himself ; the stable was a 
stanch, comfortable structure, well- 
roofed, well-floored, and abundant
ly supplied with straw and forage ; 
and the groom was a close, wiry 
fellow, who evidently knew his 
business well. The horse was led 
out, and stood in all its noble 
proportions before Tighe, whose 
eyes sparkled as he noted the signs 
—a task in which no one in the 
country was better versed than 
himself—that marked the horse as 
being sound of wind and fleet of 
limb ; from the proud arch of his 
neck to his slender legs the animal 
was the thorough-bred racer, with 
the blood of sire and dam telling in 
every spirited motion. Tighe’s 
admiration was loud and ardent.

" There’s no fear, Mr. Maloney, 
but he’ll win the race ; he’s a rale 
beauty !” and with his wonted art
fulness Tighe began to display his 
horsemanlike powers—vaulting on 
the back of the steed, and with his 
knowing hand causing him to prance, 
and corvette, and amble, in the 
inclosed space which surrounded the 
stable, till both the old miser and 
the groom were convinced of Tighe’s 
superior skill as a rider. Tnen, 
when Tighe deemed that he had 
given sufficient exhibition of his 
powers, he dismounted, and imme
diately began to hurry the groom’s 
preparations for departure.

Out on the road, and Tighe made 
full use of that talent for droll 
story-telling which he possessed in 
no limited degree. Having ascer
tained by apparently aimless 
questions that the groom, shrewd 
and artful as he appeared, was 
unacquainted by any personal 
experience with the topography of 
the country three miles beyond 
Dhrommacohol, Tighe determined 
to so divert the attention of the 
fellow that he would forget to 
observe the direction they were 
taking, or the places through which 
they were traveling, beyond such 
information as Tighe himself chose 
to volunteer. And he succeeded : 
the mind of the groom was so 
amused, perplexed, and at last so 
beclouded with the absurd stories 
in which horses, devils and ghosts 
were mingled in strange and terror- 
striking fashion, that the little, 
wiry fellow was as abstracted and 
absorbed as his sharp companion 
wished him to be. Tighe announced 
at last the determination of the 
journey, and Arty Moore, the 
groom, shook himself like one 
awaking fiom deep sleep, and 
looked half stupidly about him. A 
wide stretch of open country, 
environed by hills, lay before him, 
and the only house in sight was 
that which they were about to 
enter—a small thatched dwelling, 
with what appeared to be several
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out-houses adjoining. The groom’s 
full consciousness returned, and 
with it the suspicions which were 
peculiar to him.
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ANTONIA’S CROSS
By M. 0. Martin in Southern Cross

She sat in the bright flood of sun
shine that swept across the sands of 
Muizenberg. a somewhat solitary 
figure, with an indefinable air of 
aloofness and despondency, in spite 
of her ultra-fashionable garb. 
There was a hard look on the hand
some face, a contemptuous droop to 
the full red lips, a world of despair 
in the big brown eyes that watched 
without, interest the groups of 
bathers and the people who passed 
to and fro over the sands. It was 
evident she knew none of the 
motley crowd, and her disdainful 
glance forbade any friendly over
ture s from the comfortable looking 
matrons seated here and there in 
her neighbourhood. It was a glor 
iouaday in February, and the season 
at Muizenl erg was at its height. 
Friends and acquaintances greeted 
each other hilariously. The air was 
buoyant as it swept in across False 
Bay. The sunlight glinting on the 
green, translucent waters near the 
shore, the league-long rollers break
ing in foamy spray on the 
sands, the blue of the summer 
sky, the dream-like hills running 
south and fading into the deeper 
blue of the ocean beyond—none of 
these things stirred the heart of the 
woman whose stormy eyes were full 
of trouble.

As the morning wore on and 
luncheon hour drew near, the beach 
slowly emptied and the crowds 
passed up to the long road running 
above the sea, and higher still to the 
homesteads dotted, one behind the 
other, in irregular lines on the 
mountain s de overlooking the bay.

The beach was almost deserted 
now, and the sudden sound of a 
childish treble voice near her some
what startled Alexia Barnett.

