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WHO KILLED GEORGE TENER?
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“Qh, she was always a poor-spirited
oreature, and that's the short and long
of it,” Mary Bannigan declared, us she
clicked lier long knitting needles vig-
orvously together. “Sure, I mind the
night Owen Roe—the heavens be his
bed this day—brought Ler home,
though 'tis well on to thirty years,
and not a one of us cver heard her
angry word.”

«Prue for you, Mary,” Mra. Fegan
guid, coming forward from her work of
“cutting” sced potatoes to jon the wo-
men—“true for you. All Lisbeg knows
that if Margaret Cregan hasn’t a
good word to say, she keeps hex fongue
dtill” .

“Aye, that she dous,” Mary retorted,
wcornfutly.  “But if Maxgaret, as I
often told her, had had o bit of spirit
in her, she would have 1oL the old wo-
man when Owen dicd, instead of danc-
ing attendance on her. She's powerful
handy and could have made a living
for hersclf and poor Patrick any-
avhere.”

“And the poor lud woulda't have been
provoked to waylay Mr. Tener—"

oIt T told you once, I've told you
twenty times, Mrs. O'Rorke, ma’am,
that Patrick Cregan had as much to
do with the killing of George Tener
as yourself,” Mary interrupted, sharp-
Iy. “The very birds about lisbeg
fnow that.”

s didn't mean any harm—none at all
only the case looked black against the
poor fellow,” 3ra. O'Rorke attempted
to explain.

«That's of no account. We all know
Patrick and that was cnough for us.
No matter who rid the earth of George
Tener—the Almighty forgive me it 'tis
2 ain to speak svo—it wasn't Patrick
Cregan. There are some things we're
not allowed to understand till God
pleases, be that here on carth ur on
the las. day; but you'll mind my word
whenever the trutb is made known."
And Mary tucked the leg of the stock-
jng which she was knitting more firm-
ly under her arm.

«Poor Mrs. Cregan has had her share
of troubles, Mrs. Fegan aald, pacifical-
l;.‘ «Pirat, the death of Owen, and
then poor Patrick {rausported for

life—' ' .
«For a crime he din't do,”" Mary put
in.

“For o crime he didn't do,” Mrs. Fe-
gan repeated. “And then  Susy's
death.”

«fn not sure I'd call that o weighty
trouble,” Mary said. *“Susy was &
good round age, and had plenty of
time to prepare for death; and there's
no denying but she was an unpleasaut
old woman."

wThat's so," Mrs, O'itorke said, “But
as we were saying, Mrs. Fegan, as you
come out, wasn's the=" Mrs. O'Rorke,
who had noae of Mary Brannigan's de-
cidedness about Ler, Lesitated to find
a fitting adjective—*wasn’t it the

wonderful doing of Mrs, Cregan to
take James Morgan in «a nurse him "

A wonderful doing,’ Mary saiffled
ug queer doing, tu care for thc man
that swore against her son.”

«But badn't lhe to tell the truth
Mrs. O'Rorke questioned.

«Saints above, listen to her!” Mary
exvlaimed, now thuroughly cxasperat-
ed. “Don't we all know he told far
more than the truth? Dou'l we alt
know he tricd to take Patrick's col-
letn from him, xnd that when Shicla
Murphy said no, he swore to be re-
venged? He thought Shicla wauld
change if Patrick were gone, but he
was mistaken You talk like a child,
Mrs. O'Rorke. Ask Father Dan it you
misdoubt me. 'Iwas he taught Peor
Patrick his cateshism, and stood upin
court and gave him a character, and
a good ome, too. I saw the tears in
his eyes when hie spoke of him after
the trial.”

«And, then, who killed the maa |
Alrs. O'Rorke sskcd with some persis-
tency.

“How do I boow? But iz will be all
wnown somc doy. God will right the
widow and crphau yet.” And so say-
ing, Mary took her depariure.

“Mary Brannigan is mighty sharp,”
Mrs. O'Rorke com{glained; “and my-
sclf, I may say, a stranger.”

“Qh, Mary's tongue is the worst of
\her,” Mrs. Fegan said, with alaugh.
«But I must go back to the cutting
o1 the potatoes. If you have Ltime you
might come in, and Ll tell you the
whole atory.”

Mrs. O'Rorke followed her neighbor
into ths house.

