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CHAPTER XVI

SHAUN OBJECTS TO DUBLIN
There was unusual excitement in 

Captain Crawford’s apartments ; 
that officer in expostulation, en
treaty, reprimand, reproach, men
ace, almost in a breath, and Tighea 
Vohr in whines, and wails, and 
supplications, and ludicrous apostro
phes,—the latter delivered in 
comical asides to imaginary listeners 
could all be heard distinctly in the 
passage leading to the rooms, and 
Captain Dennier, on his way thither 
paused in astonishment at the up
roar which greeted him. When he 
entered a curious sight presented 
itself. Tighe was on his knees, 
surrounded by hat boxes, opened 
valises—the contents of which were 
indiscriminately mingled with those 
of a dressing-case lying inverted 
near—numerous boots and shoes, a 
full military equipment, together 
with every possession, private and
Sirsonal, of the gallant captain.

e seemed to be endeavoring to 
arrange them as commodities are 
placed in a fair, and the captain, in 
despair as to how his packing should 
ever be done in time for his hasty 
departure, was striding up and 
down the room in anger, while at 
the same time he was forced to be 
amused at the comical appearance 
of his valet, and more than all, by 
the ludicrous obtervations of the 
latter. Tighe’s absurd remarks 
were intended to mollify the officer's 
temper, and to apologize for Tighe’s 
natural awkwardness and blunoers ; 
and they were so extremely 
ludicrous that the captain found it 
impossible to be seriously indignant.

“ Sur-» you told me to pack up," 
pursued Tighe, putting the box of 
blacking with ferocious haste into 
the dressing-case, and placing on 
top of it indiscriminately brushes, 
combs, collars and cuffs, all that he 
could crowd into the spaces without 
regard to adaptationor neatness; and 
as his master was at the further 
end of the room, the performance
Îiassed unobserved. “ An’ in Ire- 
and, here," he continued, working 

for dear life, “ we pack up be 
puttin’ iverything In the middle o’ 
the flure, jist to see what we’ve got, 
an’ afther that it's aisier to stow 
thim into the holes an’ corners, 
an’----- ”

He was interrupted by Captain 
Dennier’s entrance.

“What do you think of it?" 
asked Captain Crawford, coming to 
meet him, and pointing to Tighe, 
who pretended to be too busy even 
to lift his eyes to the new-comer. 
“That’s the way he is doing my 
packing," continued the officer, 

after leaving me in a pretty lurch 
beside ; what do you think—he 
positively refuses to come with me 
to Dublin, alleging that the climate 
wouldn’t agree with his dog!"

“ An’ it wouldn’t," spoke up 
Tighe from the depths of a valise ; 
“ Shaun’d be dead in a wake—the 
air’d be too sthrong for him."

“ 1 told you he was a specimen," 
laughed Captain Crawford, though 
he was really annoyed at Tighe’s 
djtermined refusal to accompany 
him ; “ and now I am in a pretty 
fix : I shall be obliged to take some 
raw recruit who will not know, the 
first thing about his duties, 6nd a 
fine mess I shall be in."

"How would this suit?" said 
Captain Dennier abruptly, as in 
that instant he conceived a plan 
for helping his friend,— "to 
exchange valets ?—mine under
stands his business perfectly, and 
will, I think, at my desire readily 
transfer his services to you for a 
while ; after, when you shall have 
been suited, he can return to me, 
and I shall try to provide another 
place for Tighe here."

“The very thing!" exclaimed 
Crawford ; “ how bright of you to 
think of it ; but are you sure that 
you will suffer no inconvenience by 
Tighe’s blunders?”

Tighe a Vohr ventured to look up ; 
a glance assured him that there 
was no danger of the recognition he 
feared, and growing bold from that 
fact, he rose, and stood with a 
half-confident, half-injured air 
before Captain Crawford : “ May I 
spake a word to yer honor ?"

" Considering that you have been 
speaking to me all the afternoon 
without soliciting permission, I do 
not see what is to hinder you now,” 
was the laughing reply.

