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CHAPTER XIII.

PRISON WALLS

QUINN

The sunlight streaming through
the rocky mouth of the cave en-
abled Louise to discern her
prison. High walls reached to an
arched roof of gray rock. Jut-
ting pieces of stone bordered
the ceiling, while a small locker cut
by nature or man could be seen
indented near the posterior end of
the cavern. There was a damp
smell to the place, even the rock
on which she lay felt cold and
clammy. Through the opening
poured a strong current of oppres-
sive air, heavy, as if coming off a
lagoon.

Louise endeavored to
hands but they were
securely ; she tried to raise to
feet only ft«
strips of cloth. After
gnawing pain, in which
and tugged in desperat

untie her

minutes of
she pulled
ion, Louise

despaired of forcing her hands or |

feet free.

When would
Where was and
they missed h fr
In any event they would
dream of searching for
Roundtop. ‘hile she lay
under the spell of h
long rays of

Pemella
the k Had
ranch 7

never
her on

ys 7
m the

Jack ¢

r gituation the
sunlight that poured
into the cavern re A sudden
darkness from the interior chambers
seemed to rush to the anterior cave
8o that she could hardly
the opposite wall. Had someone
shut off the sunlight from the
cavern? For & moment Louise
surmised that Pemella was closing
the cave, sealing her within.

Her thoughts were arrested by
voices outside, but she could
distinguish the tones.
beration followved by further dark
ness apprised her of the coming
storm. Pemella must have returned
with someone yet she could
divine who it could be. Suddenly,
as u[ll' lowering a curtaia, ¢

lled the doorway

eded

» peere 14 saw the
of an llm,' n crawling sl
her, his long brs
dust. She hac several
times in the villag yut
listlessly but she had never in-
quired his name
Her first impression was
must be in league with
'he Indian advanced
lifted his almos gightless
toward her. A shriek
escaped her throat, a
echoed and re-echoed
beyond. Cringing,
knees near her
the Indian
his form
light.

figure
wiy t

ling in the

was.
that hn
Pemella.

slowly and

shriek that

drawing her
face sh
advanced
blotting out
The noisy fusiladc

toward her
fe eble

the

cave reverberating fiercely. It was
followed })y
if in surprise or alarm.
ized groan, cut short by some stern
force, mingled with Jack’s voice.

““Jack! Jack !” Louise shouted
ringingly in paroxysm of joy.
** Jack, I'm here,”’ she tore at her
fetters in a frenzy until her face
grew purple under the strain. *‘ Oh,
Jack, this Indian !”

Singing-in-the-Rain, absorbed by \
felt his way along | ‘

her predicement,

the wall until he came to her gide.

fastened |
her |
find them bound with |

return ? |
| the

| his offer of escape,
dreaming |

perceive |

| here.”” He

not |
loud rever- |

not |
| the
y shroud |
and |

yward |

eyes |

f fright |

in the caverns |
| on which to
e waited as |
, | touch

2 of thunder |
rumbled outside and came into the |

Jack’s startled cry as |
An agon- |
| her

| pain ran through her

What wae there to be done ?
the rock’s fall been
could have
in Jack's arms. She
kissed him a thousand times.
the torture
saw the felly of visiting the camp,

It was her impetuous curiosity that |
this peril. |

had plunged her into
Why in the name of Heaven had she

approached the camp, walked into |

the hands of an enemy,
who would crush her,

a tyrant
shame her

before the world and flay her deli- |
per- |

cate soul? Why had God
mitted such foolhardy intrusion ?
Upbraiding added bitterness to her
retrospection but brought forth no
deliverance. Suddenly she realized
the Indian was grunting words into
her ear,

‘“ Hub, Thunderbird move
But Singing-in-the-Rain no
Me show way out.”’