“Well, taen,” zaid Mrs. Fegan, litt-
ing a handful of sced, “you cught to
know there wasn't a better fellow in
the barony tlanu Patrick Cregan. Sure,
te wouldn’t r.arm a fly and would walk
tive miles at the hour of midnight to
serve a neighbor. Ihe land about
‘here fsn't kindlg, Nrs O'Iorke, as 1
fear yow'll come {o know in time; and
old Sus' long itlness was o hig expense

to.the Cregans, and Patrick was glad,

enougli to find-work on the new line

- of railway Eiay was wade the year the
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potatoes rotted in Lhe ground. 'I'was
a great blessing in one way to us all,
Many's a shilling my own man earns
ed. Well, as I was saying, Patrick
got work, and things want on rightly
till this man, feuer, was put over the
men. I'm told hie was a black Grange-
man, and very uncertain in his teme
per when he had drink in him. One
day didn’t he tahe at Patrick aboul
his religion—-God pardon him -- and
mockery of the priests and wass? And
when he said something very bad
about the Pope, sure Patrick left hinme
as purty a black eye as yow'd wish
to sce. Of course, Pauick was dis-
missed, and a ha-d, sore spring they
had up there”--nodding toward the
furze-ciud hills where Mrs. Cregan
dwelt. “And, then, George 'ener was
found lying dead one jaorning, and
suspicion fell on Datrick. He had
been away from home part of that
night, and not a bit could be explained
where. He told Father Dan that he
had been to sce Shiela Murphy, and
had made up his mind to go to Canada
if he could borrow the money for his
passage ; and that he had just wonder-
ed about lonely and distracted-like till
nigh on two o'elock. But that would
not have made him guilty in the eyes
of the jury, only for James Morgan.
He gave evidence--and false evidence—
againat Patrick, telling how he had
seen him hiding that night a3 he went
home. ; and how, when a good bit past
the place where I'ener was found, he
had heard a voice crying, “Cregan, you
villain.' The doclors said the wounds
on the head that caused Tener's death
were made by a bludgeon or stick;
and, surc evough, Patrick had carried
such with him. Well, he was sentenc-
ed to death; and only for Father Dan,
who went to Dublin Limnself, and saw
the lord licutenant, Datrick would
have been hanged.”
“Wasn't Morgan a stranger I

“He was; he came to work on the
railway, and wes overseer or some-
thing. As ill luck had 1t, he took a
fancy to Shicla Murphy, and her fath-
e~ favored him, and said if he would
settle down here he  would
get the girl. 3o be bought that farm
hic lived on-—und the Joucsome place it
was—about Lthat time from Widow Mc-
Guinness."

“But he didn't get Shicla 2

“No fear. The girl would not look
at him so much as, sv there he lived
alone since ; and when the horse threw
him at Margarcl Cregan's door, as one
may say, didn’t shc rake Lim in, and
attend to him as if he were Ler dear-
cst friend.”

‘I don't know low ske could!”

“Nor I; but Margaret was ulways
kind. Not a bit of wondcr Mary call-
ed her a poor sririled creature. ) but,
you sce, Margarel was alwasy reli-
gious, and has powerful trust in God.
Sure she thinks Fatrick wiil be clear-
ed yet, and sbe’s wearing her life out
praying for that same.”

“She’s terribly shaken these last two
years, I believe *

“Aye, so she is  Margaret was the
purtiest gir! you'd sce in a day's walk
when she camse here, and now she's
worn to, akin and bone.”

“She is that. And now, Mrs Fegua,
'l be going. *I1s high time fo get the
children ibeir dinner. !

Meantime, M1s. Cregan was listening
to the faint moaning of the man who
lay almost lifeless in her howe, She
was, for her years und all her trials,
still remarkably handsome, though
very delicate in appearance. ~ There
was a neatnees in her person and sur-
roundings the! furmed a contrast to
the appearance cud homes of many of
her neighbor3. Slic was one of those
gentle, patient women who always do
greater things than their more noisy
sisters, It was well known that she
healed an old feud between her moths
cr-in.law and Mary Braunigau, and
kept her temper when Pat Ryan'’s goat
ate a garden of carly cabbages. 8She
was a constant attendaut at thelit-
tle whitewashed chapel down in the
valley. Perhaps, if her ncighbors had
a fault to find in her, it was that,
though fricndly. and churitable, she
was not dispoced to spend much time
in gossip. She was clever with her
needie, and could contrive a use for
every inch of clotii or thiread of wool.

