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OVER HALF A CENTURY
IN MUNICIPAL WORLD

R. H. Murrav. clerk ¢f tihe town-

ship of Amabecl. who died last
week, has been a resident of the
township since 1857. He was born
in- Scotland in 1840, camc o Cau-
ada with his parznts in 1337, locat-

ed in Amabel, where he spant the

greater portion o: his life. He was
appointed assessor in 1851,
held the positioa for 21 vears.

anc

He

was next appeinted collector and!

treasurer. hut resizned alter one
yvear, to accept the  clerkship,
which he held for 30 vears.

times in succession,

The Canadian-Echo, oi Wiarton,
SAYS:

“In Mr. Murray's posscssion
an old ifamily BEiulc,
from the early part of the 15th
century, and still periectly intact

“This bears the handwritingz uf.h:m-ll

which was handed down from
John Macdonald, Mr Slurravy’s
great-grandiather, anid also
grandfather of the late Sir John

Macdonald. This valuabl: hook
contains the natal dates of John!
Macdonald’s childr-n. th2 eldest
of whom, Anne  Macdonald, born

September 8, 1773, the grandmother

From'
1861 he was census enumeratcr six:

1S |
dating back!

|

PEG O’MY HEART

Continued from page 6.

Iy pight she was in a fever.
- = L L L L E

One day fo November Angela receiv-
ed the fullowing letter:

Dublin, Ireland, Nov. 15, 18—,

Dear Lady of Mercy—1 have served my
sentence. | am free. At firet the horrible
humiliation of my treatment, of my sur-
roundings, of #he depths I haqd to zink to,
burned into me. Then the thougzht of you
sustained me. Your gentle voice, your
. beauty, your pity, your unbounded faith

in me, strenzsthened my soul. All the

degradation fell from me. They were but
. ignoble means to & noble end. 1 was tor-
tured that others might never know sor-
row. | was imprisoned tbat my country-
- men might know liberty. And so the locad
| was lighter.

7 Tné memory of those three wonderful
. days was so marvelous, so vivid, that it
gehone like a star through the blackness
of those terrible days.

! You =eem to have taken hold of my
heart and my eoul and my life.

Forgive ma for writing this to you, but
it seems that you are the only one I've
cver Enown who undersiands the main-
gprings of my nature, of my hopes and
my ambitions —indeed, of my very
E thoughts.

Today I met the leader of my party. He
| greeted me warmly. At last 1 bhave prov-
| ed myself a worthy follower. They think
it best | should leave Ireland for awhile.
If 1 take active part at once 1 ghall be

tence.

They have offered me the position of
one Of ithe speakers In a campalgn In
America 1o raise funds for ths *‘cause."
I must first see the chief in London. He

arrested again and sent for a longer sen-

: Sent A messa writing in the highest
of Mr. Murray, and Hugh. born | terms of my :g‘rk anﬂ.': E:prﬁaing :.igwish !
the 12th of December. 1752, the! to meet me. 1 wonder if it would be !

s, Y

pever to Speak of Der orother agam.
Mrs., Wresford respected ber wishes
| and watched ber and nursed ber
througzh ber convalescence with a ten-
der solicitude.

When OConnell's letter came Angela
showed it to Mrs. Wrexford, together
with her reply.

“Do you wind If I see bim here?’
Apgela asked.

“What kind of man is bhe?

“The kind that berves are made of.”

“He writes so strangely—Thay one say
unreservedly? 1s be a gentleman?”

“In the real meaning of the word—
ves."

“Of good family?”

“Not as we estimate goodness. His
family were just simple peasants.”

“Do vou think it wise to see him?”

“] don't cousider the wisdom. I
only listen to my beart™

“You—you love bim?¥

“So much of love as | can give is
his.li

“0Oh, my dear™ cried Mrs. Wrexford,
thoroughly alarmed.

“Don’'t be afraid,” sald Apgela quiet-
Is. *“Our ways lie wide apart. He is
working for the biggest thing in life.
His work is his life. 1 am nothing."”

