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CHAPTER X.
‘ CAN THIS THING BE "
Although Mary Carmichael had
spoken lightly enough to Tom Blake

AUTHOR OF '

both the cook and housemaid were
off for
evidently censidered that she might
do worse than allow for her fiance
within the sacred precincts of the
Home for a short time.

accompanied Nurse Ray back to the

the evening, Daisy had

Just then the door bell rang.

“There he’ is! Let him in,
Dagisy,” said Mary laughingly ; but
it’ was not Brendan Kelly who

gitting room, but a Nurse Maguire

over your body at all,”
Mary severely, "‘all I did ask you
to do was to keep sober, and you
know you promised me that tonight
especially you would noty=—""

innocent one, ‘* and what more sober
could I be than what I am at this
blessed minute ?
and a bottle of lemon soda at me
gister's, and she after burying the

ou to let me walk
repliec

“Idon’t ask

““Sober is it?"” interrupted the

Two cups of tea

yerformance repeated until Mnry‘m«- that our friendship, while |
osing patiente,
upstairs and
where, after- removing her candle
and matehes, she shut
which had a convenient bolt on the |
outside,

{

went
Anne would now retire quietly.

Daisy was telling the others when

o R pp— -

literally ran her p&vunnm to both, was profitable to
into her bedroom | néither. Carlton was still a prom-
ising young artist who had not yet
found himself, and beyond the
‘ruutim- duties for which I drew a
| regular weekly stipend from The
Then with a sigh of relief, she | Gazette, I had nothing to my credit
downstairs, knowing that ' in the way of achievement except

some articles for a Catholic paper
and -half a dozen short stories for
the lay magazines. We had stood |

the

door,

““Yes, she's a protégé of Mac's,”

about foregoing - Nunﬁ‘u Uﬂnmt- who worked under one of the many | second twin last week, the poor | she returned to the sitting room, | still while others in our little circle
o _th'fl‘l_}l'f'. lt-vlv‘ps‘an\‘h ," gre?d Insurance Societies in the city. misfortunate woman, and her | “she got Matron to take her on |had forged ahead and were receiv-
p""(; e} se 'i“)“;r' 0. . & '(h '“f,“uhl Mary Carmichael had not met her | husband after——" here, and is always trying to|ing the flattering attentions of the |
notj AVE l’}”"' (l" '."L e "“:]( l]l - € | before, and came forward now with But at this moment the heavy | reform her! Sometimes she will | eritics. Were we being quite fair |
had not W':i oy . 1 ; Ome, | her winning smile, as Daisy made | and ponderous step of Martha the | keep sober for months together, but | to each*other in thus frittering
wlhero “}:‘1 ‘l".“'" lu“f‘ g .:vas the necessary introduction—which | cook was heard descending the | then again we never know when she | away 80 much valuable time? |
:i;'x‘]"st the sole topic of cODVErSd-| j. gid in her own way. stair. will go off on a burst like this! lihad' a feeling in my bones that it |

Mary was so popular, too, that
each nurse insisted on showing her
the evening gown, slippers, gloves,
ete., that were intended for the
great night, and- Mary with that
true sympathy which was one of
her most attractive qualities,
admired and criticised, and helped
with all these details.

On the afternoon of the 17th she
strolled into the Recreation Room
at St. Columba’s to see them all
having their ‘‘hair done.” Two
hairdressers were there and all the
nurses were seated round with their
scanty or luxurious locks—as the
case might be—hanging around

“This is Nurse Maguire, Mac,”
ghe said, ‘‘ she thought she would
be in time to see-the others going
off to the dance—and Maguire, this
is Nurse Carmichael—the Ca1-
michael you know; you've often
heard of her !’ she added, with a
laugh. Nurse Maguire smiled as
she shook hands with Mary.

