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GERTRUDE MANNERING
A TALE OF SACRIFICE

pu s
CHAPTER XXVI.—CONTINUED

It was the eve of the Festival of
the Assumption, and seeing that the
riests were in their confessionals,
gtlnley rose and quietly placed him-
self outside that of one—~though as
et he knew it not—renowned for his
umble sanctity and learning. And
as Stanley knelt there among them,
people wondered who he was, this
young man, with his pale face of
such singular beauty, who looked so
stern and troubled, and who yet
thanked them with such a winning
courtesy as they let him pass, guess-
ing somehow as they did so that
he was not French, but an English-
man. He entered the confeesional,
and, as he did so, for a minute pride
rose again in his heart and strove
to shame him back ; but, away in
England on her peaceful death-bed,
Gertrude Mannering was praying
for him with her untiring hope, and
pride was driven back as Stanley
placed himself on his knees before
a man like himself, but who, he at
last believed, was there taking
God's own place, with his power to
hear and pardon sinners. And then
and there he gave the history of
his life to the priest in a kind of
general confession; and as the
minister of God listened, he
marveled at the singular purity
which had been observed by this
young, attractive man amid the
temptations of his age and evident
position, for even at Oxford Stanley
had been by his companions nick-
named ‘‘Bayard,”” from his persist-
ent abhorrence and avoidence of
anything approaching to immoral-
ity or even coarseness. The one
deadly sin of his life, the cause of
all the others he had committed,
had been the pride which he now
was 80 hard upon in his confession
to the holy priest, who was saying
inwardly to himself the while :

““God must have great mercies,
great designs in store for this
young man, who, while so long His
enemyv, has been so specially pre-
served from all sins of grossness
and impurity; his very pride
and intellectual refinement having
doubtless appeared to the world as
the means which were his preserva-
tion—the world that knows not God
nor His ways !”’

There was no task of argument or
still further persuasion to be gone
through in Stanley’s case, no
remaining doubts to be solved ;
with him it was the whole. faith or
none, the Catholic Church or infidel-
ity ; for a soul like his there was no
middle course or hesitation, from
the instant grace had conquered
in his heart. He had told his con-
fessor at the outset that the out-
ward work of his conversion could
not be finished here where he had
begun it by this preparatory con-
fession, as he must start in the
morning for England ; and then
as he rose at last from his knees,
the priest, knowing now the outline
at least of the circumstances which
called him thither, promised many
and earnest prayers as he bade a
kind, fatherly adieu to the stranger
who had interested him so wonder-
fully.

With an entirely new peace in his
heart, spite of its terrible pain‘and
abiding self-reproach, Stanley left
the church slowly swhen he had
finished the task which his stern
will, assisted by God’s all-bowerful
grace, had made him accomplish
thus early. At once he went back
to his hotel, glad that the dinner-
hour was long past, 8o that he need
only partake of some slight refresh-
ment, which he ate quickly and
mechanically, and then shut him-
self in his bedroom to face the
further task, painful yet soothing,
of writing to her who was dying
for his sake, as it were, to tell her,
in terms which must as little as
possible excite the poor worn-out
heart, the news that would cause
her such joy and wonder, and to
crave permission to come to her
bedside, there to hear the words
of forgiveness from her own lips.

“Gerty, my darling (let me ecall
you thus once more, unworthy as I
am,”) he wrote, ‘‘they say you are
dying, and I—who must feel as if
your death will lie at my door, for
whom, if it is only too true, all
thought of earthly joy shall be for
ever past—I, Stanley Graham, who
was unworthy of the love I treated
80 cruelly, entreat that I may come
to your side, there to kneel and ask
your forgiveness, and through it,
perhaps, dareto look to be received,
if but coldly, as I deserve, by your
father whose home I have saddened
ever since 1 won your heart, my
darling, to treat it so harshly,
telling myself that you did not love
me, in my mad pride and jealousy
of its every feeling. Gerty, on my
knees | wish to retract every word I
said to you that day of our last
meeting—every bitter, cruel word,
to the final one with which I let you
leave me, when, unmoved as I
looked at the last, my heart and
brain seemed on fire, my darling.
Every word of temptation (and let
me tell you this gently, my sweet
injured one) with which I strove to
lead you to what I now know would
have been eternal ruin, I retract too
on my knees, and have tonight con.
fessed with sorrow and remorse to
God’s minister ; for, my darling,
what your gentle pleadings and
noble example failed at the time at
once to accomplish has been worked
within me today by the blow that
brought me the yet scarcely