There were three or four plants
bleoming in crockery tcapots in  the
windows. Over the mantelpicee was
a crucifix sadly rcalistic, a carcfully
framed print of the “Lasl Supper,”
and one of the Blessed Virgin. A con-
ple of brass candlesticks, that had
been handed down from mother to
daughter, were wrapped carcfully in
brown paper, and a rush cross, that
bad been made on St. Bridget's Bve,
was fastened by a bit of ribbon to
the wall. Pcoplc wondered how Mrs.
Cregan had the lfcnxt to keep her lit-
tle home so.trim and “bright as-she,
did ;- but:no oné knew that she polish-

cd'the candlesticks or tinned ware just:

to keep her heart from breaking with

grief.

She stood gazing silently at Morgan
for a moment and then turned away
and, litting a sook she was knitting
tor one of Mrs. O'RRorke's children,:

plied her ncedles rapidly. JIler lips

moved oceasionally in prayer and she

cast supplicating looks towards the
Jittle oruocifix. After some minutes
the work droppad from ber fingers and
sho went back to the bedaide,

“I've got over tbat i1l feeling, thank,

God," she murmured; “and con look
at him without hatred, though he put
you where you are, Putriok avick., But
you'll be righted yet ; for God is good.
God's very good.”

She had used the words so often in
hours when falth itself scemed orushed
that they had become a prayer on her
Yips.

“And sure [ hope He'll forgive me,”
she continued, *2f 1 did hesitale to
take the man in; for Ile knows ['m
weak, and maybe He left him at my
door {o soften my heart to him. Ohy
I know well that though I said many
a prayer for him, as Father Dan bade
me, the prayers were very cold—they
were only words till now.”

The man moved slight!y, and she ar-
ranged the pillows more comfortably
beneath his head. The dispensary doc-
tor hae heen with him for the second
time that morning, had made 2 more
lengthened examination of his patient
than on the preceding day, and had
spoken freely to the priest, who chane-
ed to be present.

“Is he onc of your flock,
Dan .

The priest shook his head.

“No--ut least I believe he goes tono
place of worship; but 1 have heard
that ke should be & Catholic, though
he never admitted so.'

“He'll never rccover. WUe tnay live
as he is for weeks, or he may drop off
at any moment.” ’

“Is he likely to recover
ness i

“I should suy not, though in‘one sim-
ilar case I've had the man did, but he
died almost immediately; however —
isn't—" He paused, and then added in
an undertone ; “Isn’t it a curious fate
that has brought him here 1"

Father Dan assented mutely.

“She is an extraordinary woman,"
the doctor continued, speaking still in
a lowered voice and glancing toward
the bed where Mrs. Cregan stood.

A couple of weeks clapsed, and the
tirst excitement attendant upon the

Father.

conscious-

accident to Morgan had passed away.i’.
though Mrs. Cregan still had an uns

usual number of visitors in the spring
evenings, but during the day sh¢ was
often alouc. She was kneeling in the
middle of the kitchen floor one after-
noun, saying her beads. In t“e past
few years she bad contracted the ba-
bit of thinking aloud, and us she fin-
ished the “Hail, Holy Queen,” she said;

“That was for Patxick, and now I'll
say one for hini jand I pray God that
He may forgive Jamces Morgan all his
sins, and grant him the grace to die a
good dz2ath.”

She did not notice, as she began the
sccend Rosary, thut the sick man's
eyes were wide open oud fixed on her;
but as she procceded some strange
feeling caused her to turn round. There
was recognition in the luok that met
her, and she hastily rose from her
knces.

“God save us!” she cxclaimed .

“What are you doing here t Morgan
asked in deep, husky tones; “What
the—" .

“You met with an accident,” Mrs.
Cregan interrupted, trying to speak
calmiy and cooly, “and you were car-
ried in here.”

Morgan fooked atound aand noticed
bis surroundings.”

“In here—to your house §"

“Ye&" -~

He raised his hand te his brow.

*“When was thal 3%

‘A fortnight yesierazy.”

wAl, yes, I mind. The horse shied,
and ran away.”

He mutlered an imprecation as he
finished, while Margaret took a «cup
from the table near and held it toward
him,

“What is it?” he asked.
poisan.”

«Poison! No; ‘lis ouly a drop of
milk.”