“Oh, yes, indeed! 1 have ver

often heard of Nurse Carmichael,” | the larder in a most niggardly
she gaid ; ‘‘ a certain medical manof | style. She detested Anne and

my acquaintance often speaks of
her.” ;

Mary coloured vividly and was
about to reply when the bell rang
again, and Daisy went to the door
returning in a minute with Brendan

thei shouldrs, awaiiog  thelr | Kl e hook hands with the |

M) ther two in his pleasant, boyis
ment” at the moment were sub-|° s b 1
mitting to the ordeal of hm'ingl::uyl;d“nt(:\eth(f?n-““%aua[;{)ilﬁzmug(n:}
their hair curled and wayed and | chatting.

crimped, and arranged according to |
the letest fashionable decree.

“Do look at Nurse Breen!” said
Mary softly to Nurse Ray who, |
like herself, was merely a s_ectator. |
“* She luoks quite frightened ! what |
on earth does she think the poor
man is going to do to her ?”’

Daisy laughed. ‘‘Oh! well, she’s |
a regular country girl you know,” |
and she wasn’t even trained in town
—gome small country infirmary.
suppose she never had her hair |
dressed before and is a bit dubious |

over it.” |

assented Mary, |

““1 suppose so,”

adding after a moment, ‘““do you |
awful it |

ever think Daisy, how
would be to live in the country ?”
“* Well it wouldn't suit you, Mac
—that’s sure!” said the other.
““1 should think not!”’ said Mary,
*] was in the country once—for a

month—in the summer too, when I |

suppose I should have enjoyed it,
and 1 never was so utterly bored
and wretched in my whole life! I

can't tell you how my heart leapt |

fot joy simply to hear the jangle of
the dear old trams again, and the
shouts of the newshoys, the evening
1 arrived back at Kingsbridge.”’

““ Oh, yes,”’ replied Daisy, ‘““as I
said Mae, it> wouldn’t suit you at
all—you are essentially a city

sparrow, but plenty of people like |

country life.”
““ Life?"” repeated Mary, scorn- |
fully. ‘It wouldn't be living—it

would be simply stagnation—why, I
should just feel as if I were turned
into a cabbage for the rest of my
days!”

““Oh, well, Mac,” she said, “‘it’s
not likely that you will ever have
to spend your days in the country.
I think Dr. Delaney hates it too ?”’

“Oh, yes,”” said Mary, * he
detests it ! Neither of us are happy
off the tram line !”
laugh she left the room to get
ready for her evening work, as she
had promised to visit some of the
more urgent cases of those nurses
who were going to the dance.

She was back in fairly good time,
and stood in the hall watching the
bustle of departure—taxi after

| apartment,

and with a gay |

But presently Mary—whose fellow
feeling made her wondrous kind—
proposed that she and
Maguire should descend to

looked askance
just as they in their turn looked
contemptuously at her.
strict teetotaler,
miser~in her own way,
fiearly all her wageés in the Post
Office.
ous habits into St. Columba’s too,
and cut and pared the contents of

regarded her as an extravagant
flighty woman,
money on drink and theatres and
picture houses, when,
should be saving for that old age
which was not so far off, whilst
Anne in her turn hated Marthe, as
* an ould Jew who would skin a flea
for a ha’penny.”
spinster with a deep, abiding dis- |
trust towards all men, while Anne |
was a widow, and, according to her
own account, was still fond of the
Nurse | opposite sex.
the | tween the two were very strained,

Martha was a country woman and
at all Dubliners,
She was a
and a perfect
putting

She carried her parsimoni-

who spent her

instead, she

Martha was a

When relations be-

kitchen regions and there see what | they became ‘‘ Mrs. Murphy” and |

they could discover in the way of an | *

‘Miss Gillespie” to each other.

impromptu supper. So, with the | Anne turned round as Martha's |

visitor, she descended the

and there after a|
diligent forage Mary came upon |

| some sausages and tomatoes and | Pioneer temperance

some cold potatoes.
“ What luck!”

them out of the safe—which, of |
course, is locked as usual! Anne
is right about Martha—she is an old |
miser!"”

She bustled around, and very |
soon an appetising if homely little
meal was prepared.

“I'll take up a tray to the two in
the sitting room,”” she said to Nurse |
Maguire, *‘ and let them have it to
themselves, and we will have ours |
down here—if you don’t mind ?”’

“Of coursel don’t,”” replied the
other nurse, who while watching
Mary’s happy face and quick, deft

movements, had found herself
becoming fascinated by that

indefinite charm which Mary
exercised over so many.

