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fihat shook him when he thought

MBRELLA

nes might have arranged them-
petter if Sabina Murphy's fa-
had been less anxious for  his
ter's union ‘with  Cornelius
ovan; il Cornelius’ mother had
| less wistful whenevlr she saw
coung couple- together. Sabina's
[ oined Corney’s, Both farms
much of a size and in the pink
wition. They were unimportant
separately, joined together

vone could look for a prettier farm,
. people were as fond of the land
the '30's in lreland as they are to-

ml)m the resolute intention of rela-
tives and friends to force the young
people together only succeeded in de-
weating it8 own ends. Sibbie, as all
he world called her, was something
i a spoiled child—a beauty, an heir-
ess, her father's darling. She had only
1o send a glance from under her long
black eyclashes at any swain of them
.11 to bring him to her side.

Corney, on the other hand, was,
from his own point of view, nothing

2t all of a match for her. He had
he soft, rugged, mnelancholy looks
which often belong to the Celt and

are as appealing to thu sensitive as
he sadness of animals. An artist
would have found Corney beautiful.
7o his own class he made no appeal
at all. He was heavy, clumsy, dark,
his features shapeless, his limbs cast
in a great mould that he carried un-
sracefully. Whereas Sibbie—Sibbie
had a Japanese daintiness of aspect,
though they knew nothing of Japan
in Corrieglen. Her smooth hair was
ike black satin, her black eyebrows
were exquisitely  arched over long
eyes, she was milk-white of skin and
had delicate, disdainful red lips.

No one person in the world suspect-
ed that Sibbie had sometimes said to
herself, in the seclusion of her own
pretty room, ‘‘Why is he such an
madhaun?’’ stamping her foot an-
rily at the same time; nor if they
had, would they have suspected any

onnection between the speech and
Corney O'Donovan. »
When Terence Murphy in his last

llness spoke of the wish of his heart

1o Sibbie, she leaned over him and
moothed his pillow tenderly.
“He's a great old omadhaun,”” she

aid, “and he will never ask me.”

“Is that how it is!" answered Sib-
hie. nodding her head emphatically.
“'Tis surprising, thke foolishness of
people and things,” said Terence. And
that night he died-in his sleep, so
that Sibbie's secret died with him.
The next to go was Peggy O'Dono-
van, a kind, hard-working woman for
whom the neighbors had nothing but
good words, when she went.

“1 wish I could have seen you set-
tled, Corney,” she said, wistfully.
“Sure, 1 never had eyes but for the
one girl,” Corney answered, ‘‘and she
won’t look at me.”

“Are you sure, Corney?”

“Sure? It's too sure I am.”
“Whether she doesn't know what's
zood. A better son never walked the
world, and a good son makes a good
hushand. 'Tis her loss, Corney.”
“Maybe; I know it's mine.’,

“I've longed this many a day for

your children on my knee. I'll never
e their faces now.” _
“1 wouldn't want children = unless

they were hers and mine,”’ he said.

‘And if she holds out against me to
the end, T think 'tis an old bhachelor
I'll be dying, like my Uncle Peter.”

“She bids fair to be an old maid
herself, the way she’s letting a1l the
hovs go by her,” said the mother,
vith a little bitterness.

Corney looked at her in amazement.

“Is it she an old maid,’’ he asked,
‘that could have any boy in the

untry, from old James Fogarty,
hat's worth ten thousand pounds if

s worth a penny, down to Lanty
Whelan, that hasn't got two pennies
o call his own nor the first hair on
is chin? Sure, why_ would she be an
old maid?”

[1is eves kindled in sudden violence,
but he curbed himseli. He wasn’t go
ing 1o distress the old dying mother
with a revelation of the depths of his
wpeless love and ‘the fury of jealousy

of
another man winning Sibbie \
But the mother had comfort. Old
B ather Bannon, of Newtowncross,
Wwho had a great and deserved reputa
ion for sanctity which extended —as
ar as Dublin itself, knew her desires
ind assured her at the last that he
believed they would be satisfied. Per-
aps he knew something, perhaps he
lid not. Anyhow, she died easy in
er mind about her son’s future.
When the! two were left alone they
keemed mote contrary to each other
han ever. They bore their griefs in
lonely isolation, Sibbie prouder
han ever now - that her cheek was
pale and her eyes ringed with purple,
/hile Corney walked with a stoop of
he shoulders, as though a burden
ressed them down, and a face that
ad more than ever the dumb sadness
f an animal’s. )
Often they were within hail of
ach other across the dividing hedge-
ows of the farms. Sibbie had taken
Iooklng‘ after things hersell since
er father’s death. ce on a time
ey used to be friendly; now no
reeting passed between the girl on
ne side of the hedge, 'uperinundlns
his or that farming operation, an
he man on the other side, ploughin
ith his heavy, old-fashioned p oué:
an austere, lonely figure against the
ray sky of winter g up and down
p furrows