Louise looked at him wide-eyed,
fired to new hope and encourage-
ment. The
alone with him ig the cave gripped
her with fear. \‘hv thought of the
Indian for & moment as a wicked,
savage creature, the primitive man
re mrmrg to his coppery Yulm

“You know a way out ?”’ She
found herself repeating at his
knees How? Oh take me out
now, now, before it’s too late

‘“Me know way. qu
Long time ago I go out,

Abandonment to the
Indian insulated
further fear. She

rock.

come

direction of
her from
surrendered to
fh”d“lli nim as
he led the way to the second cham
Into a third and fourth room
by narrow openings Louise crawled
at his heels. He did not hesitate
Obviously he was finding his way
along the wall, for Louise felt its
clammy side against her arm. The
Indian stopped and in the silence
came naught save the steady drip,
drip of water.

o “i[{ hole

ver.

over there. We go
turned, retraced hise
steps to the left and felt along the
gide,

* Here be
a8 he stood

place,” he announced
and placed his hand in
a small niche in the rock. Further
up he found another. He had dis-
covered where they could cross into
other chamber. Singing-in-the-
Rain climbed slowly, testing the
niches. They seemed as strong as
when years ago he had ¢ ~lh;~ d the
same Wway He reached the top
and dropped down on the other side.
Louise heard him calling to her and
his voice sounded deep and cavern-
ous. She mounted the wall, reached
the top and.peered over. She was
expecting to see an opening through
which they could erawl to the outer
world., Only a gulf of darkness
met her eyes.

* Big drop, big drop
was cautioning her. Louise ran her
fingers along the top of the wall
and found that it was wide enough
turn. She lowered her
to discover if she could
the earth. But her feet
swung free. She attempted to
clamber back but the shocks of the
day had weakened her, robbed her
muecles of their strength. Her
fingers lost their hold and she slid,
down, down. Louise alighted on
feet but she crumbled to her
knees with the fall. A stinging
ankles and
where she

’ the Indian

self alnw})‘

lay for a moment

sne

| had fallen until the peril of her pre-

dicament aroused her.

A faint scratching from the othe
side of the cave fell on her ear.

'* Where are you ?”’ ghe ('riud.
‘“ Me here. You come here.
Louige erawled to where she heard

Louise recoiled at his touch and‘thvlndmn

turned as far as pc
long bony fingers of the red man.

** Jack, Jack, come quick!”

*“ He come. Me help. No move
now.”’

Louise felt his hand
throat, then move
arm to grasp it firmly. She turned
her face toward the wall, helpless.
The Indian perceived in a moment
that she was bound. Then he
touched her fetters and slowly
untied them.
loosed the

touch

band at her ankles.

Looking up at her deliverer in the |

gloom a flood of mingled pathos
and thanksgiving flooded her spirit.
Without uttering a word she stum-
bled frightened toward the mouth
of the cave

As she plunged forward a flood
of fire leaped in, a detonation jarred
her to her knevs a terrific pressure
expanded in the cave and bulged
within her ears. The world outside
appeared blazing as if ineruption.
Following the blinding stream of
light came a shower of sand, pebbles,
rocks, dust, darkness. \umvthmg
had fallen against the opening,
shutting them in as securely as a
safe. Louise crept thrnugh the
flood of dusty lava and pounded
against the obstruction, a massive
boulder. In asaner mood she would
have seen the folly of it all but
obsessed with fright and despair
she clawed savagely into the sand
and scraped back piles of rock and
dirt. Shescreamed again and again
Jack’s name but only the cave
mocked her. Again she tried her
weight against the slab but it was
unyielding. Pulling back stones
and loose dirt she came to the base
of the rock. This was theend. No
force of man could go farther.

Singing-in-the-Rain went to her
side. Together they shoved against
the boulder. It would not move,
Had the flank of a mountain toppled
and caught there the imprisonment
could not have been more secure.

Oh, God, we're locked inside.
We're lost. Jack ! Jack ! Come to
me.”’ Louise sank her head against
her bosom. What could she do?

gsible from the |
| mebbe.’
| fingers into the damp floor near the

her
down upon her |

Immediately Louise |

‘No

gee

hole. It shut, too,
He was digging with his

wall,
‘““A long time ago me crawl out
here. Many moons gone now.
Singing-in-the-Rain continued to
scrape back the ox,fh. Occagion-
ally he paused to utter ** Ugh.” It
apprised Louise of nothing. Per-
haps it was the Indian’s
expressing disgust
ment.