realized news of your hopeless ill-
ness. I am a Catholie, Gerty, from
henceforth: whether you receive
me to your gide or not, my life must
be from today as devoted to defend-
ing, a8 it has until now been too
scorning and maligning, God's holy
Church. Ever since that night,
Gerty, I know now, I have been
ﬁght{ng against grace, against the
ever-present force of your sweet
example, well-nigh breaking my
own heart too, rather than yield to
the mercy which surely is due to
your prayers, my darling, for [/
have never deserved it. Without
book or sermon or instruction,
though in secret | have read much,
and have abroad here attended at
the churches, all at once God
brought me to His feet, I scarcely
yet understand how, and I cannot
go back ; I am a Catholic in heart
and faith, soon, if God gives me
life, to be one in reality and prac-
tice. Am not punished, my
darling, that the divine gift which I
rejected when it could have given
you also to me with itself, I must
receive with such eternal gratitude
now when it can bring me no earth-
ly joy ? for even this last sad one I
crave—of kneeling by your bedside,
of being near you, at least some-
times, during the days that are left
—would not have been refused, I
know, by your gentle heart, if I had
asked in my agony, even had I been
still averse to your holy religion, for
myself. I must not write too long,
my own Gerty, through fear of
agitating you, through fear of
hastening what they tell me is so
imminent, though I cannot realize it
—the death of her who, in return
for my sternness and cruelty, has
been my sweet saviour, whose
bright example has at last brought
me to God, never, with His grace,
to do aught but serve Him through
the future. Gerty, 1 have this
evening made a preparatory con-
fession to a holy priest here at the
Church of Notre Dame des Vie-
toires, and in the morning, when I
have there heard Mass, 1 start for
England, to await in London your
angwer to my appeal—the permis-
sion which even your father surely
cannot refuse to one whose life
must be such a long, weary repent-
ance—the leave to look at least once
more upon the face which is dearer
than my own life. The little ring
you sent back to me in that sweet,
forgiving letter, and which has been
with me night and day ever since, 1
shall enclose in this packet, asking
that, if I am forgiven and sum-

| moned to your side, I may see it on

vour finger when you receive me,
that I may believe you are my own
in death at least, if I cannot hope
for you in life, my darling. Trust-
ing they will give you this gently,
as they will best know how, and
again on my knees asking your for-
giveness, your own, ever in sorest
grief and despairing hope,
STANLEY GRAHAM.
‘‘Paris, 14th Apgust, 18—."’

Then he folded up the letter, in
which he enclosed the ring, and
placed it within a slip to Lady
Hunter, on which he wrote as
follows :

“Dear Lady Hunter: I cannot
thank you sufficiently until I may do
it in person. Will you see that the
enclosed is given as gently as
possible to your cousin, or read to
her, if that would agitate her less ?

“Yours gratefully,
“StaNLEY.”

He then also enclosed his address
in London, giving the name of the
hotel to which he would proceed at
once on his arrival there; and
having made up the small packet
and directed it to Lady Hunter, laid
it ready to be posted early the
following morning, and began to
make preparations for departure,
dreading to seek rest in his agita-
tion, trying not to listen to the fear
that would whisper to him of the
cruel complaint that might end all
too quickly, even before he could
reach her, that sweet life, to save
which he would freely have laid
down his own.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE GREEN CANDLE
STICK
-— o

Rose Gray gave the finishing
touches to the salad and whisked
it intd the refrigerator, slipped out
of her checked apron and almost
ran to the front verandah of the
bungalow. She had heard her
husband’s cheery whistle as he
turned the cornmer down near the
creamery, and she wanted to be
sure to meet him. She usually did
meet him, for that matter, but
there was a special reason for doing
8o tonight, since this was the first
something from aunt Hetty.”