Rumors came presently to Sibbie
at Oorney was sadly neglected since
mother's® death. ~She could have
1d the that she knew more
out it they did, for although
» never lifted her head to send @a
noe across the hedgerow that di-
e egvest.y ke gy o
g, nothing esca o -
rasingly ur?kempt and untidy air.
Wi » re-entered her own neat
d clean house at the end of the
jort day and sat to the comfortable
eal which Bessie, her excellent maid
all work, had set out for her in
ght hemh and firelight, her
ought wander to Corney in
n:w house, at the wy-ol
p thriftless woman who lur
sed to serve him. Somehow it
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took keenness off her appetite and
her appreciation of the pleasant
lglngs with which she was surround-
ed.

She missed her old father greatly;
indeed, it was the ache of missing
him that had driven her to take his
place in the fields, instead of leaving
things to Nick Brophy, who had been
her father’s right-hand man in his
latter days. She grew sharp with
those about her, which was due
partly, no doubt, to that gnawing
tooth of grief which made a perpet-
ual discomfort in her life. And she
was sharpest of all to the suitors
who came thicker than ever now that
she was alone.

When she had succeeded in getting
rid of the most eligible of them, she
smiled grimly to herself.

“You're shaping well for an old
maid, Sibbie Murphy,” she said, and
then added: ‘‘And wupon my word,
things being as they are, 1 don't
know but what you're right. You're
very comfortable as you are. And
they are too sure ther: elves and
too keen after the money except one,
and he’s nothing but an omadhaun.”

Her grief and dissatisfaction had
their eflect on her looks, as her
friends and neighbors weren’'t slow
about telling her. Kven Father Ban-
non, the least observant of men, no-
ticed it.

“You're not looking well, Sibbie,”
he said, with the kind, anxious, far
off look or one who saw the world
ind its troubles from a great dis-
tance

“It’ll1 be that I'm getting old, fa-
ther,"”’ said Sibbie, with a flout at
herself. ‘“ T pulled out a gray hair
this morning.”

“It seems like yesterday since |
christened you, and it can't e more
than twenty-three years ago. Twenty-
four, 1s 1t? Well, we can't call you
old yet, chpild. I've been visiting that
poor mneighbor of yours, Corney
O'Donovan. His house is in a miser-
able state, enough to make the kind
woman his mother troubled even

where she is. I gave him goad ad-
vice."”

where she is. I gave him good ad-
get a clean, honest girl in  her

place?”’

“To get a wife; he’ll never be com-
fortable till he does.”

The kind, old, far off eyes looked
away from Sibbie, over whose face
the color had rushed in a flood.

- | — p——

‘I hear you've a great con-
trivance for keeping off the rain,”
she said, in a confused efiort to get
away from what was apparently an
awkward subject.

“It was sent a present to me from
Dublin,” Father Bannon answered,
brightening. ‘‘Indeed, I'm afraid to
£o out with it, for all the children in

the place will be following me and
the dogs barking at my heels. You
wouldn’'t believe how it holds the
rain off. For all the world like a
little roof it is.”

“So T heard,”” said Sibbie, not

greatly interested in Father Bannon's
acquisition, but pretending to be so.
“What at all do they call it?”

‘1t has a queer name—it's called an

umbrella. I have a good many peo-
ple dropping in to see what it's like
[t shuts up very haundy, too

“Indeed?’’ said Sibbie, politely in
terested, ‘T would like to see 1t so
[ would.”

‘““Tis a long time, Sibbie, child,
ince you came to see me. Supposing
you come over to tea on Sunday? 1
know tea's a treat to you—it is to
all the women.”