A desire to close her eyes came to
Louise. Theair in the inner chamber
was growing heavy and condemning
her to a lethargy that made her
limbs sink and her arms fall to her
sides. A veritable torrent of
thought rushed to her mind when
she relaxed. Where was Jack ?
Surely he knew that she was in the
cave for he had shouted before the
rock fell. She could not under-
stand why he did not enter with the
Indian. But that shriek of terror
was unmistakably his. Perhaps he
was in trouble.

Louise was seized with a desire to
run back to the first room. Per-
haps by this time Jack had thrown
agide the rock and was there search-
ing for her. Then flashed upon her
mind the realization that she and
the Indian were prisoners, perhaps,
eternally to be shut up in this inner
temple. There were niches in the
wall on the other side but in this
room there were none. They had
no implements with which to hew
any. The thought of impending
doom, of starving to death in the
darkness, of men in years to come
searching this inner recess and dis-
covering their whitened bones to-
gether made Louise choke back a
violent surge that pergisted in
mounting higher in her throat.
She felt like weeping, sobbing aloud,
but the sound would only distract
the Indian scraping and dragging
back earth from under the shelf of
rock. Louise ran her fingers over
the pile of dirt. It had mounted
high. But would all this toil lead
anywhere ? Surely the relentless
Indian must have & purpose,

or disappoint- |

Hud |
delayed she |
been on the outside and |
would have |
Under |
of her position she now |

care. |

consciousness of being |

| until

way of ‘
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know
he was only
for both of them The con.
gideration of horrible, untimely
death created a thirst that parched
her throat and flughed her face
with feverish blood. The ginister
thoughts made Louise brain-fagged ;
the incidents of the day with their
gruelling, harrowing frights and
circumstances had weakened her
mentally and physically and before
long she was claimed by sleep.

How long the Indian worked and
slaved under the rock Louise never
knew. But something awakenet
her, a shout of triumph. She must
have slept long for her feet were
buried in the dirt and sand, the pile
had risen to an immense height as
she was forced to kneel in order to
reach the top.

‘ Does it
hurried to ask

‘“ Me find grass, roots, wet mud,
Soon now we go.”’

In her eagerness Louise stooped
and helped him. Side
was toiling with the Indian, pull.
ing big handfuls of earth back
toward the center. Without warn-
ing an avalanche of loose
in, seemingly undoing their work.
Louise sat back disappointed but
Singing-in-the-Rain only toiled the
harder. He realized
earth meant that they were getting
close to the outer crust.
in-the-Rain grunted loudly and hie
breath grew heavy.

A ray of light shot into the
for a moment only to be shut
The Ipdian shouted in
Vietory was theirs for it would no
be lnl»y now until the surface was
reache irred on by the light
which .m,!« in as a rey of hope into
a dark soul the pair bent to work
and soon another blade
shot through the darkness. They
dug and tore at the hole furiously
until the opening grew larger—
until it let the Indian through.
Louise followed with an alacrity |
that showed her willingness to
escape from the prison. With eyes
bloodshot, her face wan, and
streaked with grime, her cheeks wet

must his mind, l.rhnpu

open out?”” Louise |

cave
out.
L,l\

with tears of joy, Louise knelt for a |

moment and thanked God for her
deliverance. The moment . was
supreme Out of the physical dark-
ness where her eyes were tortured
with a sea of black void, out of the
spiritual pit indicted to the crush-

; weight of despair and blasted
hope «-h»\ was delivered and as she
knelt out in the open a Te Deum of
grati tum sped upward from her
soul. This was life, expansive,
free, untrammeled ; this was life t
bow down vunder the stars
thank the Creator ; this was life to
feel the Godgiven sweep of air
against her face, to draw it into
her starving lungs. What manner
of ereature could escape this
driving her to obeisant thanks?
There comething hopeful and
sublime to be able to rise again
frnn the morass of abandon, espe-
cially when she had been
suffer, to disaster, to despair, to
die in the throes of hideous death.
Out under the canopy of the
she felt a magnificent rebuke to
her morbid oppression.
back upon the panorama of the
past, why not look out and beyond
where nature told her to be calm

was

and happy, to live, with that bird |

pouring out its soul to the evening
)

air 7

Great

tion, with the ghost

smile upon his face he
close scrutiny her pale

prayer.
seemed conscious of the fallen bene-
diction.