“ Well, thin, Captain Crawford, 
afther sarvin’ you as faithful as 
mesel’ an’ Shaun done, I ax you if 
it’s fair or honorable to give me a 
character loike that? If I blun
dered, why didn’t you kape me 
blunderin’ to yersel’, for it was out 
o’ pure, good nature that I 
blundered. It’s a thrue sayin’ that 
there’s little gratitude in the 
world." He turned away as if he 
were too much hurt to say more.

It would hardly have been in 
human nature not to have laughed 
at Tighe a Vohr then—his appear
ance, his manner, his tone in which 
he had spoken, were all so irresist
ibly droll ; and even Captain 
Dennier, little inclined as he felt to 
mirth, joined in his friend’s 
spontaneous burst of merriment 
The latter said, as soon as his 
laughter ceased sufficiently to allow 
him voice :

' 1 y<
Tighe; you will fii 
master a very lenient one."

Tighe had resumed his packing. 
Both officers walked to a recess 
formed by one of the windows, and 
Captain Dennier began detailing in 
a very low voice the commission 
intrusted to him by Lord Heath-

“ It will not do jmu any harm, 
"nd your new

cote, and which he was to transfer
to Captain Crawford for final 
delivery in Dublin. Though Tighe 
strained his organa of hearing, he 
could only distinguish unconnected 
words ; he fancied he heard the 
name of Carter, and directly he saw 
Captain Dennier pass to the hand 
of his friend an envelope out of 
which the latter took a carefully 
folded paper. He opened and 
perused it, then replaced It in its 
cover. Tighe, with his wonted 
sharpness, made a shrewd and lucky 
guess as to what might be the 
contents of the document. “ Oh, 
all ye howly saints that's mintioned 
Ivery day in the calendar,” he 
mentally prayed, “ help me now— 
help me to get hould o’ that 
paper !"

The conference of the captains 
ended, Dennier left the apartment 
to send his own valet to facilitate 
Tighe’s awkward packing, and 
Crawford, divesting himself of his 
coat and boots, threw himself upon 
the bed for a brief slumber prepar 
atory to his sudden and un .vished- 
for journey. Tighe’s eyes grew in 
size and shone like stars. He had 
seen his master deposit the envelope 
containing the all-important paper 
in some pocket about him, but 
whether in the inner breast pocket 
of his coat, or a recess closer to his

irson, he was unaule to tell.
ith many a fervent mental prayer, 

and with noiseless motion, that he 
might not disturb the now soundly 
sleeping officer, he seized the coat 
and conveyed it to the inner room. 
He knew that he should recognize 
the envelope from its peculiarly 
shaded color, and there, as if the 
help he had invoked had indeed 
been afforded him, the first thing 
he drew out of the breast pocket 
was the identical envelope ; for
tunately it was still unsealed—he 
could substitute something for its 
contents which he was about to 
pilfer. Garfield’s letter to the 
Widow Moore was carefully placed 
in an inner pocket of his own ; he 
brought it forth ; it occupied paper 
enough to swell the envelope to the 
size it had been with Carter’s docu- 
ment within it, and disposing it in 
place of the article which he now 
abstracted, the envelope was 
restored to the pocket from which 
he had taken it, the coat returned 
to its former position, and Tighe 
himself bent once more to his pack
ing, chuckling as he thought how 
the government authorities, instead 
of receiving the valuable informa
tion they expected, would be in 
possession of his own ridiculous 
production to the Widow Moore. 
Still Tighe was troubled with mis
givings ; he wasn’t sure that it was 
the right paper, after all ; he was 
only depending on his own shrewd 
conjectures, and they might be 
wrong ; then, also, Captain Craw
ford might read the document 
again, and finding a love epistle 
where he had before perused valu
able information of the proposed 
Irish Republic, he would instantly 
guess the perpetrator of the theft ; 
and Tighe fairly trembled as he 
imagined the consequences. It was 
with many an anxious, though 
covert, glance that he watched the 
officer, when the latter, having 
arisen from his slumber, began 
hasty preparations for departure, 
and every resource which Tighe’s 
natural wit and humor suggested 
he unintermlttingly employed to 
divert his master from remember
ing the paper which had been given 
into his charge. But at the very 
moment of departure, when Tighe 
was shouldering a couple of valises, 
and Captain Dennier’s valet, now 
transferred to Captain Crawford, 
was bearing sundry small boxes to 
a vehicle in waiting below, the 
officer said suddenly :

"By Jove! I was forgetting: 
what did 1 do with that paper of 
Dennier’s?’’

