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KfflD HEARTS AUD CORONETS

CHAPTER, IV-Continued
oM Matthew to fell you all about 
the market value/ of each spot, you 
will doubtless see things with other 
eves than you do to-day. But the 
nde down the cek avenue to the pine 
lMds you must take with me and 
wSb none other.M Then looking at 
bar watch: “That will be In about 
an hour’s time, if you care to go to 
Ml** with me this delightful Sunday 
coming."

He laughed at her earnest face. 
tq certainly do, if you will allow 

mb to accompany you. If not, 1 
mist find my way alone. But 1 be
lieve 1 came up by way of the 
avenue when I reached here yester
day,”

“Only part of it. You cut across 
into it from the iorks-no, Indeed 
vos haven’t seen it all. 1 heard 
Wills talk about your coming- at 
vour very first appearance, even, you 
mortally oliended the traditions of 
the house.”

“And how?” he asked.
. »<jjy showing yourself—and you one 
of us—at our doors in a hired con
veyance, with three carriages in the 
Lindsay stables and twelve ol the
finest horses---- " .. .. .

“You forget—they were in the Lind
say stables,” he answered, lightly, 
responding to her mood. "And as 
such were of little use to me."

“Which, of course, was your own 
fault ” She called his attention to' 
the chestnut walk, but did not offer 
to go there, and then they stepped 
up on the big stone piazza-fully 
thirty feet wide—comfortably snel- 
tered from the sun. In the great 
hall-way there were two broad fire
places, with an exquisitely-carved 
gallery running around its four sides 
from the first landing. Wonderful 
pictures hung upon the walls—pic
tures worth a ransom. The rooms, 
of majestic proportions, were wains
coted in oak, the furniture of mas
sive mahogany seemed fit for the 
great apartments that made its set
ting. With the influx of wealth to 
the Lindsay coders strenuous efforts 
had been made to restore the old 
home to what it had been before 
years of poverty made it shabby. The 
furniture, built for the use of ages, 
had needed but little attention, 
though the renovation of the Lind
say tapestries cost a small fortune.

“Let us go to the picture gallery,” 
she said. “It is Uncle Eric's hobby. 
He will forgive me much if I show 
vou that in all its glory. And, real
ly, it is wonderful.”

Hugh had to confess it was The 
ceiling was of rare wood, and the 
walls were covered with paintings 
that, to the young man’s dazzled 
sight, were riches indeed. On the 
north side were hung the family por
traits. Hugh, with quick-pulsing 
heart, stood looking, for the first 
time, at the men of his loyal line.

“This is Gerard Lindsay,” he cried 
pointing to the portrait of one tall, 
noble-looking man, dressed in courtly 
fashion. “Many times have we 
children wept over his tragic ending. 
And there is Earl Stanislas, who 
fought at Crecy and died there, and 
was found standing dead with the 
English banner in his hand. And Sir 
Peter---- ”

“Am I showing you this gallery, 
or are you showing it to me?” ask
ed Gertrude, with mock anger, and 
Hugh subsided, somewhat surprised 
at his own emotion. He walked 
more sedately down the line then, un
til he came to the immediate family. 
He was delighted when he recognized 
his father in the rosy-cheeked little 
lad leaning against his own father's 
knee. He stood looking at it, a 
great tenderness filling his heart.

“That is Agatha," he said, point
ing to the pretty woman who sat 
beside her husband. “My sister, 
you know. Father named her for 
his mother—and she is exactly like 
that picture—excepting that she is 
a few years younger, and the clothes, 
of course, are different.”

“Agatha!” said Gertrude. “I love 
that name—it makes me think of 
peaceful, happy things. Is your sis
ter happy?” _

“We are all happy at Westport, 
answered Hugh, smiling. “This is 
Mrs. Lindsay? The years have 
dealt lightly with her, haven’t they?”

He admired the good-looking young 
woman in her stiff silk gown—then 
his eyes strayed to a picture stand
ing rif^it below hers.