So a supper tray was gaily loaded
with sausages, mashed potatoes and
tomatoes—and of course the inevi-
table teapot—and Mary went up-
stairs with it.

When she returned she gaily
dispefised the same luxuries to
Nurse Maguire and hergelf, and
| they sat and talked round the

homely kitchén table as if they had
been friends for years.

Presently the door bell rang
again, and Mary stopped to listen
with her tea cup poised in her hand
—the Nurses at St. Columba’s
always felt guilty when drinking
tea in the kitchen. Daisy Ray's
light feet could be heard rumming |
across the hall, then as the door
opened she gave a. slight exclama- |
tion, and the next moment the
sound of rather unsteady, shuffling |
footsteps were distinguished making |

taxi driving up and going off with ”twil:q way towards the kitchen |
its burden of radiant nurses. { Ly Oh 1 a8l Mary
ln"(,lun“”lly I“BI'_V Slgh(‘d. She } “it’s Anne! and .\*/1‘!".\' been at 1

thought of the Aberdeen Hall with
its perfect floor, the lights and
music—she could imagine herself
whirling round in the gay throng,
the gayest of the gay, for Mary
always danced—as she did every-
thing else—with all her heart.
And then the supper, and the sitting
out with him, ‘' Oh! well he won’t
be there anyhow! I'm sure of
that!” she said to herself, and
turned to meet Daisy Ray’s rather
quizzical glance.
‘““ Regretting
Mac ?”

your resolution,

h
Nurse Maguire glanced at her

interrogatively, and Mary nodded.
““Yes,” she said curtly, ‘' Jame-

son's J. J,—and after all she
promised me!”

The unsteady footsteps were
coming nearer, and presently the

figure of Anne could be discerned
lurching in a sailor-like fashion
round the corner by the last step,
and coming slowly but surely
towards the kitchen. She wore a
tight black skirt and a smart coat,

while her Sunday ‘‘toque’” com-
.I?‘;\}OM?;}{:T&(;‘S h(‘l‘rll"r(:?d.not—not posed of black velvet, scarlet
really.’ Bat. of éourse I cannot | B€raniums and blue ribbon—and of

help wishing in a way that I was
going off for a night’s enjoyment.
And you know, Daisy, how I just
love a dance!”

“Oh, yes, I know,” said the
other tranquilly, I used to feel
that way too, but somehow now—
since Brendan doesn’t dance<=I
don’t seem to care about it. Dr.
Delaney does dance, I know,” she
added, ‘‘ but, of course he won’t be
there to-night ?”

‘““Oh, no, he won't be there,”
said Mary, and the two stay-at-
homes returned to the deserted
gitting room together. The room
looked strangely untidy and unlike
itself. Seraps of ribbon and lace
were thrown here and there, chairs
were out of their places, and an
odd glove and some flowers—evi-
dently forgotten by one of the nurses
—Jay on the table. Mary went
round putting’things straight in a
mechanical fashion, while Daisy
watched her idly from the hearth-

rug.

‘““Mac,” she said, suddenly,
‘ Brendan is coming in tonight for
a while. You don’t mind ?”’

“Mind 7’ said Mary. “ My
goodness—no ! why should 17" Of
course this was strictly against the
rules, no gentlemen visitors being
admitted at St. Columba’s. But
tonight when the Matron and

which she was intensely proud—
was tilted at a precarious angle to
the side of her head. Her hands
were encased in black kid gloves,
and in one of them she clasped her
beaded handbag, and in the other
her umbrella.

She advanced towards the kitchen
table, smiling benevolently.

‘Supper,” she said then, ‘ and
why not? Why not I say! God
knows it’s not often, Nurse darlint,
that you can get a bit to eat in
peace, and now that the ould divil
is out—"" she paused and glanced
apprehensively around as though
suspecting that the cook might be
lurking in some dim recess of the
great kitchen. Although well
under the influence the fact did not
betray itself much in her speech
except for a certain thickness.

‘“ Anne,”’ said Mary, reproach-
fully, ‘*“ how could you? and after
all vou promised me!”