The valises on Tighe’s shoulder 
required re-adjusting just then—it 
became necessary to remove them 
from their position, and to shake 
and smooth them out, after which 
the locks had to be long and care
fully tried, all of which maneuver
ing elicited no very gentle expres
sions from Captain Dennier’s valet, 
who was impatient to have the 
luggage on the vehicle.

"Be aisy, man," said Tighe a 
Vohr, assuming a careless, jovial 
air, though his heart was beating 
like a trip hammer. " Fair an’ 
smooth in a day niver lost yit, an’ 
there'll be toime when you’re in yer 
grave, an' the tip end o’ yer toes 
turned up to the roots o’ the daisies; 
arrah ! have patience!" as the 
English servant, now thoroughly 
provoked, tried to hurry matters by 
attempting to take one of the 
valises. “ Do you think that I’ll 
let the captain run the risk o’ 
havin’ his thraps spilled out on the 
sthreet afore his eyes, an’ nayther 
me nor Shaun thei;e to help him ?"

And Tighe, in his assumed inlig- 
nation, stood upright, and ventured 
to give a broad look at Captain 
Crawford

That gentleman had been search
ing his pockets in anxious and 
impatient haste ; but now, simul
taneously with Tighe’s look, he 
drew the envelope forth. Tighe 
shook so violently that he had to 
cover his agitation by exclaiming :

" Faith I think it’s a magrarn (a 
sort of ague) I’m gettin’ !”

Captain Crawford was turning 
over the envelope, reading the 
superscription,—which, had Tighe 
been able to read, would have 
satisfied his doubts at »nce—and 
soliloquizing: “Yes; that’s it." 
Then, without disturbing the con
tents, he sealed the envelope and 
put it carefully back in his breast 
pocket.

Tighe’s tnaffritm suddenly disap
peared, and extraordinary strength 
and energy returned to him ; he 
felt as if he could have carried the 
barracks on bis back, so relieved 
and so buoyant were his spirits ; 
and it was with the very heartiest 
of adieus, not however, without a 
dash of pathetic humor, that he, 
attended by Shaun, saw the officer 
finally depart.

CHAPTER XVII
TIGHE A VOHr’s MOUTH-PIECE

Rat-tat-tet-tat ! It was a knock 
so loud, and so prolonged, and made 
with such a peculiar tattoo on the 
door, that Moira Moynahan paused 
in her work of sweeping the kitchen 
floor in no little consternation ; then, 
chiding herself for her cowardice, 
she went, broom in hand, to admit 
the applicant. Tighe a Vohr with 
Shaun at hie heels stood before her, 
but he lookeil so unlike himself in 
his servant dress that even while 
she gave a little scream of delight, 
her look expressed surprise, and 
some alarm, at his changed appear
ance.

" Don’t moind ; I’ll explain it all 
to yer sathisfaction," he said, with 
an air of apology and a rueful look 
at himself, as he entered the house, 
Shaun closely following him. "But 
first tell me how you are,”—extend
ing his hand, and looking as if he 
would like to accompany his inquiry 
by a more endearing token of his 
regard.

The proffered member was re
fused, and Moira, drawing back 
from him, put her apron to her 
face, and began to rock her body to 
and fro like one in violent grief. 
Tighe seemed speechless with 
astonishment ; he rolled his eyes, 
scratched his head, looked at iShaun 
iwho appeared to be as puzzled as 
his master,) and at last, as if he 
must take some desperate measure, 
he approached Moira and attempted 
to pull the apron from her face. 
She only held it the closer, and 
seemed to be crying the more 
violently.

“ In the name o’ common Slnse, 
Moira, what is the rayson o’ all 
this ? if it’s mad wid me you are 
for stayin' away so long, why have 
it out at once, but don’t be actin’ 
in that outlandish fashion."

She diopped her apron ; to Tighe’s 
renewed surprise not a trace of a 
tear was to be seen ; then she put her 
finger on her lip and shook her head 
in a most woe-begone way.

“ What is the matther ?" broke 
out Tighe, fast losing his temper.

Still her finger pressed to her 
lips and her sorrowful shake of the 
head was his only answer.