“And this?” he asked, stepping 
liackiào see it better. . Then an invo
luntary exclamation of astonishment 
burst from him. “What a face 
what a splendid face!"

“I am glad Unçle Erie is not with 
us.” said Gertrude. “This is Laur
ence’s picture. It is in banishment- 
we keep it in the alcove there. Yet 
every time you come into the gallery 
you can find this picture standing in 
this position, as if waiting to be 
hung.”

“Let me look at it," he said, 
quickly.

“But if Uncle Eric comes----
“I will take the blame,” he an

swered, putting out his hand to stop 
herVas she made a movement as if 
to take it away. A master hand 
had painted the wonderful face that 
looked out at him now from the great 
gold frame. It was that of a young 
man—not more than twentv-one—and 
of striking beauty. The hair was 
black as a raven’s wing, waved care
lessly from a broad, white forr- 
ncàd. The eyes were dark alsj>, 
soft as velvet, with a glint as of 
Are in their liquid depths The 
mouth was well curved and wonder
fully sweet. Those dark eves seem
ed to hypnotize Hugh as he stood 
there, so that he felt he could not 
Midge this face impartially, because of 
its great beautv. He knew there 
was something lacking in t-hat coun
tenance—but what it was he could 
not tell, nor, standing thus before It, 
could he analyze. There was a 
brooding \ expression — a passionate 
fire that the artist had caught and 
transferred to the canvas. Gertrude 
•waited patiently while he looked at 
U. But at last he became so ab
sorbed that she put her hand upon 
hie arm, and gave him a little 
sh»ke. , „ .

“Do not let it faeclnate von,” she 
said, breaking in uphn hie wveile.

“It Is a wonderful face, I know, 
but1 ■ ”

She went to it, took it up careful
ly, and carried it to the alcove at 
the ead of the hail. Here she turn
ed it face inward, and coming out, 
drew the curtains, so that it was al
together hidden.

“A useless thing to do,” she said. 
“Uncle Eric spends hours in this 
gallery some days—and every single 
time he comes that picture is where 
we have just seen it. He raves and 
scolds and storms and threatens, but 
he can't And the guilty one ”

“But who is it—who Is it?”
“Who? Why, that is Laurence — 

Uncle's heir before he took Harry. 
.Somebody in the bouse still loves 
him well enough to risk doing this 
thing. We imagine it must be one 
the old servants. I might be ac
cused of it,” she said, lifting her 
brows archly, “and, in fact, was — 
until I proved an alibi two or three 
times. They put me down for all 
tbe wicked things that happen—but 
not for this one."

“They do? I should not call ten
derness of heart wicked.”

Gertrude shrugged her shoulders. 
“Why does Uncle Eric keep the por

trait, since he hates him so?” went 
on Hugh.

‘‘The famous artist Iv—— painted 
K—it is one of our treasures. After
wards, when we are dead and gone, 
it will have honored place on these 
walls.”

“I suppose so. I do not know 
much about Laurence, but from what 
I have heard I think I am rather dis
appointed now. His face is hand
some, very. Was he really so hand
some?”

“I can scarcely remember. The pic
ture was painted eight years ago. 
Laurence must be about thirty by 
this time—and he left Lindsay when 
I was only a child—he has been gone 
fully five years. We are uot per
mitted to talk of him."

“He is better forgotten."
“You are unmerciful, Cousin Hugh.” 
“I cannot forgive ingratitude.” 
“Indeed? We know what we are— 

we know not what we may be.”
Again a thrill of surprise went 

through him. He gave her a quick 
glance. t

“I have a weakness for Laurence. 
He had an artist’s eye, and he was 
an artist, too, in his way. In fact 
it was from some of his old scrib- 
blings that I first learned to appreci
ate the beauties of Lindsay Manor. 
He loved every .inch of this place, 
and wherever he is to-day he still 
loves it with all his soul.”