Sibbie looked eager; finally confess-
ed that tea was her . temptation—it
was nearly as scarce a thing in the
parish of Newtowncross at that date
as the umbrella which KFather Bannon
had just acquired.

She dressed hersell in her best to
do honor to the occasion. Her best
was a scarlet petticoat, a loosely-
fitting jacket of some flowered stuff,

white and scarlet, caught in with a
scarlet ribbon at the waist, Dblue
knitted stockings and stout, pretty

little shoes. It was a fashion of
dress that never went out in New-
townceross, and when she took off her
and revealed her
finery, the old priest took snuff and
paid her a compliment.

He was reading his breviary when
Sibbie arrived by the window that
overlooked the valley of the Daugh
River, with rampart of the mountains
behind it.

“You're fine enough for a wedding,
Sibbie,”’ he said. ‘‘Sit down, child,
while I make the tea. I'm expecting
another visitor. Ah, here he is! How
are you, Corney?"” .

He looked away from Sibbie's red
cheek and wore a hall guilty ais.
When he looked back again it seemed
as though a hedge of briars and
thorns had grown up about the girl
during the little interval, Instead of
the sweet naturalness of the Sihbit
of a few moments ago, this Sibbie
sat on the edge of her chair in an
uneasy attitude; her mouth was prim;
she looked so chilly, so unfriendly
that it was no wonder poor Corney,
in his bottle-green coat with brass
buttons, his knee breeches and frilled
shirt and gray worsted stockings, felt
all of a sudden chilled and depressed.
He had taken his best clothes from
the chest of drawers, where his moth-
er's hand had last smoothed them
out, to do credit to the great occa-
sion of drinking tea with the priest.
'l‘her had become him remarkably
well, too.. He had not known Sibbie
was to be there. But there she was,
looking more beautiful than he had
ever seen her. But so cold, so an-

almost. Why, he had done noth-
ﬁ:\o\ﬂum look to her face.
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Father Bannon's housekeeper came|
in and drew the curtains, the
mountains and e cold glimmer of
the river in its valley under the win-
ter evening sky. She lit the lamps
and stirred the fire. The room with

its books in dull bindings that had
only an odd glimmer of gilding, its
few good pictures, the sacred em-
blems on the mantel shelf, the dog
lying on the faded hearth rug, thé

snowy cloth, with china and silver
laid for the tea, were very grand and
imposing in the eyes of Corney and
Sibbie. They almost forgot their
shyncss of each other in watching the
priesipladle from the old silver caddy
a few precious spoonfuls of tea and
pour the boiling water upon it. The
tea was delicious—most grateful to
Sibbie’s feminine palate; but it did
not unlock her tongue. She had seem-
ed quite willing to chatter when she
came in, but the arrival of her fel-
low-guest had frozen the current of
her speech. And as for Corney, Cor-

ney was as dumb as though he had
been born so.
While they sipped their tea from

saucers, sitting at arm’s length from
the table, Father Bannon eyes them
with an expression hall despairing,
half waggish. He was obliged to talk
for three. A cold curtain of con-
straint hung over the room. He ral-
lied, he coaxed, he tried all his arts
to make the two talk to each other,
but in vain.

This afternoon had been very still,
As the darkness gathered there was a
moan of wind; again a clapping of
wind which seemed to rattle the in-
visible sails before it died away. Af-
ter tea, in a hospitable endeavor to
please his guests, the priest brought
out a domino board and instructed
them in the rules of the game, It
had b his beloved companion since
he had a student at the College
of Douai, in France. But while the
game passed the time, he was aware
that neither of the young couple shar-
ed his interest in it.

About 8 o’clock the
came in.

‘“"Tis pouring with rain,”’ she said,
‘“‘and your reverence's weather glass,
that ran up as if it was running a
race this morning, is tumbling down
all as fast. Glory be to goodness,
listen to the wind!"”’

Father Bannon had been engrossed
by the game, and the thick shutters

housekeeper

”

had nearly kept out the sound. Sure
enough, the wind was crying along

the valley with an ominous moan,;

through the shutters he could hear
the streaming of the rain upon the
L class.

“We'd best be getting home,”’” said
Sihbie, standing, up.

There was a pattering of hailstones
on the window and the wind cried in
the chimney.