"Oh, dear St. Anthony ! You 
just must find the cross what daddy 
gived me. It can’t be losted for 
ever and ever. Please St. Anthony! 
you’re my patron saint and you’ve 
always found losted things for 
Mummie and me. Please do find 
my cross!” The little childish 
voice ended in a sob. "It can’t be 
helped, Tonia, if the cross is really 
lost. Daddy will understand it 
wasn’t your fault. The catch on 
the chain, always was a bit weak. 
We’ve looked everywhere possible, 
dear, and even St. Anthony, the 
darling, would find it hard to 
recover a tiny cross and chain from 
these sands. An older voice was 
speaking, soothingly and gentle—a 
refined voice, full of a lilting 
quality, that made it pleasant to the 
ear.

“Oh but, Mums, he just find must 
it. It’s hard, but St. Anthony likes 
finding hard things. There’s the 
keys what you losted, and daddy’s 
silver pencil, and the money papers, 
and heaps and heaps of things he’s 
found when we asked him. And I 
don’t want to be without my 
daddy's cross what he gived me be
fore he went to the big War.”

Alexia Barnett never knew why 
her interest was aroused in this 
everyday incident, but she rose and 
came round the big rock on which 
she had been seated, with a quick 
eager step.

"Can 1 help?” she said with a 
charming graciousness, at variance 
with her mood of the last few hours. 
She looked down on a slight young 
woman with a delicate face, and a 
child of about five years who were 
both grubbing earnestly in the 
sand.

The mother rose quickly to her 
feet, with a smile. “Thank you,” 
she said, “but I think our search is 
hopeless My little daughter, 
Antonia, lost a cross and chain 
while playing near this rock this 
morning, and she valued it because 
it was her father’s last gift to her. 
I fear we shall never find it. So many 
people pass and repass on the beach, 
and it may have been picked up by 
someone who did not know the 
owner.”

“But I have been sitting here 
alone for hours, and no one could 
have picked it up without my seeing 
them. It may be in the sands on 
the other side where 1 was sitting.” 
Alexia spoke eagerly. Somehow 
it seemed as if an unseen 
destiny hung on the fate of the 
cross and chain.

“Oh, do tou think so. It means 
so much to Tonia ! And I’m afraid 
her faith in St. Anthony will be 
completely shattered if she doesn't 
find the cross !” The young mother 
laughed half-apologetically, as if 
craving indulgence for the child’s 
credulity.

Alexia Barnett smiled with 
sympathetic understanding. It was 
refreshing to find someone who still 
believed in the saints. It brought 
back her own childhood spent in a 
convent school in England. The two 
women walked round the big rock, 
searching carefully as they went, and 
Tonia was eagerly delving with both 
hands in the loose, white sand, and 
half-audibly crying on her dear 
Saint Anthony to give her back 
daddy's cross.

“I don’t even want the chain,” 
she added, as if conceding a great 
deal, “it’s just the cross. I must 
find it please, St. Anthony, or I 
won’t ever love you any more.”

“Why ! is this it?” asked Alexia, 
holding up a gold chain and a tiny 
gold cross which she had picked up. 
À wave of real relief ran strangely 
through her being, and she listened
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of and rental of > our properties, the investment o 
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

“ Metallic " 

CeiSzngs
Never crack or fail off
Send for our Free Booklet ••C”

The Metallic Reefing Co.
Limited (•>’

1194 King St. XV., Toronto

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

MURPHY, GUNN & MURPQv
BARRIdTEitB, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 
Sol id torn for The Home Bank of Canada 

HoMdtorQ for the Kora an Catholic 
Episcopal Corporation 

Suite 63, Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON. CANADA Phone 170

MB ftff flgefc sgXAv Seim for free bt ok. giv 
■ ■ ■ Ik tug full i<»>.’ titular- of

bad 31 at Tieuoh’i» world-famous
pivpft for iipil

I ■ mh j| e;.Hy h d Fits-elm pie 
| Home tieatment.

( fvm 3u > vtat* 1 * * *' success. 
Ten Limoni ala from all 

parut of the wo* Id , ot #*i Ho in or- > ear. W .ite 
at onoe to TMNCk'n FC* LDIE< LIMIT». 
'/I07 tiL Jarn jh Clnaubo , 79 Atielaklt ot ? 