“Has his face nothing to do with 
your liking?” he asked, teasingly. 
“Surely such a face as that is en
ough to win any maiden’s heart.”

“I have none,” she returned short
ly, and so coldly that he felt he had' 
oliended this changeable maiden of 
eighteen, half child, half Woman. 
“What do you think I shc/ild do 
with a heart here in Lindkay Man
or?”

“Surely, surely, if ever a heart was 
needed it is here in Lindsay Manor,” 
said Hugh, in as grave a tone as her 
own.

enjo>able while others eery you. 
What good would be this great es
tate, this wonderful manor, M there 
were no poor outside to look long
ingly over the fence and wish for
some of the beauties they can never
have? Ob, no. There la oely the
one reason why wealthy people sur
round themnelven with unneceuenrf 
luxuries, Cousin Hugh."

“Don't talk like that," said Hugh, 
slowly. “You are too young, too 
childieh, to be so cynical. Where 
have you learned it all?”

He spoke so gravely and so 
thoughtfully that seriousness crept 
into her mobile faoe, and stayed 
there, and sbe looked at him with 

I new ayes.
w “I am a child,” she said, crossiag 
her arms in a way he was to learn 
•was her habitual manner when talk
ing on any subject that interested her 
greatly. “It is my only relief — my 
childishness. In this great bouse I 
should go crazy If I did hot break 
loose on occasion and shock them 
with my vivacity. Mildred is so 
staidh so proud Aunt Estelle is al
ways tired. Uncle Eric is—well, 1 
like Uncle Eric the best of all, but he 
won't let me Hke him." She spoke 
despondently.

“L think he cares for you very 
much,1’ said Hugh. "I am a stran
ger here, so perhaps I notice things 
more quickly than another would.
I thought yesterday, when Uncle Eric 
looked at you---- ”

“He is always reproving me," she 
burst out, passionately. “Always, 
either he or Aunt Estelle. And Mil
dred—well, Mildred is small comfort 
as a companion. You can walk with 
her ten miles and she wouldn’t open 
her lips to you unless you spoke 
first."

“Why not go away for a while?” he 
asked. gently.

“Where?” she queried, in a moody 
voice. I have no one to go to—no 
one. I am all alone in the world. 
Uncle Eric is my guardian.”
“Make the best of things, then,” 

said the young man. He was not 
surprised at the personal tone into 
which they bad fallen. Somehow it 
would have seemed odd had Gertrude 
Waring stood on ceremony. “We all 
have to give up things more or less 
in this world,” he went on. "I, too 
have had my dreams. I wanted to 
be a famous artist and fate has made 
me a clerk.”

“A clerk!” She looked at him 
quicklyv “Uncle Eric told us you 
were a lawyer."

“I am not." he answered. “I am 
confidential man to a firm of real 
estate brokers. It is only clerking 
on a hi * 
is not choice—it
me. There is a dear mother, my 
two sisters, and my boy brother, all 
as happy, in their own little home 
as any people I have ever met—hap
pier than most. While I can do it, 
they shall be provided for. I have 
neither time nor inclination for stu-

3*

That Dollar of Tours
Is mat very much by itself, but 
fifty of them, that is, less than one 
dollar a week, would pay for a 
policy of endowment insurance for
•l,000.00

Then—If you (lied during the 
next twenty years, yvur benefi
ciary would receive gl.ooo.up.
Or—If you lived, you Mould re
ceive ♦ l,uuo.ou|ro*ieE, Wtud|, 
together with the pccHmeatSl 
surplus would make ■ total re- 

* turn largely in excess of all 
premium-, j«»i<l.

An endow meut |>o]icy makes an ex
cellent investment for small sav
ings, and you will never have a 
better time to secure one thau now- 
The okler you get the greater the 
premium I^et us have an oppor
tunity of talking the matter over 
with you. ' ■ » * ' - __;

lie theWestern
ASSURANCE. 