The culprit turned her eyes
towards Mary, with N\a would be
innocent expression, which however
was rather spoiled by their decided-
ly fishy look. ‘“*What is it, my
darlint girl?”’ she demanded,
‘““What are you saying at all? Is
it you that’s speaking like that to
your poor Anne that would lie down
and let you walk over her dead
body this holy and blghsed St.
Patrick’s night.”

dark, | substantial figure appeared in the
stone steps leading into the cook’s | doorway, and sniffed disdainfully.

The cook was attired in, a black
bonnet and cloak, she Wore the

brooch, and
| looked the essence of virtuous

she cried, *1I ‘ respectability. She gave one com-
wonder how cdok came to leave | prehensive glance at Anne,
then looked rather severely at the
two nurses seated so cosily at her
kitchen
Martha's every mood,
that she was not too pleased to see |
her kitchen occupied, and hastened
to make amends.

she spoke, "
confusing to

| wrath to

: " |
agawmn | |

and

table. who

understood |

Mary,

‘“* Well, Martha,”’ she said, “‘1I|

have been taking French leave you
see !
just for tonight
there s a
pot,”’
*“ perhaps you would like it 7"’

I do hope you won’t mind 7—
you know, and
nice cup of tea in the

she added insinuatingly,

Here Anne sniffed more loudly
than before :
Martha proceeded to untie her

bonnet strings, remarking as she
did so—

‘ Mrs. Murphy seems in more
peed of the tea, Nurse, I think.

She seems to have a bad cold all of
a sudden, and it might do her good
in another way too.’

This was said with a significance

not lost on Anne, but totally ignored
by that lady in her reply.
didn’t

*You
your way tonight, I
hope, cook,” she said in her most

los
lose

patronising manner, leaning rather

heavily against the kitchen tablé as
city streets do be very
country persons.”’
Martha made no reply, but walked
placidly round putting things
straight here and there: but Mary
knew that she was ‘' nursing her
keep it warm,”” and
accordingly she was very anxious to
get Anne off to bed before hostilities
went further. This, however, was
easy to wish, but hard to accom-
plish.

es, indeed, poor country folks

(Jarmichm-l_i ‘ do be stupid when they come up to

the city,” continued Anne; ‘' not
that they're stupid in other ways
though. Ah! no—not atall! Sure
they’d take the bread out of a poor
Dublin person’s mouth any day—
living on a ha'penny a day, and
with their cheese-parin’ and bone
scrapin’.”’

Here Martha’s face became of a
mottled hue, a danger signal, and
Mary hastily threw herself into the
breech.

“Oh, Anne,” she cried quickly,
*“Nurse Ray’s best boy is upstairs—
Mr. Kelly you know. I'm sure she
would like you to see him.”

The sitting room was at least on
the way upstairs and if she got
Anne thus far she might be able to
manage her the rest of the journey
to her bedroom, for Mary noticed
that every moment was making her
more intoxicated.

““ Come, Nurse Maguire, end we'll
all go upstairs,” she continued, and
between the two nurses Anne was
conducted to the upper regions.
Martha gazing after them with cold
contempt.

At the sitting room door, however,
Mrs. Murphy betame suddenly shy
and coquettish, until Daisy Ray,
hearing the scuffling outside, came
to the door and opened it. Then
Anne advanced unsteadily but
smilingly into the room and stood
gazing benevolently at Brendan
Kelly, who, half amused, half
embarrassed, stood regarding her
from a man’s vantage ground—the

hearthrug.
o ’
Nurse Ray’s young man—I
see,”’ said Anne. ‘‘Yes, just so!

Ah, well, we were all young—yes, I
say we were all young once! I
remember when I—"

Mary interposed here, not know-
ing what revelations might follow.