“ Well, may I niver, if it isn’t 
enough to make a saint swear ; here 
am I goin’ through thick an’ thin to 
prove me affection for you, sufferin’ 
mesel’ to be dressed up till there 
isn't a kangaroo in Austhralia but’d 
be ashamed o’ me for company, an’ 
• his is the thratement I recave. 
Moira Moynahan, you’re loike the 
rest o’ yer sex, a purty decavin’ 
female that has no mortal aim in 
life but to desthroy the hopes 
an’ the hearts o’ the innocent, 
unsuspectin’ male ginder. Come, 
Shaun," looking ruefully at the 
dog, “ we’ll take lave o’ a place 
where there’s no welcome for us.”

Moira sprung after the animal, 
throwing herself on her knees be
side it, and clasping her arms 
around its neck.

" Tell him, Shaun, that I can’t 
speak to him ; I’m forbidden by 
uncle to receive any attentions from 
him because uncle says he drinks, 
and he wouldn’t make me a good 
husband ; but oh, tell him, Shaun, 
that I love him just the same."

" Whew !" prolonged and shrill, 
came from Tighe's lips, an ejacula
tion by which he intended to express 
how clearly he now understood the 
matter. Then he called the dog to 
him, and throwing himself beside it 
in precisely the same manner as 
Moira had done, he said :

“An’ tell her, Shaun, that me 
love for her’ll niver die—it’s 
burnin’ly on the increase ivery 
minute ; tell her I’ve her kapsake 
yet,”—releasing his grasp of the 
dog for a moment to take his 
caubeen from the chair on which it 
rested, and to point triumphantly 
to the now somewhat ragged, as 
well as faded, bow at the side. 
“Tell her,"—putting the hat down, 
and resuming his embrace of Shaun, 
—"that I manfully resisted ivery 
attempt to put another caubeen on 
me head, an’ tell her I’ll continue 
to resist till her own fair fingers 
will give me a betther remimbrance. 
Tell her all that, Shaun, an’ tell 
her that while there’s life their’s 
hi pis, an’ that Father Meagher’ll be 
brought round yet."

He turned the dog about so that 
it faced Moira, and the latter call
ing him, he walked leisurely to her, 
his head down, and his tail between 
his legs, as if his canine dignity 
was suffering from the undignified 
task which he was compelled to 
perform.

"Tell him, Shaun," answered 
Moira, squeezing the dog very 
tight, "that we were expecting and 
expecting him to come with news of 
Mr. O'Donoghue, and that when he 
he didn’t come and Father Meagher 
found out they had taken Mr. 
O’Donoghue to prison, the young 
ladies got wild with grief ; they 
would see him somehow, or failing 
that, they'd comfort themselves by 
looking at his prison ; so this very 
morning Miss McCarthy and Miss 
O’Donoghue started with uncle for 
Tralee.”

Tighe jumped erect, forgetting; 
in his surprise at the news that it 
was to Shaun he must speak ; he 
addressed himself directly to 
Moira.
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“Thin I must be off instantly, an’

thry to overtake thim, it’s little use 
I’m afeerd their journey will be— 
the masther is too sthrictly 
guarded. I've been all this toime 
thryin’ to make me way to him, an’
I haven’t laid eyes on him yet. 1 
have only been able to foind out 
whereabouts in the jail he is ; but,
plaze goodness -----  ” he was
approaching Moira and talking 
eagerly to her, while she bowed her 
face on the dog, and spoke from the 
depths of his hairy neck :

“Oh, Shaun, why don’t he speak 
-to you, and not be trying to lead me 
into temptation this way ? he knows 
I mustn’t say a word to him."

Tighe stopped short, impatient 
and annoyed.

"It’s aisy seein’ yer uncle was 
nizer in love, Moira, or he’d not be 
subjectin' us to sich cruelty as 
this." He whistled to Shaun. "Tell 
her, Shaun, that I have a docymint 
here that ould Morty Carther 
intinded to bethray the masther 
wid, as well as iver so many more o’ 
the boys, an’ as she has the book 
larnin,’ she'll read it for you, 
Shaun, an’ I’ll listen."