Louise did not
of time
she glanced up at the sky.
Twilight was coming down upon a
world that despite its trials and
sorrows was a sweet one for her.
The storm was over and gone but
back in the east the last colors of a
rainbow were draining back into its
pot of gold. The air was so clear
and crystallins that one star, mag-
nificent in its dominance, throbbed
in the sky like a diamond on the
blue breast of a far-world goddess.
Down below Louise could see sparks
flying from the gypsys’ campfire
and mingling with the shadows of
the trees.

They had come out upon the North
side of the mountain. Only the
brown plain fading away into the
river bottom in the distance met
their vision and stranded it out
where dusk and earth and horizon
blended. Louise drew in breathfuls
of air cooled by the storm. The
trees were still dripping water and
the rocks washed free of sand and
dust.

Without a word Singing-in-the-
Rain started around the side of the
hill toward the trail. Suddenly he
stopped in his tracks, crouched low
threw back a low '* Hist "’ to the
girl.

Louise stopped and listened but
heard nothing but the mournful
unigon of the insects’ evening hymn.
Shouts from below, staccato and
far-off, told her the gypsies were
stirring in camp. The Indian was
bent in front of her as statuesque
bronze, his braids of hair tipping
the wet rocks. He turned his head
from gide to side with listening
intent and then crept forward a
step or two. He had heard some-
thing close, perilously close, for he
felt for the knife in his belt. A
pebble loosed from its mooring
rattled down the rocks. Someone
was coming up the trail.J.© Quu ¢

watched in
lips move in

realize the

by side she |

dirt fell |

that the free |

Singing- |

of silver |

| the

| she e

and

)
iorce |

born to |

sky |
Why turn |

| feel it ?
| Through eyes flooded with tears |
r | Louise looked up at the Indian who |

| gazed down upon her supplicating

| form.
Spirit. |
filled with contempla- |
of a drawn |

He spoke no word but he |
[ ly still,

length |
she had spent in the cave |

Louise and Smuml{ in-the-Rain, | A soul too.”
digging & grave |as silent as the stars that looked

down fron: their blue bloom of
twilight, erouched behind the rocks
and waited with bated breath.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE GROWING TIME

It happened in the growing time,
that time, when, if one stood in the
scarcely perceptible night air, one
could almost feel the gently rust.
ling grass creeping upward and the
leafy branches spreading outward.

When the swaying corn shot and
stretched almost before one’s eyes ;
when all around the air seemed full
of God's. vast, creative power ;
when one felt awed into standing
still and breathless, 8 powerful the
Presence of the mighty, unseen
force felt in the air around one.

Such a time it began—one glori-
ous twilight in mid-July, if tw1hght
it can then be called.

She stood, a perfeet picture in
the slanting afterlight of the set-
ting sun, leaning on a great tree-
trunk, upward gazing, a huge over-

hanging branch half-hiding her face |

and form. That which was not hid
was lovely enough

Young, fresh, fair and glowing,

and just at that time when girl-
hood was meeting with growing
womanhood.

And perhaps because of this
felt around her all the strange stir-
rings of growing nature with a
marvelous, sympathetic instinet

But she turned smiling to the
beside her, a young
persuasion and force

“Don’t spoil this lovely evening,
Dan,” she pleaded. ‘‘Hush ! Listen!
hear the corn growing !’ She held
up her hand and ehe stood tensely,
her eyes roaming over the swaying
corn bathed in sunlight before her
He listened a moment, then laughed
{ and caught her hand eagerly.

“But I cannot listen, Anne. I
can only listen to you and look at
you. I want you to speak.
must answer me tun,ghl
must say yee, you’ll come ?’

Now she grew rosy and
trouble. “‘But—but—]—am-—a
Catholic,” she pleaded,

“And—I—am not—is
he said flushing.

“And you—are—not,” she re-
peéated sadly.