“ Anne! 1 want you upstairs—
for a special purpose!” and the
handmaid allowed herself to be led
out of the room. But once outside
she insisted on returning to give
the young couple her blessing, and
again, and yet again was this

nurses were going to the dance, and

really don't know why Mary bothers
with her.

promptly.
but I would rather have Anne with
all her failings and
than the sober, respectable Martha,
who always seems to me such a
typical old Pharisee!"

a fondness for the black sheep!”
said Daisy, which statement was
perfectly true.

visitors left St. Columba’s, and the | Sarajevo, and then on the fateful |
nurses went up to bed—Mary not ) .
forgetting to give a look into Anne’s | jeclared.
room in passing. |
partially disrobed, lay on the bed in
a deep and noisy slumber

Mary reported with a laugh, as she
rejoined Daisy, closing Anne’s door
behind her, but leaving it unlocked
this time. | of

lessly, and heard all the fuss and
noise of the others returning from
the dance about four o’clock.
gighed as she turned her pillow in 8 | at
vain effort to court slumber,
yet why she sighed she could not
have said.

only ones at early Mass that morn-
ing, and very
breakfast table
return.

[ bed till ten
knew | Ray as she cut some bread.
do, like an angel, stir the pot well !
—] don't care whether it’s vulgar
or not—and give me a decent cup of
tea for once !’

do,” said Mary,
run up with a ¢

tained were heaped with the dis-
carded

withered flowers. | not

would be better if we were to part
company, at all events for a time,
but, though I tried many times to
broach the-gubject to Carlton, my
courage always failed me at the |
last moment. It would hurt him, I |
knew, if I were to mention it ; and |
I valued his friendship too highly to |
do or say anything that might |
offend him. |

What then was to be done? How |
| was the problem to be solved ?
| Events on the Continent began to |
move rapidly after the tragedy of |

‘* Because I like her !’ said Mary,
*“1 don’t know how it is

backslidings

‘“ Ah, well, Mac—you always had

Shortly afterwards the two

| 4th of August, 1914, war was
That afternoon I met
| Carlton by appointment in Victoria |
| Street, and together we strolled up |
toward the Houses of Parliament.
The streets around were thronged
with neigy, gesticulating crowds
As the members of the Cabinet filed
into Palace Yard salvo upon salvo
cheering went up. One felt |
instinctively that a tremendous
moment was at hand, but what the
next would reveal noman could say.
The appearance of some guardsmen
the eastern end of Birdcage

The innocent one,

“ Patient breathing heavily!”

Mary Carmichael slept very rest- |

She

ani |
demonstration of enthusiasm. Be-

Of course she and Daisy were the
in his throat.

‘1 can’'t stand this, Mahoney,”
he said a moment later. ‘'l mean

| I can’t stand by and cheer. 1 feel I
must do something. I—excuse me
for leaving you. I'll call and see
| you tomorrow.”’

As usual he was as good as his
word. He called next day in khaki,
and barely six weeks later he left
for France with his regiment.

It took weeks before the people
could accustom themselves to the
idea that their country was at war.

cold the
on their

bare and
gseemegd

‘“ The others have leave to stay in
o'clock,” said Nurse

‘“ Mac!

“That's just what I'm going to
/ ing

““and I'm going to

up to Nurse Seeley

I promised her that I would. A rigid censorship twas imposed
“Very well,”” replied Daisy, | upon the press, restrictions were
“but don't stay gossiping, Mac! | placed upon travel, the bank rate
It's not often that you have the | began to soar, and so too did the
chance of enjoying a cup of tea|cost of living. But the normal life
yourgelf in the morning—so hurry | of the country went on undisturbes
back! You'll have pleaty of tim® | until news filtered through from
for talking after dinner the hospitals that a succession of
“ All right!” sang out Mary | German victories in Flanders had
gaily, as she placed two cups, the | placed the British Expeditionars
teapot, and some bread and butter | Furee in a most precarious position
on a tray and left the room. Then came the change, sudder
Nurse Seeley red her roomwith | drastic, complete. Ip the piping
Nurse Lenehan, one of Mur:,‘, pet 'ih»\SH‘. peace I had IIITLAUAI the gray
aversions, but greatly as she |city by the Thames an exceeding
disliked the girl, Mary Carmichael | pleasant place in which to live. I
was not small natured enough to|liked its excellent government, its
leave her without tea when she was | established customs, its amazing
bringing it to her room-mate. She | intcllectual activity Ordinarily
tapped lightly on the door, and |its people are us and friend-
turning the handle, entered, look- | ly, but a people embattled is a
ing round rather helplessly for | people embittered Under th
somewhere to deposit her laden |shadow of war the place lost i
tray. The dressing table was g attraction for me ; and so before
confused medl f combs, brurhes, | Christmas came around I resigned
ribbons, laces gloves, powder | my position on The Gazette, and
puffs and a score of other frivolities, | wen: back to my home among the
whilé the top of the chest of | gray green hiills of the West of |
drawers was similarly littered, and | Ireland.
the two chairs which the room con- There followed some weeks of