He put the paper in the dog’s 
mouth, and signaled him to take it 
to Moira. Encircling the animal 
with her arm, she held the paper 
before him, and read with little 
difficulty all the criminating 
evidence which it contained, her 
cheek flushing and her bosom 
swelling, as she realized the dread
ful consequences which possession 
of that paper by the English govern
ment would bring to the devoted 
fellows whose names it contained.

" “Tatther an’ ages, but that’d be 
a clincher for the ould scoundrel, 
Morty Carther !" ejaculated Tighe.

The interview was ended at last 
by mutual protestations of undying 
love, all told to the dog, and by 
embraces of the latter, from which 
the puzzled animal, who had never 
before been the object of such 
ardent attention, was evidently 
glad to be free. Out on the road, 
he recovered his spirits, frisking by 
Tighe's side, and barking with 
delight at the very birds soared far 
above him.

“Whisht ! for an unmannerly 
dog !" rebuked Tighe ; “it’s heavy- 
hearted you ought to be, an’ not 
carryin’ on in that loight fashion, 
whin the masther’s shut up widin 
four bare walls an’ debarred from a 
soight o’ thim he loves!"

But Shaun seemed to know that 
the reprimand was given more as a 
vent to Tighe’s own troubled feel
ings than as a positive injunction 
which must be obeyed, and he con
tinued his sportive movements till 
an obliging carman gave hie 
master and himself a lengthy 
lift to Tralee.

Tighe’s first anxiety was to find 
his friends who had started that 
morning from Dhrommacohol. He 
judged that they would sojourn at 
some hotel in the town, and to one 
of the best of these he hastened. 
The bar was surrounded by a group 
of idlers, amid the latter a good 
sprinkling of redcoats. All seemed 
to be on fraternal terms, from the 
well-to-do farmer, flush with the 
success of a recent sale, hobnobbing 
over a social glass with a roystering 
townsman, to the reduced Irish 
gentleman holding animated parley 
with one of the officers. Tighe 
assumed his leisurely, half-fool’s 
manner ; too wary to make open 
inquiry for recent arrivals, he 
hoped to gain his information by 
his usual shrewdness. A group 
composed of sporting men and 
officers were discussing some 
subject of the turf with loud 
animation. Suddenly one of the 
latter said :

"I tell you, Garfield is in sorry 
plight."

The name made Tighe pause in 
his apparently aimless saunter.

" fie shouldn't have been so
d----- d quick," was the response
from one of the sporting men. "He 
wouldn’t listen to a friend’s hint, 
or he might have been saved his 
money and his honor."

"Well, he hasn’t lost them yet," 
said the first speaker.

“ No ; but they are as good as 
lost ; the horse that he bet on has 
become disabled, and the rider that 
he engaged has been bought up by 
the other side."

" But he can enter new stakes."
"Too late ; there isn’t a horse in 

the county fit to use beside those 
already in the lists, and as for a 
rider, where would he look for one 
now ?"

“ How much has he bet ?”
“A hundred or so, himself; but 

many of his friends are on his 
book."

" Steep for Garfield !"
" Yes ; he wouldn't have entered 

so strongly but that that handsome 
widow’s brother was to the fore, 
and I fancy Garfield wanted to 
display a little."

" What ! the Widow Moore’s 
sporting brother, Jack ?"

" Yes ; the same ; and a scape
grace he is."

“ Never a better ; and he is going 
to ride Jim Lane’s brown mare ; as 
they were made, they were 
matched, for a greater pair of 
heltering, skeltering vagabonds 
never existed than himself and the 
divil of a mare."

TO BE CONTINUED

Parents who treat their children 
as princes of the blood royal, will 
be treated by them in after-life as 
subjects and servants.

If we practically believed in the 
presence of our Guardian Angel 
there would be more ladies and 
gentlemen in the world.
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MOTHER HEART
Jim Morrissey settled his lean 

sinewy length into the near- 
mahogany arm-chair In Mrs. Din- 
el li s front parlor and looked 
searchingly into the face before, 
him.

It was a study well worth while. 
Ruth O’Neil had the same sea-blue 
eyes, milk-white skin, and dusky 
hair that had been the pride of her 
mother’s mother, the first Ruth, 
when she came to America sixty 
years before.

Those blue eyes that sparkled so 
often with merriment, that misted 
sometimes with tenderness, tonight 
were dark pools of troubled 
thought.