Toron.v « mUaiu iCut thm oat»

Casavanî Freres
CHURCH L"V"T£E

Organ Builders
QUEBEC

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
| BA KRI8TKRH, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES. Etc

A- ?*• K''®* T. Louis Monahan
!.. L Middleton George Keogh

Cable Address : ‘Toy"
Telephone.- { l|ajn «61

Offices : ContiuenUI Life RulliUc 
COHN Kit BA'/ AND RICHMOND t>7 RKKTB 

TORONTO

i 8 r. HY ACINI'- £
! __________

Special Value 
in Note Paper

>00 Shoots Chcvlon Linen 
Finish Note Paper gn 
and i 00 Envelopes O U C i

POST-PAID

A fortunate purcb iee of this populai 
make enables us to offer this excep 
tional value. Act quickly, as our 
supply is limited

The Catholic Record
LONDON - CANADA

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
BARRISTERS

Joh'n VVemieon * Adelaide St West 
Joseph P. Waleh 1, RONTO, CANADA

LUNNEYÜ LANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Lunney, K.C., U.A., U.C., 
Alphontiu-, Lan.MU, LI*. L

CALGARY. AI BERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTEP.. SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
CONVEYANCER

Money to Loan Telephone 1081
HERALD 11 LUG. HUOM 21

GUELPlC ONT.

Ueeideni e 1‘ark 11». Cable Address 'Leedon."" l.titAV
“ Hillerest 1U97
M Park 4&UV\ Main 15R{

Lee, O’Donofchue & Harkir, , 
Barristers, Solioilors, Notaries, Eto.

S’- T. J- L™. B.C.L. J. G. G'Do-ogL-.ifc, K.C, 
Uu». h Harkins R. <J. O’Duuughu'-

Oflicew Confederation Life Chambers 
S. w. Coiner Qumu ai d Victoria He- 

TORONTO. CANADA

V. T. FOLEY
BARRISTER-AT-LAW

HURON AND ERIE BUILDING 
CHATHAM, ONT.

DENTAL

Ctiurct) jf urntturr
We specialize in the 

manufacture of

Church Pews Attars i 
Pulpits, Confessionals 

Vestment Cases
AND

All Furniture for Church 
and Sunday School

MICHAEL J. MÜLVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

86 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE. ONT.

PHONE 176

ARCHITECTS

WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers 

LONDON ONT.

Cl)t Balkp Cttp 
Seating Co. iimittb

DUNDAS, ONTARIO

LONDON 
OPTICAL CO.

Have Your Eyes Examin d
Do -vmon 8a ’mgs B -.lldlng 

RlOhi ond 8t. Pfione 6180

F, E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN 

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

Eyes Examined nnd Glass Eyes Fitted

Stained Glass
Memorial Windows

We make «> i-pecialty of Uatholl 
Cburoh Windows.

8. Loom»' <1

Members Ontario Association of Architects

Millson, Burgess & Hazelgrove
REGISTERED ARCHITECTS 

209 Sparks St.
OTTAWA, ONT. 

Specialists in Ecclesiastical and Institutional 
Construction.

EDUCATIONAL

St. Jerome’s College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ON

Business College Department.
High School or Academic Department, 
College and Philosophical Department 
Address :
REV. W A. BKNINGKR. C. R.. President

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons 
iao king st.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmere 
Open Night and Day

j Telephone —House 373. Factory I

Cburoh Windows.
6361 John 8

Quebec. Que*

You are not 
experiment
1 n g when
you use Dr.
Chase’s Oint

ment for Eczema and Skin Irrita- 
tlons. It relieves at once and gradu- 
ally heals the skin. Sample box Dr. 

Chase’s Ointment free if you mention this 
paper and send 2c. stamp for postage. 60c. a 
box : all dealers or Edmanson, Bates & Co., 
Limited, Toronto.
Newfoundland Representative ; Gerald 8. 

Doyle, di. Johns.

E. C. Killingsworth |
funeral director

Open Day and Night

| 389 Burwell St. Phone 3971

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO
phone main 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug fct.

DRUGS • CUT FLOWERS 
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — wo deliver

i <