-TT“ JÎOMRANÏ
FIREand MARINE

READ OFFICE JOMMTO, ONT.
CAPITAL S2.0M.OOO

tSMti       « U4S.0

J
S'»»1

AMIS B. DAY

•eceeaor to 

A «OU» à UAL LON 

BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR
WM voewnty caamnrr* W Co, 

Adelaide »od Victoria street*. Toronto
Telephone Mein iMS.

ORAJLN * SLATTERY $
* * hAnn«T«»a. soucitoer

^ kota area. ate.
AAefeally. OMce* : Co0*11 Life

Ww' Toronto, Ont.
£ Residence, *____,

DIRECTORS

GEO A. COX,
flOIMIT

HI

J.1. KEXKT.
Vko-Pum 
Ma* *oi*i.

SHÊF
C. C. Brer sa, aeneeUr).

T ATCHFORD, McDOUGALL à DALY 
TTTIiuSu ^ BARRI ST eaa AND solicitors.

Supreme Conn red Parliamentary Agent*. 
OTTAWA, ONT.

r. a. Latch ford K.C. J. Lore McOongaU 
Edward J. Dslv.

A. LEE & SON,
14 VICTORIA STREET.

Phone: Office Main 592 A Main 
Phone: Residence Park 117

SON

LEE & O’DONOGHUB
barristers, solicitors.

NOTARIES. Etc
Dioeen Bldg., Yonge and Tempers nee 

Toronto, Ont. ORcno—BoRon. Ont. 
Phone Main ij»j Rea. Phone Mein *073

W T J. Lee, B C L. John G. OHonoghue LL B

ht*

North American Life
Aî Su ran ce Company

Nome Office
J. LI

Toroeto, Oat.
WOE,------------- Pwodenl

L OOLDMAX, Al.A.P.C^.,
Managing Director

LL. B ,
Secretary

W.B. Taïlor, B.A.,

be a minute, and I couldn’t go to 
church in this one. It’s about half 
an hour's drive—oh, it will be just 
splendid not to have to go to church

The MANCHESTER FIRE 
Assurance Ce.

Heed O «ce—MANCHESTER, IN.
E. A MALLETT, Manager ead Secretary

Assets over «13,000,000

Canadian Branch Bead O «ce—TORONTO
JAM. BOOMER, Maeager.

1. D. RICHARDSON, Arm. Manager.

W. A. LEE A SON, General Agents
Phone M. 592 A M. 5098 14 Victoria 

St. Toronto.
Residence Phone Park 647

VI cBRADY & O’CONNOR 
1 «ARRISTBRA.'.SOLICITONS,

notaries. Etc.

•zpygSUSS***
swaams.

here,
«"ather Dering—he 

he is such a preach-

Wait qptil you see the funny 
little place'1 And Father Demur—he 
is lost out
erf” v

She darted away from him, and he, 
walking the length of the terrace 
the front entrance, found himself at

. ------- „ . the appropriateness of his- appella-a higher scale. That kind of work 11 ion—for surely this was a very 
=- i8 necessity with April’s lady of, smiles and tears. Then 

raising his eyes, he saw that Mildred 
was watching him from the window 
of the long drawing-room. He bowed, 
and she returned his salutation with 
a cold nod It would have been ab
surd, perhaps, to think such a thing 
even to himself—but he felt that there dying law. All my precious leisure had been aversion, dislike akin to ha- 

moments are given to the art I love.” ired in her eves when he first en- 
“I wondered how you knew things countered their glance, 

so quickly upstairs—all the finer . . , .
points, 1 mean,” she said. “That CHAPTER V.
notion will not please Uncle Eric. !
Laurence—whom I do not think had A Heart’s Betrayal,
much talent for it, however—wanted ,
to he an artist, and Uncle Erie Monday found I'ncle Erie in one of 
wouldn't let him.” I his

“Why?”
“I don’t really know. The trouble 

is, you see, Uncle Eric is just about 1
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“Oh, of course, bestow^ it, give it, 
lavish it, waste it—and pick up the 
pieces then. A broken heart is small 
comfort. I have no desire to beat 
out my life against the iciness of my 
companions. Vgji! Let us change 
the subject. I am cold—the very 
thought chills me.”