He drank it greedily, and fell Lack
on the pillow without further speech;
and Mrs. Cregan tried vainiy lo move
composedly about her ordinary doies-
tic duti s, consciods all the time that
the man's gaze never wandered from
her; and it was with a fecling of in-
tense relief thad she saw Mary Ban-
nigan cross the thireshold.

oIl be wanting some fresh water,"
she said to her vivitor; “and I'll go to
the well while you're here”

awell,” Mary agreed ; “but how ishe
to-day t* o,

Mrs. Cregan placed her finger on her
lips, and Mary auw that dorgan was
aware of hier presence.  When Mar-
garet left the cottage, he asked ;

“Mary Brannigan, will you tell me
all about how 1 entie here t”

“Aye, that I will,® dlary answered,
promptly. “You werc pitched. head
foremost from thal brute of 'a hotse

“Maybe *tis

‘at thio' dogr; and-Margaret tock .you
in; aHd ‘has nmvrdiyou sluce—which
N - L . L
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is & good sight more than I'd have
done myself,”

“Maybe sho bad a 1earon for it. Did
I ravet”

“Not & bit. You were more like a
log than any thing cize ; and as for rea-
son," Mary replicd, scorntuily, - “as
the doctor said, you'd never speak
again, and as she docsn’t eaxpect a leg-
aoy fron you, J don't know what it
would he’

Morgan chuekled grimly to himself.

“She'll get no Jegacy at present ; for
I’'m going~zoing o oheat the dostor.”

“You may, bult I doubt it very muech.
Why speak of—"

Before Mary could finlsh her sen-
tence Dr Bengon cutered. His aston-
ishment was great on beholding Mor-
gan. After somo professional ques-
ti ma and answers, Mergan snid;

“So you thought I was going to dit,
dooctor ¢

“Yes,” the doctor answexrnd, gravely ;
“and I fear z0 still.”

“Do you mean ihat?
trying to frighten me "

“No, my poor fellow; and it you
have any matters to arrange, do so.
In a few days, a few hours even, it
may be too late.”

Morgan turned away; ani, afier a
few brief instructions to Mary, the
dootor left,

When he had been gone a quarter
of an hour, Morgar «ool-

“Ate you there, woman

“I am,” answerad Mary, “Can 1 do
anything for youi"

“You can. Go fer the priest—"

“For Father Dan? Weli, God
good, and-.»

“There, that'l do. Ang get nomag-
istrate. I'm going to leave Margaret
Cregun a legicy after ail®

“You necdn’t.  She won't take it.”

“She will take it right enough, right
enough. Will you go "
i“Gladly ; but it may be long before
Mr. Nagle, the magistrate, is hete. "Tis
a good step to his place,’

The wom'n took down a1 shawl of
Mrs. Cregan’s fiow the peg by the
door. She purtly ran over the three
miles that divided her from the
priest’s huuse, and breutluessly told
per errand to Fathet Dan.

JSYAund now I sm going on for Mr.
Nagle. He wants him, tvo. He says
‘he's going to leave a legacy to Mrs.
Crégan.”

:*‘!A legacy,” the priest repeated, won:
’dgringly. “Well, Mr. Nagle is here,
fortunat:ly. We will go a. once, and
'“l_en will get jou & cup of tea
_'}5‘30 long did May remain with the
ﬁcit's housckeeper thal she met Mr.
Nagle returning alone; and Mrs. Cro-
gan was silling, pale and tearful, on
the side of the road, npposite to het
hbuse, when she arrived.

You're not

is

*“What did he leave you, Margarets”
Maury questioned, eagerly .

“Mary," Mre. Cregan responded. with
a great-sob, and catching fast bold of
the woman, “God is good. DVatrick is
cleared.”

“Clcared 1"

“Yes; the nuagistrale has Morgan's
confession in kir pocket. He says he')!
be home soon. Ol 1 caw’t thank God
enough. But sure I never doubjed—1
never doubted all the timen

She fell on her kuces with a ory,
dragging the bewildered Mavy with

“And I'm forgettivg him,” nodding
taward the bhouse, “and he dying.
Mary, pray, pray that God may give
him grace to dic weli—tlat He may
forgive him. Father Dan is  with
hine"”

It was some time hefore Mary unders
steod how Morgan had coufessed he
had murdered Tener far the money he
carried with hita that night.  He kad
thought that once Lic was settled on
the Widow McGuiness’ farm, with her
tather's hetp, hie might win Shicla for
his wife. He did not intend to fix the
gnilt of murder on Patrick Cregan;
but when he saw suspicion falling on
hiim he had thought how well it would
be to ge* rid ot a rival, and thus to
secure his own safety.