feverish literary activity, but my
only recompense was a choice
assortment of rejestion slips which
chilled and oppressed me. 1 had
the patience to learn
failure, nor yet the courage to fight
| back when the battle was going
against me. One by one as my

evening gowns—even the
floor was strewn with slippers and
stockings, handkerchiefs and a few

TO BE CONTINUED

| m—

THE FARTHER ; \
them into the fire, and then when

r
HORIZON | there were no more to came back 1

. i | fell to wondering if writing were
my voeation after all. A commer-
cial career did not appeal to me,
and I doubted whether at my age it

P, D. Murphy in The Missionary

When I went up to London as a
staff writer on the Gazette, Carlton

NS e T TR

Mutual Life
Surplus

Policyholders in the Mutual
Life of Canada have an ever-
growing annual surplus, thanks
to sound investments, a low
moriality rate and econdmical
management. The surplus earn-
ings of the Company increased
last year to $46.47 per $1,000
of assels, amounting to a tolal
of $2,243,038.

The proportion of total in-
come required for operating
expenses last year was only
18.609), so that profit-participat-
ing policyholders after all the
claims were paid, benefited by
substantial rc({udiuﬂ in the cost
of their insurance.

It pays to be a Mutualist.
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Walk was the signal for a further || Y87 YONGE ST.

| fore it was half over, Carlton pulled |
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AND OPTICIAN

(Upstairs Opp. Simpson's)
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| me up short and swallowed a lump |

THE TIRE SENSATION OF 1921 |

o i B! YOUR CHOICE. FOR 1922

f!‘nru |

manuscripts were returned I threw |

was one of the first fellows I got to
know. He was then a promising
young artist who earned a modest
competence by designing magazine
covers for the Grahame Syndicate,
and rounded out his year’'s work
with three or four allegorical paint-
ings which found a ready sale
among the discerning who paid
frequent and regular visits to the
Chelsea studios. I took a liking to
my new friend from the first, part-
ly, I think, because of his sanity,
but principally because of his
obvious sincerity. There was
nothing ‘‘ arty” or freakish in his
get-up. He was just an ordinary,
red-blooded young man of quiet
demeanor and cultivated tastes.
He not only avoided the new cults
which were then springing up like
magic in London’s literary and
artistic circles, but rigidly excluded
from his friendship the effeminate
men and masculine women for
whom these movements have such a
peculiar fascination.

Another point of contact between
us was a common love of God’s
great outdoors. Our week-ends we
spent on the quiet stretches of the
Thames between Hampton Court
and Boulter’s Lock, or else hiking
over the Surrey and Sussex downs,
where hops are cultivated and
whortleberries grow wild. Invari-
ably he would bring his painting
traps with him on these excursions,
and I would stuff my pockets with

notebooks ; but at the end of the
day we never had anything to show
each other except bronzed cheeks

and blistered limbs.
So three delightful years passed
before it_was finally borne in upon

would be possible to enter one of
the professions, such as medicine or
the law. To erown it all news came
from London that Carlton,
unknown to me, had been
among the -missing, was now
reported dead. In the cold and
rain I slunk out of the house and
wandered about the fields until the
Angelus rang from the belfry of
the parish church. By this time it
was quite dark, and my heayy over-
coat was dripping wet. That night
as I rolled myself up in the blankets
I asked myself again and again
whether it mattered greatly how a
man spent his life provided he kept
the inevitable end in view. Of
what moment is the fiction which is
time compared with the fact which
is eternity ?
Carlton lying out there in a name-

listed

less grave, and with a prayer for

him on my lips I finally fell as leep.