“Yes,”” assented the priest. ‘‘It's
not a long way, and you'll be home
before the storm breaks. That re-
minds me, you mnever saw the um-
brella after all. You shall go home
under it. You think you can hold it
over Sibbie’'s head, Corney?”’

‘‘Never fear, your reverence!”

“l wouldn't be taking Mr. O’Dono-
van so far out of his way,” said Sib-
bie, in a mincing voice.

“‘Sure, 'tis my own way,”’ . said
Corney, turning red. “‘Only for that 1
wouldn:t be troubling you.”

“1'd take no harm with my cloak,”’
said Sibbie.

‘““And the umbrella,”” said the
priest. ‘““You couldn’t hold it over
voursell, but Corney’ll hold it for
you. You'll bring it back safe and

sound to me, Corney? Now, Sibbie,
are you ready? I'll open it for you
when 1 get you outside the door. 'Tis
too big to open in the house.”

The umbrella of the late 350’s, the
first which had found its way into
theparish of Newtowncross, was very
unlike the slender, elegant embrella of
to-day. This particular example, was
as large as the canopy of a four-
poster bed It had huge ribs of
whalgbone and a stick great enough
or a giant's walking stick. The wind
was Llqwing a half gale by this time
and it was with great dilficulty Cor-
ney was :xhlr-\u carry the umbrella

However, he was a bit of a vachts-
man, and very soon he learned the
ecret of holding the umbrella against
the wind, which was now blowing
furiously from the southwest.

If it was to get under,” said Cor-
ney to his silent companion, ‘it 'ud,
maybe, blow me away to the moon,
for, of course, I'd never let go of it—
a thing that belongs to the priest.’

A little later:

“I think the best thing I could do
‘ud be to shut it up. I'm misdoubting
that maybe it'll carry me over the
edge.”’

They were at this time on a steep,
descending path, on one side of which
was a wall of rock, on the other a
precipitous fall into the valley be-
low. Sibbie uttered a little shriek
and suddenly caught at his arm and
clung to it. The wind blew and bul-
feted them; the umbrella was blown
this way*and that. If the hurrying
moon amid her ragged clouds had had
time to shed a ray on Corney's face,
it would have revealed an expression
of amazed and incredulous delight.

“‘Sure. you wouldn't be telling
to let the priest’'s umbrella
away?"’ he faltered.

‘“Your life’s more than the umbrel-
la,”’ she whispered back.
Corney's face grew roguish in

me
fly

the

'shadow.

“You'd better not be holding me.”
he said, ‘“‘or you'll maybe go over
along with me. If I was only out of
this place I'd be shutting it up as
his reverence did.”

He staggered before the force of the
the wind and the’ umbrella leaned to
the precipice. Sibbie caught him
with both hands and held his arm
tight to her. He had an idea that
through her thick cloak he could feel
the heating of her heart. However, he
still held on to the umbrella. The
wind sighed and died away just long
enough to allow them to nn the
most dangerous part of t path.
They came to a point at which it wag

ossible to clamber over the houlders
o a bit of a field on top.

“T think we'll be shutting it up
here,”” said Corney, making the most
of the lull. He climbed up the bit
of path to the field, planted the um-
brella like‘u:‘ de;om:u mushroom in
the neares an back again
ta help her over the ﬂ'm of
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‘“Now to shut it up,” said he. But
that was easier said than done. They
pushed and pulled and squeezed and
felt for hinges in the ribs, all to no
purpose. They remembered too late
that Father Bannon had not taught
them how to close the umbrella.

‘“‘Let us get home before the wind
rises,”” said Sibbie. ‘I can .see the
light in the kitchen window where
Bessie is waiting up for me. There
isn’t a house we could get into, but
there's great shelter inside the four
walls of the garden.”

On the instant there was a great
flash of lightning, and then, as though
it had let loose the wind, the storm
broke over them with incredible vio-
lence. The umbrella was whirled
away from them and went flying over
the gray fields. Whether they follow-
ed it of their own will or whether
they were simply blown before the
storm, as everything in its path was
that night, Sibbie never knew. She
only knew that she was carried off
her feet for some distance and then
flung with great force to the ground.
As she fell some one caught her and
averted the worst part of her fall.

“You're ' not hurt, Sibbie, dar-
ling?"” said Corney’s voice, through
the roar of the tempest. ‘‘Lie still a
minute and get your breath. No, don’t
try to stand up. The wind 'ud throw
you down again. Creep, acushla,
creep. The old dun in the corner of
the field there is safe. If we once get
to that the storm won’t hurt us.”