Then he began to persuade. In
deepening shadows- the
growing time—with nature rustling
all around them—he pleaded
nsented

And that night in her mother’s
cottage on the rocks above the sea,
in wild, Atlantic-washed Donegal,
there was deep grief and trouble.
For Anne—their one, precious girl—
was going away to marry, cne quits
outside their treasured Faith !

And Anne would neither wait nor
listen to persuasion. In spite of
mother's tears and father's scold-
ings she went out from the
gheltered humble home of her child-
hood. And only God and the
mother knew what the mother
suffered that morning, in the grow-
ing time, when the
voice left her aging ears

“Only God know
Uf it‘
at all
glury

‘Grannie,

ghe

man, full of

You

full of

that it ?”’

Only He knows what is good
'\h\ it some day bring Him

she whispered to herself.
grannie, do you not
Come here and I know
you will.”

A girl's voice, young,
cottage, where the turf fire burned
brightly on the hearth.

““There!”’
out to the doorstep,
brown-smoked spinning wheel—
“don’t you feel it now ?”’ the eager
voice went on, ‘‘Stay still—quite
still. Oh, I hear it !”"—more eager-
her fair face flushing—
“Growing, Grannie,
growing. I can feel God’s breath
this evening, putting new life
everything. 1 can feel His Hands
gvnll'y touching all !”

‘*Aye, dearie, aye.’”” There is a

| tired, drawn-out patience in the old |
| voice.

A beautiful picture they make,
standing there in the humble door-
way, the bright young form and

sunget of a mid-July day.

Then, as the girl talks eagerly on,
the old form shivers slightly and
drawing back into the shadows, she
whispered somewhat brokenly.

*‘Listen, Alanna, an’ I'll tell ye ;
ye have made me lonely now, love.
I'll tell ye what happened once long

ago, when the world was growing |

his way—just thie time of the year
—come.”’

And back at the spinning-wheel,
while she gently carded wool, she
told the fair gir]l of that wooing of
long ago.

“'Tis in you to feel it, mar-
chree !I”” she ended. ‘‘Since the
night you came to me, in the grow-
ing time. I have watched your
delight, year after year, in God’s
great season, when, as you say, His
Hand rests on earth and He blesses
the fruits of His sowing.”

The girl, seated at her
looked up a little wistfully.

“Aye, dearie—they were married
according to his own way, but not
as a Catholic should have it. ‘But
there—sure, when my Anné died
under this roof, with the priest of
God beside her, sure I'm bound to
be content, And then dearie,”’
gently caressing the girl’'s soft
hair, ‘‘she left me you, and you
have so filled my lonely years,
dear!”

“l suppose 8o,
Grannie ; but I'd love to know
about my father. After all, my
mother loved him ; and he—he had

feet,

poor, dear

{ told you this-

| bing
| States. A
| still int

man |

| long in—
| cases of
,fn'l n

You :

| swaying,

and |

i the gyu\,\v Iy

lilt of her child’s |

rich and |
| eager, calling back to the shadowed |
He, too, seemed to be com- |
| muning with his
| Immovable,

: the

—asg an old woman came |
leaving a
|

everything |

into |
| was there,
| and recognition of one from thef

ful yearning in
voice,

“Aye, dear, aye.
what came of him.
do is pray.

the rich young
I never heard
Just all we can
I don’t know why I'ye
but there it {s—it
came to my heart and my lips
tumght—und tis better you'd know
itanyway.”

They fell silent after that, and
later, when the dusk was dmwmg
down in the lush paddock, below
the white cottage, a fair girl gave
up a great love and sent a lad out
into thv loneliness, because, like her
mother’s wooer of old, he was not
of her Faith, and because God had
given to her to make a supreme
sacrifice for His own great cause.

Before the next ¢ rop went down |
night |

the weakness that since

that
held the old

woman took her off,
And with the care gone from her
hande, the fair-haired girl, now
grown very silent and earnest, bade
farwell to the beautiful hills of
Donegal, the cottage and the
and faced the Atlantic and
strangers in the grand cause of

| souls for God.