Mary had gone to spread the wone
derful news through the village be-
t?m Father Dan opened the cottage
door, and signed to Margaret to entex.
A great change had «aken place in
Morgan's appearance; his features
were drawn and pinched, and his cyes
had the glussy stare of deaths; but an
cxpression of profound peace was there
too. He shrank back on the pillows
as Margarcet came forward,

“Margaret,” the priest answeceed,
“for his own soul's sake forgive him.”

She did not speaw, but her glance
reassured Father Dan, and he let her
approach the bed.

“I forgive you from my heart,” ahe
said.; “from iy heart, James Mor-
gan, and I promise Patrick shall for-
give you, too.”

“You can say that, now
know all ” Morgan cried.

“I can, I can, thank God.

“Then, Father Dan, I have hopz, God
will nét e harder—" Ifc stopped and
looked at Margaret, It was when I
heard her praying for me that I first
thought of telling all, ayd then 1
thought again I avould not; and sure I
siced not be thanked, now that I7am
dying” Hc.paused 3 mdment. “You’
.§ remind me of my.inother. 1 she hind,

Uved I would ot be whal I. am—not

that you

that I meant to kili him: I wanted
the money, but I could not get it—tiil
—till he was dead. She was a good
woman, and maybe the was praying
for me, too. 1 did not follow her
teaching, and when one has neither
kith nor kin nor home—"

His voiced failed suddenly, and Mrs.
Cregan ralsed him and hicld a cup to
her lips.

“ft witl soon be over. O. fathor, say
it again--that you are sure God will
forgive mc.” .

“He will, He will.
said s0.”

1le Himself has

And Father Dan, ere he bhegan the
prayers for the dying, quoled the
words that have conscled many a sin-
ner. Before tney were ended Morgan
was dead.

There were many formalities to be
observed, and il was some tiune before
Patrick Cregan was released. When he
reached Liebeg, he found that Mr Na-
gle had in hands a sum of money suf-
ficient to buy and stock a modesate-
sized farm for bim, They had chosen
one some twenty miles from Lisbeg ;
for Father Dan rightly urged that he
would more quickly recover his heatlh
and spirits nway from old associations.

Shicla and he were qu-tly married
shortly after his release. Mra, Cre-
gan, strange to say. preferred to live
in the home to which she had come as
a bride, and in which she had passed
so manly lonely hours. Patrick’s at-
fairs prospered; ana many times in
the year Mrs Cregun js siill brought
over to see hdr grandebildren, who
never. weary of hearing the story of
Morgan's confession and of her own
most welcome lzgucy..-Ave Maria.
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_ THE TRUE CROSS.

—

its Discovery By Empress Melena.

——

In the year 326, A.D,, St. Helen, the
mother of the Emperor Constanting(
went, in obedience to a command giv-
on her in = vision, to seek for the
true cross at Jerusalem On the Hill
of Calvary she discovered three crosses
buried deep in the ground. There was,
however, nothing to distinguish the
True Cross from the other two, the
Title, which was discovered at the
same time, lying too far away to be
of any use for the purpose of {dentifi-
cation. This, however, in the event,
only served to increase the glory of
God and the devotion of the faithfuls
at the suggestion of Macarias, the
Bishop of Jerusalem, thé three crosses
were carried to the bed of a sick wo-
man to whom, after earnest prayer,’
they were applied in turn, On the ap-
plication of the third she rose, com-
pletely cured. According to some au-
thorities, among whom is the historian
Socrates, the touch of the sacred wood
also raised a dead man to life.

St. Helen lef* a part of the True
Cross, thus identitied, at Jerusalem,
building a church to sontain it. With
the rest she pget out joyfully to Rome.
Arrived there, she had built a chapel
for its reception. This chapel, called
after her the Bascilica Heleniapay
stood near the Porta Maggiore, beyond
the Bascilica of St. John Lateran. On
this site now stands the Fascilica of
Santa Croce in Gerusalemme, which
contains, besides the famous relic
broaght there by St. Helen, numerous
other relies cannected with the Pas-
sion of Our Lard.

Innumeradble small portions have,
been detached from the original relic'
at ‘Santa Cruce—though this still re-
mains the largest. The wood of the
cross is ot a peculiar nature, and when
soaked in water swells to many times
its bulk, and small fibres are then eas-
ily detached.

Besides the main relic al Santa Croce
there are also large picces of  the
true cross at St. Peter's—at the Altar
of the Crucifix—at St. Mary Major,
and at St. John Lateran.