Young Bob Gray, handsome, broad
shouldered and strong, came BWInE-
ing up to the walk and skipped up
the front steps two at a time. In
either hand he carried a package.
One, a long, narrow box, looked
suepiciously like a florist’s shop pro-
duct ; the other was a puzzle to
Rose trying to mentally fathom its
contents.

" Roses to my one Rose,” Bob
said gaily, handing her his gift in
remembrance of the day.

Rose lifted the lid and buried her
face in the dewy pink sweetness of
the long-stemmed blossoms. *‘ Oh,
Boy, you’re a dear to bring me
these,” she told him, happy tears,
shining in her sea-blue eyes. Roses’
frank and childish appreciation of
every kindness done, was one of the
traits that made her so adoxable.

‘“I don’t know what this is.”
Bob gave her the remaining package,

* It’s from Banburry, so it rnuct be
something from Aunt Hetty.

Together they stripped off the
wrappings. Inside, swathed in
cotton and tissue paper, they found
a single green candlestick. But
such a candlestick 7 Rose lifted it
and looked at it in dismay. An
uglier thing could hardly be
imagined, Made of glaring green
glaes, it was further cheapened by
a scrawling green vine that wound
from the base to the top, every leaf
a tawdry daub of gilt paint. g

Disappointment crept into Rose’s
eyes and voice. ‘1 wonder how
Aunt Hetty ever happened to send
a thing like this.”” Then, ingide the
candlestick she found & scrap of
paper. It proved to be a note
written in Aunt Hetty’s funny
scrawl.

Dear Children: As a8 little gift
I'm sending you my old green
candlestick. 1 remember hearing
Rose remark she wanted a pair of
old fashioned ones for her mantle,
Personally, 1 like the newer ones
better, but everybody has a right to
their own opinion. I'm only sorry
that I haven’t another one like this
to send to you, but it was never my
fortune to own a pair of them. This
candlestick has been in my possession
for years. It has seen much come
to pass in my home. Placeit on the
mantle in your cosy living room,
my dear, and let it again view the
delights, comforts and happiness of
& home kept bright by the undying
fire of devotion in the hearts of its

occupants.
With love,

Aunt HeTTY.

Rose slowly folded the paper
again. ‘I understand now, Bob,”
she said, softly. ‘‘ Aunt Hetty went
shopping with me when she was
here last winter., We passed the
Gift Shoppe and there was such a
beautiful pair of candlesticks in the
window that I went in to price
them. They were quite beyond my
reach, so 1 didn’t buy them, but
that is where Aunt Hetty first con-
ceived the idea of giving me this
one. Dear Aunt Hetty! Just
because her candlestick happens
to be old she thinks it is valuable.
She doesn’t realize that many old
things are little more than rubbish.
We mustn’t hurt Auntie’s feelings,
at any rate, Bob. We'll endure the
presence of the candlestick in pref-
erence to that and 1 do like the
sentiment she attaches to it and
hope our little home always will be
a place of happiness and content-
ment.”

Accordingly, the hideous green
candlestick was given a place of
honor on the mantle, an incongruous
nest among the dull blue and brown
tones of the Gray's tastefully
furnished living rooms.

Bob Gray was an architect ; his
wife, Rose, had been an interior
decorator before she had given it
up to become Mrs. Gray. After
their marriage they had planned,
built and furnished the charming
little bungalow which was a model
of perfection and the delight and
envy of their wide circle of friends.