“But don't you think it would be in.
discreet, dear, to bave such a man
come here?”

“Why indiscreet?”

“A man who has been in prison™
and Mrs Wrexford shuddered at the
thought. She had seen and belped s0
many poor victims of the cruel laws,
and the memory of their drawn faces
and evil eres and coarse speech flash-

father of Sir John A. Macdonald,
being among the number.”

R

MRS. WASS'S RECEPTION.

Mr. and Mrs. Harold H., Wass of
Toronto, gave atea on Friday ev-
ening to their young f{riends, at
their home on Cornish Road., The
tables were lovely with ilowers,
bridal roscs, tulips, sweet peas.
and lilies. The hostess looked
sweet in a gown of lace over
white satin with pearl trimmingz.
After the usnal toasts and speech-
3 the evening was spent in sing-
ing and othor amusements, Miss

(iladvs PBurt, soloist of Christ
church, rendered patriotic and
other selections. Those present

were: Misses Helen and Berna-
dette Walsh, Miss Olive Wass, Miss
Rosalind Leslie, Miss  Florence
Pearce, Miss Mildred Hopkins, Miss
Hazel Horswell, Misses Belle and
Rena Knott, Mr. Jos. M. Moore, Mr

Roy Wass, Master Chas. Sanford.)
Mr. Frcd MeDermett, Mr. Jos.
Walsh, Mr. Jas. Bannorman, My, SL;

Clair Little, Mr. Wm.
Elmer Orth and Mr. Burt Sharp.
After sinzing “Tipperary,” and
“God Save the King,” and wishing
the voung ecouple prosperitvy and
mi:st and
egod wishes they Lheir
homes,

Neilly, Mr.

& . e | S S
happiness, lanzhiel
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CORINER CONCERNE
We have to chroaicle the death
of one of oar oldest residents, in

the person o1

'i-'.h‘hri' ]

Mr., James Vessje.
passcd awav on Tuesday
last the ripe old age of
a1 yoars, % months and 13  days.
He was born in Edinbureh, but
was only cight vears of are when
he came. to Canada with his par-
cnts. They =zettled at Paisley Eloek
near Galt, where the deceased re-
mained till was 21 vears of
age, when he married Elizabeth
Sudden, after which he moved. 60
vears ago, with higs yvoung bride
to the township oi Egremont.
After coming to this part of the
country, he spent three years in
tecaming between Owen Sound and
(iaelph, beiore settlinz down to
actual farm lifc on lot 10, conces-
sion 2, Egremont, which was then
in its primeval wildness, He clear-
ed the land and proved himself a
fairly good farmer. at which he
remained till too old to poriorm
the heavier duties. He then starc-
ed bee raising, at which he
eminently successiul.
The ifamilvy consisted of
sons, John. who rcmained

(¥

-

. 1=
Wwioehk L

he

three

him faithfully to the last. sacrific-|

inee much of his own freedom and
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father. Then there was James. and
Thomas, whos? whereabouts are
not known. Thore were also iour
danght , Jdane, Beila, deceased
Mary, Mrs. Rosenbure, who is aiso
1 .T. I . rr']‘_ :. )& 1 =
Wwa are at present una to mive
D ] ¢l ased was
Li! | L 1. { u | L
% o o T | T i : i
) antist
i neat took | t Maule-
i 1 Iav. I 3
£ el by Be ¥ L, R
| f t Durnam Baptist chu
Mrs amos Hillis, whose ds
= - T | { iEd IASe Wioth, Bl e
resident of Eeremont, and a near
neighbor icor years.
St. Faul's vosiry” meetling recsult-|
ed in the election of Philip Law-|

T™oncee
Wm. McFadden
lay delegate
Sandayv school the
~ first Suaday in May, with practi-
cally the same stalif as last vear.
Fall wheat is showiag up well

was appoin.ed
the Synod., -
will re-open

i

! Bincerily,

Was |

with |
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possible to see you In London?