Twice she had started to speak 
and twice she had checked herself 
abruptly. Presently Jim Morrissey 
laid his hand upon the little white 
one that clutched the arm of the 
rocker, and asked.

“ What is it, dear ?"
With a quick effort at self- 

control, Ruth answered rather 
breathlessly.

“ I signed my ontract today.”
The man settled back into his 

chair again and looked at the girl 
in bewilderment.

" I can hardly believe you. Is it 
possible, Ruth, that you expect to 
go on teaching ?”

She nodded, not trusting herself 
to speak.

“ 1 know it’s a common practice 
for girls to keep on working after 
they have married. But FII say 
I'm unalterably opposed toit. And 
Ruth, dear,” he added with a 
sudden little rush of tenderness, 
" I wouldn’t have asked you to be 
my wife, you know, if I couldn’t 
take care of you."

He stopped there, expecting her 
to make the next move.

Ruth raised her head in a quick 
little movement of distress.

" I know, Jim."
“ Then why is my sweetheart 

harboring such a notion ?"
Ruth did not answer, and Jim 

again drew her hand into his. It 
was cold and trembling. He caught 
the other and covered them both in 
his big, warm grasp.

Ruth rose quickly, freeing herself, 
and said quite unexpectedly :

"Jim, do you realize that 
have never taken me to see 
mother?"

Morrissey looked up at her 
amusement.

“ Now, if that’s worrying you, 
honey, forget it. I’ve the finest 
little mother in the world. You'll 
love her."

" But how do you know she will 
like me ?"

“Like you? Of course she will! 
Aren’t you going to be my wife ? 
Do you think that little mother 
could resist her son’s choice ? Why, 
she will welcome you with open 
arms.”

“ I think you might at least have 
given her an opportunity to form an 
opinion," Ruth spoke with a sudden 
flash.

Jim Morrissey rose from his chair 
and went to her side. He put 
strong arm around her shoulders 
and with his other hand turned her 
face toward him.

“Listen, honey. Of course I’m 
going to take you to see my mother 
at the earliest opportunity. But 
there isn't the faintest shadow of a 
doubt in my mind that you and my 
mother will love each other. Now 
tell me, dear, have I done anything 
to hurt you?"

Ruth shook her head slowly, her 
eyes blinded with tears.

" Then let’s forget it. Come and 
sit down and let’s talk 
wedding plans."

She dried her eyes on her wisp of 
a handkerchief, and then spoke, 
quite clearly and calmly, but with 
infinite sorrow.

“ There aren’t any plans to talk 
about, Jim. I told you I signed my 
contract."

For the space of perhaps five 
seconds Jim Morrissey looked into 
her eyes. Then he slowly dropped 
his arm and returned to the chair. 
His face had turned a sickly white. 
He sat down heavily and spoke in a 
rather thick voice.

" Please explain, Ruth."
“ I will.” She sat down again, 

facing him. Then she added rather 
lamely.

“ I’d rather teach school.’’
"The man laughed harshly.
“ Well, if an underpaid, overtime 

job appears to you more----- ”
" Maybe I am a member of the 

poorest paid, least appreciated 
profession in the; world—but one. 
But as a school teacher 1 am at 
least an entity. I do draw a salary, 
I do receive somz appreciation. 
The one profession worse than mine, 
with no pay, and no appreciation, 
is that of wifehood and mother
hood.”

An exclamation from Jim Morris
sey’s lips.

“ Do you call yourself a Catholic 
girl or not?"

" I do,” answered Ruth stonily. 
“ I perceive my responsibility. I 
have had lots of opportunity to 
observe Catholic homes and others.
I find the same condition every
where. The self-sacrificing mother, 
unappreciated, is drudging her. life 
away. If she is old enough she has 
usually ceased to expect considera
tion.”

A look of relief had crossed the 
man’s face. He returned to his 
patient, argumentative manner.

" Ruth, dear, here in this foreign 
district you have been observing 
the Old World attitude toward

You have let those people 
of life.

women.
influence your viewpoint 01 
What you’ve got to remember is 
that this is America, where woman-
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LIFE BURDENED 
BÏ DYSPEPSIA

Health and Happiness Came 
With “Fruit-a-tives”

Made From Fruit Juices and Tonics
“Fruit-a-tives”, the wonderful 

>medicine made from the juices of 
apples, oranges, figs and prunes, is 
one of the greatest means of doing 
good that this country of ours has 
ever known.