For the past few years Bob had
been steadily forging ahead in his
chosen yocation. Just now he was
after the biggest thing that had
ever loomed upon his horizon. OUn
the edge of the city lived Mrs.
Meade, a very wealthy and a yery
eccentric old lady. Having been
reared in God’s open country, under
blue - skies and surrounded by trees
and birds and flowers, in her heart
she pitied the children housed in
crowded apartments, and it was her
petambition tobuildarowof cottages
out in the suburbs that at least
a few of these children might know
the joy of a childhood spent out of
the city. Nor were these cottages
to be built alike, for, to Mrs. Meade,
that emacked too much of the insti-
tutional manner of doing things
and did not foster individuality. It
was Bob Gray’s hope that to him
would fall the task of designing and
computing the cost of these homes.
Mrs. Meade had talked the matter
over with him a number of times,
but had never definitely given him
the assignment. Two days after he
and Rose had quietly passed their
wedding anniversary, he called upon
the austere Mrs. Meade at her
request. He felt certain that this
afternoon she would award him the
contract, yet when he left her a
little later, he was not at all sure
it was to be his.

When he reached home Rose met
him on the verandah. ‘‘ How goes
it, Bob, old dear ? Did Mrs. Phil-
anthropy Meade deign to patronize
her humble servant, Robert Gray? '’

‘* She did not. By the way, Rose,
she’s coming out here to supper,
tonight.”

Rose gasped,
mean ?"’

Bob looked up in surprise, ‘‘ Just
exactly what I said, Rosie Posie.
Mrs. Meade is coming out to
supper.”’

*“You mean that you asked her ?”’

‘ Of course.”

‘“ Whatever posgessed you to do
a thing like that 7’ A note of dis-
may crept into her voice, ‘I
haven’t a thing baked except ginger-
bread. Mrs. Meade of all people !
She’s one of the wealthiest women
of the city. Oh, Bob, how could
you 1"’

1 can’t see anything so terrible
in the fact that she is coming.
What difference does it make if she
is wéalthy ? 1 dare say she won’t
turn up her aristocratic nose at our
cosy nest. If you must know how I
happened to invite her, it was like
this : I went down at her request
to talk over the plans for the houses.
The matter of bathrooms came up
and I tried to give her an idea of

*“ What do you

the arrangement of ours. She ex-
pressed a desire to see it for herself,
80 what was there for me to do but
extend her the privilege ?”’

““1see; all we can do is to offer
her the best we have, and no one
can do more than that,”

Rosie hustled about the blue and
white kitchen. While she had been
educated to become an interior
decorator the housewifey arts had
not been neglected. Aunt Hetty,
who had reared the motherless Roge,
had seen to it that she was a thrifty,
efficient housekeeper. Her little
house fairly shone in cleanliness so
ghe did not need to feel anything
save pride concerning it. As she
flew about from stove to table, from
table to etove, thoughts of the green
candlestick invaded her mind. She
must remove the hideous thing
before the quite correct Mrs. Meade
should arrive. But in the flurry of
setting the table, punctuated by
hurried steps to the refrigerator,
she forgot the matter entirely.

A bit later when she went to the
door to admit her guest, the candle-
stick glared at her, a gilent reminder
of her forgotten intention.

Mrs. Meade was a tall, erect
woman crowned by a halo of snowy
hair which she kept becomingly
coifed. At first glance her faded
blue eyes appeared a bit steely, yet
there was in their depths a certain
veiled expression of kindness that
was beautiful to behold. At first
Rose stood a little in awe of her,
but as they wandered through the
well-kept bungalow and Mrs. Meade
exclaimed over the cosiness and
serviceability of the various rooms,
Rose found herself liking her im-
mensely.

‘““It's ideal, my child, ideal!”
Mrs. Meade commented. *‘‘ And
this room "—they were in the blue
and brown living room — ** fairly
breathes rest and hospitality.”
Then her eyes fell upon the offend-
ing candlestick, the one jarring note
in the otherwise flawless furnish-
ings. She fairly stared at it, but
offered no explanation. Rose grew
sick at heart. Why had she for-
gotten to remove it? Why need
her guest single it out and stare
atitso?