Thev were silent after that. Hugh 
was sorry, but he knew not what to 
say. Stiil silent, they came down 
to the first floor again, and she led 
him into a wonderful conservatory, 
where the soft light coming through 
the leaded panes seemed to be tinted 
green, and the great fountain play
ing in the centre made the place as 
cool as it was delightful. And here 
Gertrude seemed to recover some of 
her sparkle, and to breathe more 
freely.

“I like you," she said, naively, 
looking up into his face with her 
young eyes. “You'll get tired hear
ing me say that, I suppose. But 
you are the only man I ever met who 
wasn't afraid to be honest. So if I 
speak freely to you, you mustn’t 
mind it. It’s because you are so 
different. I hate cowards?”

Her eyes flashed as she spoke. Then 
itist as suddenly the dimples showed 
themselves in her cheeks.

“Look about you, sir,” she said. 
“Look about you—or Aunt Estelle 
will say I have not done the manor 
justice. This is her one extrava
gance—and I know, at the bottom of 
her thrifty heart, she moans over ev
ery penny ft costs her. This is her 
pride, the joy of her heart, her 
childing. And if vou want to stand 
anywav high in her favor, you must 
praise it. And after that you must 
still praise it. And again you must 
praise it. It is well to have Aunt 
Estelle on your side." she added, a 
trifle maliciously. “She is not over- 
generous to those who do not please 
her.”

She wanted to see the Lindsay 
backbone stiffen, perhaps, for she was 
a tormenting little thing at times. 
Hugh turned his gaze on her. 'fCi 
seemed to pierce her with coldness, 
go through her, and beyond her. But 
he did not speak—and she, as if ut
terly unconscious of that gaze, still 
kept at his side, speaking easily and 
freely, pointing out the beauties of 
the nlaco to him. In a few moments 
he forgot she had annoyed him, in 
wonder at the quaintness of her re
marks, the quick repartee ever ready 
on the tip of her little tongue.

“There are things here at Lindsav 
people go miles out of their waR to 
see. And every once in a while some 
crazy collector wanders along and 
tries to huv this or that or the other 
thing. Sometimes it is a chipped 
nlat<\ or an old cMna cun, or a bit 
of decorat ion—or any old notion he 
gets into his head. It is too fun
ny."

Hugh smiled. —
"Uncle scarcely eniors that. I 

gué**,” he said. "I should not ima
gine I would care to have so many 
things that other people envied me 
the nossession of."

“From what part of the world do 
vou hail’" ihe Queried, with a 
smile. “You Northerners are of the 
commercial class—we take Hfe easier.

fifty years behind the times. He 
doesn’t want the future heir of this 
place to be anything but its master 
—that, and nothing more. He won't 
realize that the old-time 'traditions 
are fairy-tales to the rising genera
tion of to-dav."

Hugh gasped.
“You are certainly very frank,” he 

said.
“ Tis my privilege."
“I suppose occasionally you tell 

Uncle Eric that’”
“Indeed I do. I was the only one 

ever straight enough up and .down to 
to tell Uncle Eric what I thought of 
him until you came. You and I 
ought to form a pact between us— 
the truthteller league.”

“And a disagreeable pair we’d make 
of ourselves,” said Hugh. “I, if 1 
were in your place—because, really, I 
shall be here so short a while that 
it doesn’t matter—would try altoge
ther different tactics. Be kind and 
sweet and gentle towards him—I 
know you are that by disposition—”

“Affection cannot be commanded."
“It is the only thing you will never 

receive if you don’t return it," said 
Huer*', bluntly.

She looked at him curiously, open
ed her lips for the retort ever ready 
upon them, but no word came. Then 
she dabbled her tittle lingers in the 
water that filled the basin of the 
fountain.