‘‘ Fruit-a-tives99 is bringing health 
to hundreds and hundreds of people 
who sutler with chronicConstipation. 
Biliousness and Dyspepsia.

Mr. Frank Hall of Wyevale, Ont., 
says, “I purchased a box of “Fruit-a- 
lives ’’ and began the treatment. My 
condition improved immediately. 
The dyspepsia ceased to be the burden 
of my life as it had been, and I was 
freed of Constipat ion ”.

50c. a box, 6 for $2 50, trial size 25a. 
At dealers or sent by Fruit-a-tivas 
Limited, Ottawa, Ont.
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PEDLAR’S
METAL

CEILINGS
YOU nan attach Ped

lar’s Metal Ceilings
to old walls or new, and in 
rither case you have a beau
tiful, durable, sanitary and 
fireproof interior finish. Ideal 
for houses, churches, schools, 
lodrc rooms, theatres, res
taurants, offices, etc.

WRITE FOIl CATALOG L. C.

The PEDLAR PEOPLE Limited
Established 1861

Oshawa - - Ontario
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F. E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN 

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

Eyes Examined »nd Glass Eyes Fitted

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BAKHISTKRti.BOLICITORti, NOTAHIKS.Eto
A. K. Knox 
K. L Middleton T. Ix>uls Monahan 

George Keogh 
Cable Address : “Foy”
Telephone, { J£}S 

Offices : Continental Life Building 
OORNKK BAY AND ltICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
BARRISTERS

» Adelaide 8L West 
TORONTO, CANADA

James E. Day 
John M. Ferguson 
Joseph P. Walsh
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tells why.

» to Clncinn.tl Sell Foundrv Co™ Ctnolnneti. Oh

Casavanl Frcres
CHURCH «-IMITEE

Organ Builders
ST HYACINTHE QUEBEC

LUNNEYG LANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOUCI TORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Lummy, K.G., B.A., B.C.L., 
Alphonsus Lan nan, LL. B.

CALGARY. ALBERTA.

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER. SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
CONVEYANCER

Money to Loan Telei hone 1081
HERALD BLDG. ROOM 24

GUELPH, ONy

Reddence Park 1305. Cable Addiow 'Ioedon." 
" 2580W

11 HlllcreHt 1097 
“ Park 4624W Main 1583

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solloltora, Notarise, Eto.

W.u. Lee. B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, K.C. 
Huth Harkins R. O. O’Donoghue

Office* 241-212 Confederation Life Chambers 
S. W. Corner Queen and Victoria tit*. 

TORONTO. CANADA

V. T. FOLEY
BARRISTER - AT - LAW 

HURON AND ERIE BUILDING 
CHATHAM, ONT.

DENTAL

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

85 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE. ONT.

PHONE 176

ARCHITECTS

WA'ÇT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers 

LONDON ONT.

Members Ontario Association of Architect

Millson, Burgess & Bazelgrovc
REGISTERED ARCHITECTS 

209 Sparks St.
OTTAWA, ONr 

Specialists in Ecclesiastical and Institution! 
Construction.

EDUCATIONAL

Stained Glass
Memorial Windows

We make a specialty of Catholic 
Church Windows.

Be ■ 5351 John 8t.■ Leonard Quebec. Que.
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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 Edmanaon, Bates & Co., 
Limited, Toronto.
Newfoundland Representative i 

Doyle, St. Johns.
Gerald 8.

St. Jerome’s College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ON

Business College Department.
High School or Ao&deimo Department. 
College and Philosophical Department. 
Address :
REV. W. A. BENINGKR. O. R.. President

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertaken! & Embalmere 
Open Night and Day

Telephone—Heme 373. Factory 643 I

1 E. C. Killingsworth |

1
 FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night

389 Burwell St. Rhone 3971 j
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MCMOM CHURCH «IMS

| ( ret ufetf in Our Own Studios | 
Gtnliminl Art Oîlass Gin.

L- »»» OAHU OTTAWA. ONT.