At this moment Bob suggested
that they make a trip to the base-
ment to see the arrangement there,
a plan to which Mrs. Meade readily
acceded. It was while they were
coming up the steps again that the
front door of the bungalow was
unceremoniously opened and a voice
cracked and high-pitched, inquired
** Anybody at home ?”’

When the Grays reached the hall-
way they found Aunt Hetty North
on the threshold. Her little black
hat was very much awry, her hair
in wild disorder, but her cheeks
were very pink and her brown eyes
very bright.

** Bless you my children, I’m here
at last,” she began.

Rose flew to her open arms.

‘" Aunt Hetty dear, what a pleas-
ant surprise ! But you should have
phoned so that Bob might have met
you at the station, or at least taken
a cab. Think of walking that dis-
tance with all this luggage. You
must be fagged.”’

" Now, see here, when I'm not
able to take care of myself I’ll have
enough sense to stay at home. Just
now — why what in the world ?”’
Aunt Hetty’'s eyes grew wide in
astonishment. She was looking
straight at Mrs. Meade. A moment
later the two old ladies were
shaking hands and kissing each
other, and crying.

Rose was sending telegraphic
messages toward Bob for enlighten-
ment. He was shaking his head in
reply. He was not understanding
the situation any more than as she.
‘*“ Please,” tose interrupted,
would you mind telling us how
you happen to know each other ?”

Aunt Hetty gave a mirthful
cackle.

* My good land, Rose, I've always
known, Martha. We were children
together.”

1 thought that green candle-
stick looked familiar,”” Mrs. Meade
was saying : ‘‘ I nearly came right
out and asked little Mrs. Gray where
she got it.”

“1 gave it to her,” Aunt Hetty
replied.

' Of course; but I didn't know
then that you were her aunt. You
se¢ I never happened to see Rose
while she lived with you. Hetty
North, will you ever forget the day
your father gave each one of us one
of those candlesticks ?”’

'“Never! My, my, seems to me
that I can sense that winter yet,
nothing but snow, snow, snow, and
the bitterest poverty. How long at
Christmas time there wasn’t to be
any gifts, and at the last moment
Father traded a bit of fur to a
peddler at the inn for those candle-
sticks. You lived a stone’s throw
from us then, Martha, if you
recollect, and when Father fou.d
you crying because you wanted a
Christmas gift he up and gave you
ome of them,”

“ I have it yet. When he gave it
to me he stuck a lighted candle in
it and set it on the table. I'm a
hopin’ this candlestick will soon see
better times aceomin’ to you,
Marthy, he said. I never forgot
that little speech, and after that
hard time, things did go better and
we always looked upon that candle-
stick as a symbol of better things
to come.”

On and on they talked, of days
long since dead save in the hallowed
space of memory. When the bronze
clock struck the hour of ten, Mrs.
Meade arose in surprise.

‘* Where has this evening gone ?
I had no idea it was so late !”’

‘“It's rather late for you to return
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Which Plan of Saving
Will Suit You Best

Current Account Plan—Interest (4 %) is added
every three months.

bills by cheque.
drawn at any tin

4%
5%
5:%

longer. Interest

months,

Investment Plan

1st of December
$100.00 or more.

p

You may pay all of your
Entire amount may be with-
8.

Bpecial Savings Plan for terms of 1 year and

(5%) is added

every six

Any amount, small or large, can be
deposited at any time.

Not subject to cheque,

for terms of 1 to 5 years.

Interest is paid by cheque on 1st of June and

in each year on any sum of

Capital Trust Corporation

LM
10 Metcalfe Street

Ottawa

Under Dom. Govt. Inspection

TED
Temple Building
Toronto

“AUTOMATIC”
SPRINKLER
SYSTEMS

Installed in Factories, Stores
and Warehouses, Prevent fires
and consequent losses of
money, stock and sales. Esti-
mates furnished promptly.
THE

Bennett & Wright Co. Ltd.