The dun was a square keep with an
open lower story in which the cattle
took refuge from wind and rain. It
was of iron strength and so old that
the antiquaries had grown tired of
discussing the purposes for which it
was built.

Sibbie always said that she could
never have reached the dun if it had
not been for Corney, As they wrig-
gled along the ground they were lash-
ed with all sorts of debris the wind
carried with it. Every second the
storm increased in force. Fortunately
they were in an open field with no
trees under them, for the trees that
night came down in their thousands.

At last she felt herseli, beaten,
blind and exhausted, dragged within
the dun, the mouth of which was for-
tunately away from the storm.

“You're terrified, darling, and no

wonder,”’ said Corney’s voice at her
ear. ‘‘But now we're quite safe.
There;s a few cattle in here. We

needn’t turn them out, the creatures.

““No, indeed!”’

“And here’'s a manger full of hay.
I'll spread my coat on the hay and
you can sit down, or lie down if you
like better. Why, is it shivering you
are, Sibbie?”’

She found herself caught to Cor-
ney’s breast and held there. She felt
kisses upon her hair. The cattle had
come closer to them for protection.
She felt the warmth of their breath
and heard the deep sound of it. They
were in a little space of peace and
quietness, while the world seemed
.iven over to destruction outside.

“Will it ever be over?"’ she sighed
against his ear.
“Is it the storm? Sure, I don’t

care. To-morrow you'll be freezin’ to
me again.”’

Her uplifted arms held him  about
the neck. He could see her eyes shin-
ing in the obscurity. ‘I always loved
you,”’ she said. ““Why were you such
an omadhaun as never to.ask me?”

“Never to ask you, light of my
eyes! Sure, 1 thought you wouldn’t
look at me.”

“1never looked at any one else, not
in that way.”

“Sure, how am T to go to Father
Banuon?”’ he asked, happily, “‘Isn’t
his umbrella gone ofi to the North
Pole somewhere?”’

“We'll get him another. I don't
believe in them contrivances. Sure,
if God sends rain, it must be good."”

“I'm obliged to the umbrella,’ said
Corney. “Only for it you'd have gone
on freezin’ me.”’

““And you hreakin' my heart.:’

“If it wasn’t for_ that, 1'd have got,
vou home before the storm, though
the brunt of it would have fallen on
me."’

““What'll the neighbors say?’’ she
asked, clinging to him in sudden ter-
ror. “‘It isn’t because of that you've
asked me, Corney?”

The look and tender
which he answered her was
fying. )

After all, there was great mercy in

caress with
all-satis-

their night in the dun, for as they
came over the fields in the gray morn-
ing, when the storm had lulled, they

found that the chimney of Sibbie's
voom was down on the bed where she
would have slept. In their passionate
thanksgiving the ravages of the storm
vexed them but little.

A report came from somewhere
about Tory Island of a strange ap-
parition in the sky the night of the
storm, like a queer, uncanny sort of
hoat sailing and a bare mast struck
up out of it, That was the last ever
heard of Father Bannon's umbrella.—
The Sketch.
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Ceylon Tea has attained its great sale: through
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Sealed Packets Only

Enormous Demand for
Dr. Chase’s Remedies

e

148,675 Boxes soid During Sep-
tember in the Dominion of
Canada Alone.

Making a Grand vYotal of 1,782,900
B0Xes In Une Year.

Estimating the population of Can-
ada at 5,500,000, and allowing five
persons to each family, this lgures
out more than one and one-hall boxes
for each household throughout the en-
tire Dominion.

There would scarcely need to
better evidence as to the esteem in
which these great family medicines
are held by the people.

And why this wonderiul confidence
in Dr. Chase?

Because of his extraordinary ability
and skill as a practising physician;
because of his integrity and honesty
of purpose as a man; because of the
reliability of his now world famous
Receipt Book, and because of the
proven merit of the great family me-
dicines which he so generously placed
on the market, so that al} might
benefit by his experience and the re-
sult of his life-work as healer of the
sick

The manufacturers of Dr. Chase's
remedies have such confidence in
these medicines that each one was
introduced by means of free samples.
Hence the wonderful popularity of
Dr. Chase’s Kidney-Liver Pills, Oint-
ment, Nerve Food and other prepara-
tions.