“I am not—unhappy," she said in 
a low voice. “That is, not too un
happy. But I feel sometimes like a 
bird caged in *between iron bars, 
against which I beat in helpless 
longing for freedom. I wish, oh, I 
wish I could go away, far away, to 
some little teeny-weeny place.
I am tired of the bigness of every- 
thine. It seems to swallow me up.”

She shook the water from her fing
ers and turned towards the door that 
led out to the terrace at the hack of 
the house. Her child-eves sought 
the distant forest. When she raised 
them to his face again thev were 
brimming with tears.

“Better a hut with affection than a 
palace without it,” she said. “I want 
you to forget that I have betrayed 

morning. I am a fool-

wor«t tempers. His lawyer had 
1 arrived that morning, and there was 
nothing to he thought of but th^final 
settlement of the dead Harold Lind-

They were previously

myself this

per- 
crankv.

!*■■* iiiurnmg. I am a fc 
ish girl—but perhaps my heart is a 
little bit softer than usual—I am sor
ry for poor Harold. He—he wasn’t
good, I know,” she went on, “not 
according to what I think a man 
should be. He told me part of his 
worries, though I am so young, and 
he had reason for his recklessness—a 
reason no one here knows hut 1 my
self — not even Uncle Eric. Even 
when he felt the worst he Always had 
a pleasant, word for me—the others 
wouldn’t jest In a hundred years. 
Well, well," she sighed again, “ 
haps I'll get old. too, and 
and used to it."

He smiled at the lugubrious tone. 
“Sweet Lady April, smile •• 

the flowers.
With glowing faces 

showers."
he hummed, softly. And she smiled, 
too, and her eyes,sparkled.

“You mean me?” she said, “and 
you sing? I am so glad. Perhans 
rou dance’ Oh. do vou? I love 
dancing. We'll get Mildred to ♦>!**• 
for us—we’ll have a wonderful time 
Not yet, of course. But maybe — 
won. You won’t leave us rtrht

I away? Look, there is Wills at the 
door with the carriage. . Just wai*

I put on another hat—I won't

April, .smile, as do 

after cooling

say’s affairs. 1 ney were cr 
muddled—and, in addition, from pa
pers found among his effects, they dis
covered that he had been married— 
and that his wife was a country girl 
living in Kentboro.

This was the crowning blow. The 
old man had been deceived and out
raged. but this last discovery set- 

■tled the hot wrath that time might 
have a'ssuaged, out of very respect 
for the lead, into a cold, white tern- | 
per certain to endure, 
luncheon gloomy and 
was he to put faith in any of man
kind? Laurence, whom he had lov
ed from his very babyhood, had an
gered him mortally. Harold had 
been little liked, but with his more 
reserved, respectful manner, he at ■ 
least had thought him worthy Yet 
he had done acts befitting no Lind
say. He had said to Hugh onlv two 
days ago that no Lindsay could ever 
be a scoundrel. Now he was fain to 
confess that had his dead nephew 
borne any other name, scoundrel 
would have been the only term suffi
ciently expressive, judging him by the 
deeds he had done—spending money 
that was not his own—defrauding his 
uncle of all that he could lay his 
hands on—evading debts of honor — 
borrowing money right and left on 
his chances as Uncle Eric’s future 
heir—marrying in secret a low-born 
girl.

Ohv it was more than the old man 
could stand. In his rage he wished 
the dead nephew could come to life 
iust long enough to give him the sat
isfaction of telling him what he 
thought of him. But as such a mira
cle was not being performed—even to 
satisfy the wishes of a Lindsav— he 
sat at the lunch table in the griuno- 
iest of moods. He looked at Hugh, 
wondering grimly how much sincer
ity there had been in the declaration 
that had moved him so much. Won
dering if. after all. it was not a ruse 
to win the rich oW uncle’s favor. 
The dreadful ranker of suspicion, al
ways with him. had been eating at 
his heart this last five years, em
bittering his whole existence. Why 
should he believe this man any more 
than the others? What did he know 
of him. or concerning him’

"Gertrude was good enough to take 
me through the nicture gallerv yes
terday," said Hugh in his pleasant 
voice, and without pretending to see 
the darkness of the old man’s face— 
if. in fact, he noticed it at all. "This 
morning I found my way alone — I 
spent four or five hours there You 
have some beauties. Uncle Eric — 
hnt T think that Melssonler Is « for-
gerr.’'