If 1 am sent to America it would speed
my going to speak to you again. If you
fee! that 1 ask too much do not answer
tl:is, and 1 will onderstand.

the depths of my soul and with the whole
fervor of my being, 1 ask you to accept
all the gratitude of a heart fllled to over-
flowing.
God bless and keep you. Yours In hom-
age and gratitude,
FRANK OWEN O'CONNELL.

Her answer:

London, Nov. 19, 18—,
My Dear Mr. O'Connell=l am glad in-
i deed 1o have vour letter and to Know you
| are free agaln. 1 have coften thought of
your misery during all these months and
| longed to do something (o assuage I It
| 's only when a friend is In need and all
| avenues of help are closed to him that a
woman realizes how helpless she s
That they have not crushed your spirit
does not surprise me. | was as gure of
! that as 1 am that the sun is shining to-
' day. 'That you do not work actively in

[reland at ¢nce is, | am sure, wice. Fool-
- hardiness is not courage.

In a little while the English gzovernment
may realize how hopeless it is to trv to
| conquer a people who have liberty in their
‘ hearts. Then they will abate the rigor
| of thelr unjust laws.

When that day cocmes vou must return
|:':m,l take up the mission with renewed
strength and hope and st!mulated by the
 audded experience of bitter suffering.

' 1 should most certainly like to see yvou
lin Londor. I am staving with a distant
| ¢onnection of the family. We go to the
zguth of France in a few weeks. 1 have
| been very ill—another reproach to the
i weakness of woman. 1 am almost recov-
. ered now, but far from strong. 1 have
1o lie still all day. Aly only companions
are my books and my Lhoughts.

L.at me know when you expect to arrive

(in London. Come straizht here
i 1 have =0 much 10 tell vou. but the

words halt as they come to my pen.
 Looking forward to seeing you. in all
ANGELA KINGENORTH.

:
|
| CHAPTER V.
0O'Connell Visits Angela.
ATHANIEL RINGSNORTH
| staved oniy lonzx enongh in lre-
land to permit of Angela’s re-
covery.
room only once. When Apgela saw
‘him she turned her back on bim and
'refused to speak to him,
For o moment a Hasn of pity for his
young sister guve bim a panz at his
heart. =She looked so frail and worn,
| 30 desperately 11l After all, she was
his sister, and, again, had she not been
penished? Lle was willing to forget
the foolhardy thinzs she had done and
' the bitter things she had said.
It bygones be bygones.

He re-

~|:tEi:—:u11 that he had neglected her. He .

| would do so no louger. Far from it
! When they returned to London all that
' would be remedied.
| care of her in every possible way, He
| felt a genuine thrill course through
| him as he thonght ot Lis generosity.

t  To all of this Auzela made no an-
| SWer.

|
\When
Monica came he told her that when-

i:unl zent for his other si=ter.

l ever Angela wished to recoguize bis |

' maguapimity sbhe could send fér him.
She would pot find bimn vnforgiving.

i To this Angela sent uwo reply,
|
|

| for the journey te Londen

carriage, leaning on the arm of the
. nurse, Nathaniel came forward to as-
' her. She possed bimm without a
word.
nor apswer apy remurg of bis during
the louz journey on the train.

sist

When they reactied London she re- |
fused to go to the hingsncrth bouse, |

| where her brother lived, but went at

| once to n distaut cou=zin of her moth- |

er's, Mrs. Wrexford, and mnide
before. She refused to hold any fur-
ther cemmunicatien with ber brother,
despite the ministrations of ber sister,
Monjea, and Mrs, Wrexford,

Mrs. Wrexford was a gentle little

white capped widow, whose only bap-

*** | piness in life seewmed to bLe in wWOITy- !

inz over others’ misfortunes. She was
on the board of various charitable or-
ranizations and was a busy helpdr in
“the field of mercy. She worshiped
Angela, as she had her mother before
her. That somethinz serious had oc-
enrrad between Anugela and her broth-
Wrexford realized, but she
| could find out wmothing by questioning
| Apgela. Every time she asked her
anyihing relative to ber attitude Ange-
ia was silent.