77-81 King Street London, Ont.

ERUPTIONS ON
HEAD AND FACE

Red, Swollen and Sore.
Cutjcura Heals.

e

“1 bad my trouble from child-
hood. It took the form of white,
scaly, sore eruptions which caused

ARCHITECTS

“T M. COWAN

Architect
(Rogistered )
Churches, 8chools 991 Bay Street
Colleges a 8pocialty TORONTO

WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association
ARCHITEOTS
Bixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Ohambers
LONDON ONT,

W. G. MURRAY
ARCHITECT

Churches and Schools a Specialty
Dominion Savings Building
TELEPHONE 1557.W London, Ont.

JOHN M. MOORE & (0.
ARCHITECTS
489 RICHMOND STREET
LONDON, ONT.

Members Ontario Association of Architects

J. C. Pennington John R. Boyde

terrible itching and burning, also
loss of sleep. My head and face
and parts of my body were affected.
The skin on both my head and face
was red and swollen and awfully
sore. The breaking out caused dis-
figurement, and I lost nearly all my
hair.

*I began using Cuticura Soap
and Ointment and they afforded
relief, and at the end of three months
I was completely healed.” (Signed)
Mrs. W. A. Miller, Marshall,
Washington, Nov. 8, 1923.

'Use Cuticura Soap, Ointment and
Talcum for all toilet purposes,
Sample Each Fres by Mall
Depot: * Cuticura, P. 0, B
2 -

rice, Soap Zhe. Uintment 25

nt 25 » e. Tale be.
D™ Try our new Shaving Stick.

Address Canadian
jox 2616, Mo o

M
Y. .
Silk Stockings
Silk stockings will give
much longer, betier service,
if washed after every wear-
ing. in Lux. Dust, grit and
perspiration are most in-
jurious to silk fabrics. The
mild, pure Lux suds gently
cleanse them and renew
their original lustre and
beauty, without harming a
single delicate thread.
Sold only in sealed
packets—dustproof!

LLIX

LEVER BROTHERS LIMITED
TORONTO L-48¢

.
St. Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.
{;‘l‘:%l’ Il;:hg(?lﬂgrm:\ Pt: )c“xr\[i';";?(?fu\rlment.

COollege and Philosophical Department,
Address

REV. W, A, BENINGER, O. R,, President

NEW LAMP BURNS
947 AIR

Beats Electric or Gas

A new oil lamp that gives an amaz-
ingly brilliant, soft, white light, even
better than gas or electricity, has been
tested by the U. S. Government and 36
leading universities and found to be
superior to 10 ordinary oil lamps. It
burns without odor, smoke or noise—no
oumping up, is simple, clean, safe.

urns 94 % air and 6 % common kerosene
(coal oil).

The inventor, T. T. Johnson, 246 Craig
St. W., Montreal, is offering to send a
lamp on 10 day’s FREE trial, or even to
give one FREE to the first user in each
locality who will help him introduce it.
Write him to-day for full particulars,
Also aek him to explain how you can get
the agency, and without experience or
money make $260 to $600 per month,

Architects and Engineers

John W. Leighton '
| Associate
BARTLET BLDG. WINDSOR, ONT.
London Diocesan Architects
Bpecialists in Ecclesiastical and
Educational Buildings

F. E. LUKE |

|
OPTOMETRIST ;
AND OPTICIAN ‘
187 YONGE ST. TORONTO |
(Upstalrs Opp. Bimpson's) !
Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted |

BROWN OPTICAL Co.

Physical Eye Specialists
223 Dundas St. London

PHONE 1877
| Branches : Hamilton, Montreal and Windsor

| .

r London Optical Co.
Eyesight Specialists

A. M. DAMBRA, Optometrist

PHONE 8180
Dominion Savings Building
Richmond St.

London, Ont.

Causha_
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Chuech Painking m
Tecorating.