Just row Dr. Chase’'s Backache
Plaster is being introduced into Can-
ada. They are sold by dealers at 25
cents each, but in order that all may
test their extraordinary control over
pains and aches of all kinds we will
send one plaster free of charge to
anyone who will enclose five cents in
stamps or silver, and mention this
paper. Edmanson, Bates & Co., 32
Colborne street, Toronto.

be

Consider from time to time
passions are most predominant in
your soul, and having discovered
them, adopt such a method of think-
ing, speaking and acting as may coun-
teract them.

what

God delights in joy; it is one of the
most certain means to secure His
favors. But in order to rejoice in
the Lord the soui must bc purified,
for the joy which pleases God must

be that of a good conscience.

When hearing something not intend-
ed for our ears, vou refuse to listen,
and then proceed to forget the chance
words  which  have reached vyou
through mistake, you only do as you
would be done by—surely tne first of
all duties to our fellows.

You need not cough all night and
listurb your friends; there is no oc-
casion for you running the risk ol
contracting inflammation of the lungs
w consumption, while vou can get
Rickle's Anti-Censumptive  Syrup.
This medicine cures coughs, colds, in-
flamaation of the lungs and all throat
and chest troubles. It “promotes a
free and easy expectoration, which
immediately relives the throat and

lungs from viscid phlegm.
Let us never be afraid of innocent
joy. God is good, and what He does

is well done Resign vourselves to
everything, even to happiness. Ask for
a spirit of sacriiice, detachment, re-
nunciation; and above all for the spir-
it of gratitude and joy—that religious
optimism which sees in God a Father
and asks no pardon for its benefits.

WHERF WEAKNESS IS, DIS-
EASE WILL SETTLE.—If one suf-
fers from any organic weakness, in-

herited or contracted, there disease
will settle when it attacks the body.
Therefore drive out the pains that be-
set you, do not let a cold or cough
harass you, and keep the respiratory
organs in a good, healthy condition.
This you can do by using Dr. Thom-
as’ Eclectric Oil. Prevention is the
wisest course.

IN OUR FATHER’S ARMS.

A child in the midst of a crowd is
conscious of nothing but its imme-
diate surroundings. Crushed and
stifled, it can see and feel only the
objects actually touching it. But let
the father take it up in his arms and
hold it aloit; what a difference the
elevation will make! So we, too, are
in a crowd, in the dark, finding often
no meaning in what is stirring
around us; but should God deign to
raise us to His point of view, what
a change would come over us!

The scholar only knows how dear
these silent, yet cloquent companions
of pure thoughts and innocent hours
become in the season of adversity.
When all that is worldly turns into
dross around us, these only retain
their steady valve. When friends
grow cold, and the conyerse of inti-
mates languishes into vapid ecivility
and commonplace, these only con-
tinue the unaltered countenance of
happier and cheer us with that

hope o>
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Phone: Office Main 592.
Phone: Residence Main 2075.

T. FRANK SLATTERY,

ANULLN & MAaLLON,

BARRISTERS
O oTARIS, aa

Offioes : Land Chamoers, & W ooe Al

Securtty
laide and Victoria Streets, Toronse,
F. A ANGLIN K.C.

JAS, W MALLON, BRSNS
Telephone Main 1998,

[,{ BAKN"& ;L:\ [TERY :

BARRISTERS, 8OLICITORS,
NOTAxINS A
Proctums o  Adminalty, floes . noade BRS
Building, 8 King Street West. wonte. Onk, Ofeww .

"hooe Ma.n 1040

Residence,
Res. "Phone Mo 478 S "
EDWARD J

B e
LATCHP‘URI), McDOUGALL s DALY

BAKRISTERS AND SOLIOITORS
BSupreme Cour and P

Agemtn.
OTTAWA, ONT.

F. R, Latohtord K. O, J. Lows McDougaiiy
Edward J. Daly,

LIE & O’'DONOGHUE,
BARRISTERS, SOLICIT: 'RE, NOTA Rinn,
Lawor Bldg., Y.
‘o-t.m. and Tew pesnmoe Sts., Toventmy

Omt.
Phone, Maln 1588. m"“.h-

W.T.J. Las, B.CL, Joux 3, O Doscenvs, LEM:
MoBBADY & O'CONNOR
BARRISTERS, 30
Proctors in Admi %
Life Building, ﬁlhnr’ﬂ, #:M..: .