Uncle Eric looked at him, too as
tonished to speak for a second.

“What!” he exploded then 11 Mv 
Moisson 1er a forcerv’ Whv, T naid 
ten thousand dollars for that in Paris 
eight years a col”

“Uan't help It. uncle,” laughed 
Hugh. "It would be worth three 
times t>»t if It were the real thing1 
—but I’m prettv positive it isn’t 
I’ve studied nictures a good bit all 
mv life, and It seems to me the hall
marks on this are lacking Come 
nn with me after lunch and I’ll ex- 
n|«U whet T know about ft."

"tf it Isn’t genuine. I’ll cut that 
rilllan Dories’ throat! He managed 
the sale, and If I get my Anvers on 
t-lm—oh, hang It, what a fool T am ! 
Yon don't knew anything about pic-
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Insurance Is force $5,170,816.30

PORBES ROOFING COMPANY— 
* Slate and Gravel Roofing; Establish
ed forty years. 153 Bay Street. 'Phone
Main 53.

j! LIFCORMACK
Men of character and ability 
to write Insurance can obtain 
with this Company an agency 
which will give ihem 
increasing income apply to

an ever

MERCHANT
TAILBR

<9

HEAD OFFICE. TORONTO
Hr sat at j EDWIN MARSHALL, Secretary, 
abstracted. I DAVID FASKEN, President.

A PRIVATE 
TRUSTEE

May become bankrupt, may be
come a default», may leave the 
couiitry, may become incapaci
tated through accident, illness, 
or mental derangement, and in 
the course of nature must some 
day die.

A Trusts Corporation
Has perpetual existence, never be 
comes insolvent, never changes 
its residence, keeps complete re 
cords ano accounts, and cannot 
►hirk anv of its responslbi itles.

thttoronto
GENERAL TRUSTS 

GORPORAIIOK
Paid-up Capital $1.000,000 
Reserve fund - $300,000

89 Yonge It, Toronto

ROYAL
INSURANCE GO.

OF EN6LAND

ASSETS $62,000,000 DOLLARS

B. CAIRNS
ThukraSiewsitMlaC.

RUBBER ETC. 

METAL STAMP*
Seels. Dies, Steneh

io King Street West
TORONTO. OB*

McCABC <2L CO.
UNDERTAKERS

T 222 Qaeei C. and 319 Qieea W.
TeL M. 8S3S TeL M. 14M

ROSAR

MILLARD

O. Mc. L. STINSON
Local Manager

WW. A. LEE A SON
GENERAL AGENTS

14 VIctnH^ Street, Toronto
Lhones Main 592 A Main 5098 

Residence Phone Park 667

MONUMENTS
Plant work sed beet dnlgne «I low
est price* Granite and Marble Mon
ument». We are the Largest Mai 
■lecturer* m the Dominion.

The Helntosh Granite* Marble Or
LIMITED, mg • Utt YONGE ST. 

(Terminal Yonge St Car Route.) 
Telephone North ti# TORONTO

80 Y CARS* e
KXSEBiSUfifi

Patents

>

Monkey Bread Seep cleans kitchen sue 
eils, steel, irrn acd tinware, knivea sad
forks, end ell kinds of cutlery. m

Hr wrinkled his brows and looked 
at his nephew with scornful eyee. His 
sudden anger, higvquick change of tone 
made the young man laugh heartily.

(To |#e continued. )