There is also a portion placed in the
bronze cross which surmounts the tail
Egyptian obelisk in the piazza before
St. Peter’s, ncar the spot at  which
modern writers place the crucifixion
af the Prince of the Apostics. This
obelisk was placed in its presentrposi-
tion by the celebrated architect, Fon-
tana, by order of Sixtus V. It wagon
this occasion thut a sailor in  the
crowd broke the rule of silence impos-
ed during the operation by shouting
out; “Wet the ropes” This happy
disobedience saved the huge columu
from falling to the earth when nearly
erect, and was rewarded by the Pope
witli a title of nobility, and the right
of presenting every year to the lloly
Father a paln far use in the proces-
sion on Patm Sunday. This right is
still cnjoyed by tbe family, and the
pilm, worked up into a most clabarate
design, is generally bestowed by thel
Pope upon some community or institu-
tion which he wishes Lo honor.
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FOR INFLAMMATION OF THE
BEYES.~ among the many good quali-
ties which Parmelec’s Vegetable Kills
posseas, besides regulating the digese
tive organs, is their cflicacy in reduc-
ing inflammwation of the eyes. 1L ha
called fortb many letters of recom-
mendation from thote wly were af-
thicled withi-this complaint and found

a cure in the pills.  They affect the”
nerve centres and he blood-in.n sur-
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 [VOMMON SENSE KILLS Rosches, Hed 12

Bronze Medal, Paris Exhibitlon, 4900

Wm. Knaggs,
Artlatlo Violin Maker and Ropairer, Desle »
Strings, Bows snd T:(mminxﬁor V'lollm, erwl.n Bo::

Re-halr Roow 26, 0} Adelalde 8 b
Wobd Strcet, Foronag, T} Adolalde Strect Eaat,orTo
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USED IN LEADING
COLLEGES, HALLS, SCHOOLS
AND CONVENTS,

Qiving the utl-hlcﬁon whioh only a thoroughly

well made Plano can.
which are slso well and

BELL ORGANS favorably Anown, made

in styles sulred to all requiremaents.

Bell Organ & Piano Co, Limited

SGFUELEPET,
(Send for Catalogue No, 64,)

The Yorkville Laundry,

25 ELM STREEY,

H. P, PALSER, Proprietor.
ALL HAND WORK.
0,J. MURPHY, I, L. XSTEN,

UNWIN, MURPHY-& ESTEN -

Ontario Land Sirveyors
Btc.. Etc.

Surveys, Plans and Desoriptions of Pro-
porties, Disputed Boundaries -Ad-
justed, ’Eimbet Limits and
Miuing Claims Located.

Offcs: Cor. Richmond & Bay Ste,

TORGNYO.
TELxruons 3336,

Mantles, Men's Ordered Clothing -
Men and Boy's Readymade Oloth
ing, Dry Goods and Bedding. Hasy
Terms.

Removed from Brunswick to
474 Quewn Street, West,

"

TELEPHONE North 1484

Undertakers, and Embalmers,, '

289 COUELE ST., TORONTD. -
9 doors west of Spadios, northalds,
Open Day and Night. :

< ]

.

F. ROSAR,
UNDERTAKER,

140 RIFS 33 BAW,
TasrRosn 1004, TORONTO,
]

McCabe & Co. ',
ndertakers and Embaimers

229 Queen 8t, East

Tel, 2338, TORONTO..
Opea Nightand Day. N

J. YOUNG,
Undertaker &Embalme

859 YONGE STRRET.. '
TELEPHONE €18

"MONUMENTS

Floest work and beat deaigrs at low.

pricss in Granim and Marble

onumonts We.ate the largest
Manufacturers in the Dominion.

intosh Granite and Marble Co,
1119 & 1121 YONGE ST,
(Terminal Yonge St. Car Route.}
Telephone 4319, TORONTO,

Catholic Prayer Books

Rosaries, Crucifixes, Scapulars,
Religious Pictures, Statuary and

Church Omaments. Educa-
tional works. Mail orders re-
ceive prompt attention.

D. & T SADLIER & CO., Montreal.
HﬂS'B Story Books for Catholie
Chitdren,

BLAKE, ™Zsiisiro

622 Queen St* West, Toronto, Can,

Beads, Catholic Prayer
Books, Statuer, Catholio

roYoDe

Alt cases of DEAFNESS o H‘RD-H%AN NC
rlal Shosn
CEAYK 1N SEVIATELY.
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W. H. GARDINER
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Miles & Mannj