L.V McBRADY, K.Q L. J. w. ococopmeas
Telophone Main 2085

o ——

. EStablished 1824
The MANCHESTER FIRE
Assuradnce Co.

Head Office—MANCHESTER, Exso,
H. 8. MALLETT, Mavager and Secretary

Assets over $13,000,000

— e

Canadian Braoch Head Office—TORONTO.

JAS. BOOMER, Manager.
T. D. RICHARDSON, Asst. Manager.

W A. LEE & SON, General Agents,
Phone Malo 502, 14 Victoria 8¢. Toronto
THE

York County

Loan and
Savings Company

Plans suitable for those desiring %o
own their homes instead ol contins-
Ing to pay reat. Literature free.

Head Office—
Confederation Life Building

JOSEPH PHILLIPS, Pres.

THE EXGELSIOR LIFE
INSURANCE 0.

insurance In force $5,170,816.30

Men of character’ and ability

to write Insurance can obtain
with this Company an agency
which will give them an ever
increasing income apply to

HEAD OFFICE. TORONTO

SDWIN MARSHALL, DAVID FASKEN,
Secretary, Preafdon

o3 BARRISTERS. SOLIOIT ks, M.,
Supreme and Exchequer Court Agcs ta

CARLETON (HAMBERS OT AW A OW

Hon.R. W.8cot K.C L L D,

W. H, Curle, M. A

Arxchitects
A RTHUR W. HOLMES,
ARCHITECT,
10 Bloor St. Eaas. TORONTER
Telephone North 1260

ROOFING.
FORBES R200FING COMPANY —glus
and gravel roofing ; estarli: hed o

years, 153Bay street; telephcne

M.S‘lﬂ;nlﬁ.m
RUBBER s1esx

Seals, Dies, Stencilne.
10 King Strect West,
TORONTO, oM

E. M°CORMACK

MERCHANT
TAILOR

ToRexTe,

VIONUMEN TS

Flaest wor and bedt designs ZI 0w

wt price Omalte and Yarble
! Mogpnments We are the lurges
Maoufacturers in the Dowmnioa

{ The Mclo'osp Grami's % Yorbe O

Limited 1119 & 1191 YON . ¥ §2
Termuinal Yonge 84 Car Run
3 Tilepron: North 1342 ™

TORA

Your Executor
May Die

Are you satisfied that your estate
will be properly admimstered by
the person appointed in his place?

The Trusts Corporation
never dies, it does not abscond or

leave the country. It furnishes

continuity of service, absolute se-
curity and efficiency at a minimum
of cost.

e

THE TORONTO
GENERAL TRUST
CORPORATION

59 Yonge St., Toronto

Capital -
Reserve Fund

$1,000,000
290,000

KNOWN TO THOUSANDS. —
Parmelee's Vegetable Pills regulate
the action of the secretions, purify
the blood and keep the stomach and
bowels free from deleterious matter.
Taken according to direction they
will overcome dyspepsia, eradicate
biliousness, and ledve the digestive
orgins healthy and strong to perform
thelr functions. Their merits are
well-known to thousands who  know
by experience how beneficial they ar

in giving tone to the system. Q

Friendship requires that rare mean
between likeness and unlikeness, that
piques each with the presence of pow-

McCABE @ CO.“-
UNDERTAKERS

222 Queent weg 319 Covmn 6

Tel M 2833 R

Fl RO& ,‘\R
Undertaker.

#40 King St. Ea.., Toronte
Telephone Ma. 4

_____ —

Late J. You ¢

ALEX. MiLLARD

UNDERTAKER & t GalNER
el - ¥ 4 Rt ey

—— |

YEARS'
E>./ CRIENCE

M Mustrated wao' v

handsomely
enlation of any wms, B &
ear ; four w

I § g ovommim. Hew

—

Monkey Brand Soap c'ec~s kitchen utess
.uils, steel, iron acd tinv - -, knives and

er and of consent in the other party.
f

forks, and al’ kinds of cu’. , .. -

-
o

e

B. CAIRNS;.

MeTaL STAMPSE -~
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