One dav she begzed Mrs. Wrexford

' er Mrs.

[ e

Out of the fullness of my heart, from '

fle went into the sick- |

He would take

=tung Ly ber silerce. he left the room |

When the fever had passed and she
wWas stropger arrangemants were made |

As Ancela waiked unsteadily to the |

Nor did she speak to him once !

her | ¢na stretched out ber bands to Bim: |

home with her, as she bad often ﬂune:

ed across her mind. She could not rec-
oncile one coming into ber little bome.

Angela apswered ber:

“Yes, he has been in prison, buot the
shame was for his persecutors, not for
him. 8Still, if you would rather I saw
him somewheore else”—

t “(Oh, no, my dear child
| wish 1t"—

| “] do 1 just want to see him again.
| as bhe writes he does me. | want to
I hear him speak agzain. | want to wish
" him gudspeed on his journey.”

“Very well, Angela,” said the old
Jady. “As you wish.”

A week afterward O'Connell arrived
in London. ‘They met In Mrs, Wrex-
ford’s little drawing room in Magyfalr.

They looked at each other for some
moments without speaking. Both not
ed the fresh lines of suffering in each
other’s face. ‘I'hey bad been through
the lonz valley of the shadow of sor
row since they had Iast met

But O'Connell thought as he looked
at her that all the suffering he had
eone through passed from him as some
hid¢ous dream. It was worth it—
these months of torture—just 1o be
fooking at her now; worth the long
black piglts, the tabors in the heat of
the day with tife's outcasts around
him, the taunts of his jallers; worth
all the infamy of it just to stand there
looking at her.

She had taken hia life In ber two lit-
tle hands.

He had bhathed his sonl all these
months in the thought of her. He bad
prayed night and day that he might
see her standing near him just na she
was then, see the droap of her eye and
. the silk of her hair and feel the touch
:nf her bhand and hear the exquisite
tenderness of her volce. Lie stoud mmte
before her.

“he held oot her hand ard said sim.
pi¥:

“Thank yvoun for coming.”

“I1t was good of vou to let me,” he
answered hoarsely.

“I'hey have not broken your spirit
or your courage”

“No.” he replied tensely; "they are
the stronger.”

*“1 thounght they would be,” she sald
proudly.

All the while he was looking ot the
pale face and the thin trapsparency of
her hands.

“But vou have suffered too. Y<o
have been i, Were you in--danger?™
11is voice bad a cateh of fear in It as
he asked the, to bim, tervible guestion.

“No. 1t was just a fever. It is past
[ am a little weuk—a little tired. That
will pass too.”

“1f anything bad bhappened to you—
or ever should bhappeun!” He buried
Lis face in his bands and mozned:

Onb, my God!”

It you

i =

. »0Oh, my God!

His body sbook with the sobs be
tried vainly to check. Angela put bher
. baupd gently on his shoulder.

“Don't do that,” she whispered.

He controlled himself with an effort.

It wii! be over in a momept. Just
a moment. | am sorry.”
! He suddenly koelt at ber feet, his
' head bowed in reverence. “God belp
' me! he cried faintly. *1 love §oih, L
| luve you!™ :

She looked down at bhim, ber faceg
(ranslicured. 3
. He loved ber! e
| ‘I'be beat of ber beart spoke it “He
loves you!" The throbbing ol t11L-r
brain shouted it, ~He loves you!" The
“fle loves

- ery of her soul w hispered it
{ youl"

Ay fove is yours, just as Fours Is
[Let us juin our lives and give

Line.
| thers to the suffering &nd the Op-
| pressed.”
|  He looked up at ber in waonder.
i YK
| [ daren’t. Think whbat L am. =
i “You are tbe besl rhat 18 in me. W2

| are mates.”
“A peasant! A begzar. £7)
“You are the nobiest of the noble,
“a conviet.”
“Our saviour
his people shouwid be
hive given the pain of your
that your people may be free.”
I it wouldn't be
pleaded.

wag cerncified S0 that
redecmied.
Lody so

to nus both”
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You |

fair to you,” he |

i
“1f you leave me it will be unfail'_

- - wa -

=

He folded her in bis arms

“I'll give the best of my days to
groard you and protect you and bring
youn happiness.” -

“] am happy now,” and her volce
dled to a whisper. ;

Three days afterward Nathanlel
Kingsporth returned iate at nigbt from
a political banquet.