Desrgms and Estrmales om regaei
ROBERY - Ms CAUSLAND  LIMITED
141~143 SPADINA AVE. TORONTO

MADE IN CANADA
L—"BY COMPETENT ARTISTS

J.PO'SHEA&Co.

15. 19 PERREAULT LINE MoONTREAL, Que.

DR. REBECCA HARKINS
DR. MARIE H. HARKINS
OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIANS

Abrams Method of Diagnosis and Treatment
Ihe Bt George MU)NIN)N. ONT.
Waellington St. Phone 1660

DR. LERoOY V. HILES

SPECIALIST IN ALL
FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dundas St. Phone 7308

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY

[ BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIRS

Bollcltors for the Roman Oatholio
Kpiscopal Corporation

Bulte 68, Bank of Toronto Ohambers
LONDON, CANADA  Phoue 178

FOY, KENOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Byo

A. K. Knox T. Louls M
BE. L Middleton Geo?:: Kl!g:;nn

Oable Address : “Foy"
Telephones { ﬂ:}: ]
Offices 1 Continental Life Bullding
OORNER BAY AND RICHMOND BTRRET:
TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, S8OLICITORS, &e,
Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Bullding,
TORONTO, OANADA

Frank J. Hart
T, M. Mungovan

LUNNEY & LANNAN

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES

Harry W, Lunney, K.C., B.A. B.O.L,,
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

OALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO
CANADA
Res. Lakeside t[i!'ﬁ;.w Oable Address “Leedon’

* Hillcrest 1097 Main 1588
Lee, O’'Donoghue & Harkins

Barristers, Solioitors, Notarlies, Eto,

W.T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G, O'Donoghue, K,O,
Hugh Harkins
Offices 241-242 Confederation Life Chambers
B, W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sta,
TORONTO, CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
NOTARIES
W. E. Kelly, K. C. J. Porter
Attorney County I
s For Norfolk County
SIMCOE, ONT., CA

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. 8., D. D. S.
2 PEMBROKE STREET W
PEMBROKE, ONT.
PHONE 178
Beddome, Brown, Gronyn
and Pocock

INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 698 W
392 Richmond 8t. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslett

Sanitary ‘® Heating Engineer
Agent for Fes

521 Richmond St.

James K. Day, K. C.
Joseph P, Walsh

David E, Kelly
easurer

Bolicitor y Counoll

NADA.

Oil Burners

London, Ont

UPHOLSTERING
Ot All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order
OHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond §t, London, Ont.

Opposite St. Peter's Parish Hall

Where Do You Go When o
You Wish to “Say it With" &

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

E. MULLEN

14 May St. LONDON, CANADA
Phone 6714M

Painting and Paper
Hanging Samples on request

G. M. MURRAY
856 KING ST. LONDOR
Expert Radiator and
Auto Sheet Metal Worker

BRAZING OF ALL KINDS
PHONES — NIGHTS B8448. DAY 2327

UNLIREOTRER DELLS

LYMYER SVEETER MCRE DUR
BLE, LOWER PRI

CHURCH é‘vxrnmmwc’vl

TasXasS, TELLS WHY. ¢
rite loECInchmﬂl Bell Foundry Co., Cincinnati, O-

We Manufacture a Full Line of

Steel Hospital
Furniture

and guarantee satisfaction in quality and
workmanship. Al our ioodﬁ are made in
Canada by Oanadians, sk for Catalogue.

The Metal Craft Co. Ltd.
GRIMSBY, ONT,

87 YONGE 8T., TORONTO
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey

“Something More Than a Drug Store”

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Fhone — wa deliver

CLINGER

London’s Rubber Man

8486 Dundas St., London, Ont.
TIRES and VULCANIZING

We repair anything in Rubber.
Galoshes and Rubber Boots a specialty,

Casavant Freres
CHURCH LIMITEE

Organ Builders

ST. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

Benjamin Blonde

General Contractor
CHURCHES

and Educational Institutions a Specialty
Estimates furnished on request

CHATHAM, ONT.