Next morning as I was sitting
down to breakfast, Father Mac-

Mahon called on his way home from

a sick call.

““ Good morning, Phil,”” he sal-
uted as he stifled a yawn. "I'm
just in time for something to eat,
and 'tis the fine healthy appetite I
have this minute, glory be to God.

Here, Mary, pour out the tea, like

a good girl, and butter some of the
scones, Fill it up, girl, fill it up.

None of your two sips and a twitter

for me. Well, young man, what

have you been doing with yourself

lately ? You're not looking as well
as you might be.
the midnight oil, eh ?”’

“ Not for over a week,
Dan,” I answered. ‘‘I've been
doing nothing, literally nothing.”

who, |

I

JNSUNS/INY).

L

Y,

9

I
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Then I thought of

Been burning |

Father
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crumble, fall away or burn.
Cataleg on Reguest.,

The PEDLAR PEOPLE Limited

(Established 1861)

Executive Offices: Oshawa, Ont.

Factories :
Oshawa, Ont., and Montreal, Que.

Irish Linen
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Robinson & Cleﬁvér

The Royal Irish Linen Warehouse
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The Mentholatum Company’

21 ewis St., Bridgeburg. Ont-3|
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1922
BARRISTERS, SOLICITOR!
MURPHY & GUNN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES
Soligitors for The Home Bank of Osnada

Solicitors for the Roman Catholle
Episcopal Corporation

Buite 53, Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON, CANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, BOLIOITORS, NOTARIES, Ete

A. E. Knox 1 is= Monahan
K. 1. Middleton George Keogh
Cable Address : "Foy"
¥ d Main 461
T'elephones { Main 62

Offices : Continental Life Building

| CORNER B AY AND RICHMOND STREETS

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO
BARRISTERS
26 Adelalde 8t. Wes
TORONTO, CANADA

LUNNEY & LANNA -

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES
H‘mf W. Lunney, B.A., B.O.L.,
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

CALGARY, ALBERTA

James K, Day
John M., Ferguson
Joseph P, Walsh

JOHN H. McELDERRY

BARRISTER. SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC

CONVEYANCER
| Money to Loan Telephone 1081
HERALD BLDG ROOM 24
GUELPH, ONT.
B
R. J. O'Reilly, B. A, J. A. Grace, B, A.

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

OTTAWA, ONT
Hesidence Park 1305. Cable Address “Leedon
C2506W
52 W Main 1583

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins

Eves Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted || Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto.
> - - W I'. J. Lee. B.C.L. J. G (i[luhlm‘u!ll" K.C,
Hu h Harkins R. C. O'Donoghue
O 5 241-242 Confederation Life Chamber
W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sts,

TORONTO, CANADA

ARCHITECTS
WATT & BLACKWELL

Members Ontario Association
\RCHITECTS
h Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambar

LONDON ONT.

3 Ontario Assoc of Architec

MILLSON & BURGESS

REGISTERED ARCHITROTS
209 parks &

OTTAWA, ONT,
| Spe ts in Ecclesia Al and 1 itutional
DENTISTS
DR. BRUCE E. EAID
I D y
EDU( LIONA

St. Jerome's College
Founded 1364 KITCHENER, ONT.

FUNERAL DIREUTO
gyt o0 BT b
John Ferguson & Sons

180 KING ST.

| The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers
Open Night and Day

Telephone —House 373 Factery 64 ¢

- B R NRE eSS SN %]
“
E. C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Opea Day and Night
389 Burwell St. Phone 89871
SRR AT R SRR T

- Stained Glass

| MEMORIAL

. WINDOWS

'| CoLowiaL ArT GLass Co.

586 Bank St. Ottawa

Stained Glass
Memorial Windows

We make a specialty of Catholic
Church Windows.

| B. Leonard °#*'gieree que.

Casavant Freres

CHURCH LIMITER
Organ Builders

8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

Serre Limited

IMPORTERS

121 Rideau St., Ottawa, Canada

Church, School and
Qffice Supplies

SACRAMENTAL WINES

LONDON
OPTICAL CO

Have Your Eyes Examined

Dominion Bavings Bullding
Richmond 8t.

Phone 8180