It bad been a great evening. Atlast
| it seemed that life was about to give
him what he most wished for. His
dearest ambitions were., apparently,
about to be realized.

He bad been called on a3 a stanch
Conservative to add his gquota to the
| already wonderful array of brilliant

perorations of seasoned statesmen and
admirable speakers. Kingsnorth had
excelled himself. XNever had be spo-
| ken so powerfully. Being one of the
only men at the banquet who bhad en-
joyed even a brief glimpse of Ireland,
he made the solution of the Irish ques-
tion the main topic of his speech.
Speaking lIucidly and earnestly, be
placed before them his papacea for

“Then aross a picture of her sister

Monica®

Irish ills. His hearers were enthralled.

When be sat duwn the checring wius
prolonged.

vhen he left the galbering he was

in a condition of ecstasy. Lying back

amid the cushions during bis long

drive bome, he c¢losed his eyes and pic-

Continued on pagce §
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POSITIVELY THE LARGEST SALE IN CANADA

Gives Dirt a Hard
Time,

B e ——
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E. A. ROWE :

PSP DL 0BBBBP L8408 8880050 8088088800088 8800084404404

Call at

E. A. ROWE'S

For all kinds of Bakery Goods
Coocked and Cured Meats.

OYSTERS AND FRUIT IN SEASON

Confectioner
and Grocer

GO 0000800000000 00000040

1p‘¢1.‘#*1*+****+*r111*Wif#l*i'*i*‘*'i'#f#i'i##*#ii"f#**fi***f***+#

———

TP I 4000440000044 04004000000000009

The People’s Mills

Eclipse, Soverign and Pastry Flour
annd Rolled QOats Breakfast Cereal

3ran, S:orts, Low Grade Flour, Chop
of All Kinds, No. 1 Hay, etc., kept con-
~tant!y on hand.

We have a quantity of the eelebrated

Mclassine Meal

hand,  Faomers and Stoek Owners should Tay in o guan-
ity of this Exeellen: Cond.Lio~er for Spring and Sannaer
Feeding, Nohing equals it for Yourg Pigs, Calves, te.
Makes Milen (Coows Malk and purs Horses in prime condition

o ~evdings 1o faet it makes evervihing zo that ivs fedd to.

Althouegh it ad "-'-'I."rf'l-':_"! SN pes Fon whaolesale we are <illinge
it oat e sanne obd price, S200 per single sack, SO per sack
in half ton lats and 31 55 in ton lots,

livers thing in oar line at lowest prices for Ca<h

JOHN McGOWAN

Night or Day)
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'Let’s All Join Forces on
the “Paint Up” Idea

Let’s interest the man next door and the man across the
street in this “Clean Up and Paint Up”” Movement.

I they will do their share and go after their ncighbors, you
can all make a glorious success of this practical, helpful, sensible
plan of civic improvement.

Whole-hearted co-operation is what is needed for

i

|SPIC~SPANWEE

Do your part carefully and lovally,
, AN dull, or the Porch is worn, or the Fence 1s scarre
' “1009 Pure’ Paint will put yvourplace in the Spicand Span class.

If there is any freshening or brightening to be done mside
the house, we have the Paints, Stains, Varnishes
to do the work easily, satislactonily and econonucaliy.

In fact, we carry EVERYTHING you need to “Paint Up'’ with the goed,

old, reliable Martin-Senour Paints and Varnishes—MADE IN CANADA—eand
sold with our personel guarantee of satisfaction.

ause looks

a coat of

"

if the

and Enamels

70
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