The dull,
day in mid-July
cities lrf

, in one of the throb-
Ame rira'a great
shadowed,
‘nsely close atmosphere
hospital ward, with white be
silent sick, and gent]
moving quietly about
tooping
faced sister
thewand«
well on

00led,

over one bed

liste
rings of a
in years, who
e of the \
this great city
injured on the qua
was hurrying to cateh a liner |
for Ireland—hig home—but that,
yet, 18 not known

Presently the Sister str:
herself and looks to th
window in vain search for
This she is thinking of
such a time
could stand on

\gniens

ar.
—A time—

Donegal’'s wind-
swept mountaing and hear the
rustling corn growing and
sycamore leaves spreading
and could feel, in the
night wind, the Breath of God and
see the vast sw ep of His vi d
heavens glowing with
amid the frec, wind

Oh ! for evenonem
of it now! Then she
and perhaps
tear. Then suddenly
and pales again
man 18 VAanaering
caught her thoughts ?

He is rambling of
July wh\n uil the wor
pulsing, stirring life
time—
entirely and H‘ d witl
happy mountain home
full of a terrible remorse
grows wild as the gentle S
to soothe him. He raves
young, wasted life, of his
tion and—and here the
trembles—he calls on his child,
repents the day he lured

the

she br

BICK

1 day

rust X
him from her

yet be a Catholic—that it was that
which caused all the sorrow.
lack of the Great Faith. And it is
great for he has watched all these

| lonely years and has found it so.

After much wandering ceases—
the gister has him soothed to sleep.
And then, in the dimness of the
chapel, when her hours are over,
fair, young Sister prays that
before end God will accept the
completing of her sacrifice, for she
knows He has led to her that soul
she has lived and suffered to save.

It came—and
answer to her prayer,

Early next day came a visitor to
the sick man—no less than the
young man who had saved him from
the worst consequences of his aceci-
dent the day before. Al‘-i while he
consciousness returned |

the

wildness of beloved Donegal.

She turned, and sent quickly for
& priest and then she came back,
and, kneeling by the bedside,
whispered to the dying man assur

the stooning oider cns+ithére it the | ance of God's merey, telling him all |

the story of how God’s Providence,
working ever, arranged all.

How her mother gave her her
Faith ; how her Grannie’s story set
her yearning for his soul ;

now used him to bring him, her
father, to her

miracle of his conversion.
Soon it was all over, and, safe in

the Faith she had brought him, his |

soul sped back to its Creator.

But that was not all, for a timid
touch on her sleeve startled her
later and the voice of her friend,
earnest and full of sympathy—

‘‘Sister, put two souls down to
your account ; so great a Faith I
cannot pass by. I'll become a
Catholic.”

Her beautiful smile
gratitude was his reward
world. For herself—as
knelt: before the still red lamp in
her Creator’s Presence—sghe
content with a great thankfulness
and hope, that when they all met

again they would be all able to |
understand together—in the vast |
the |

halls of eternity, where
“growing-time”’ isalways, and where
God’s great creation goes on for
ever.—The Cross.

When a man is freed from temp-
tation, or any other distress, let
him take great care to show fitting
gratitude to God fon the benefit he
has received.
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“PERFECT” Bicycles
The Bicycle of Quality

3 STORES
665 Dundas St Phone fld’ZGW

402 Ciarence 8t. Phone 1899
4.;4 Hamilton Road. Phone B:b7\~

HEXTER TAXI |

Day anc jervioce
» and 7 Pa Sedans

483 Richmond Sl., ionddh 0nl.

PRICE ‘® HAWKE
Service

Auto l‘h_mru
O-Lite Battery Service St

NEW ADDRESS
381 Wellington St. Phone 8500
London, Ont.
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Let Us Buy Your

EGGS dm. P US.IRY
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C. A. MAN?\ &. CO.

KING 8T. LONDON, ONT,

338 Talbot St.

J. A, BARNARD

Sole Agent for H

Motorcycles, M.\sqoy Bicycles

Aoccessories an I Repair
PHONE 2 994M
London, Ont.
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Factory Saved

® “AUTOMATIC”
SPRINKLERS

In February last, the Stratf
tory was saved from
the prompt service of the
SYSTEM. There are thousands of
which prove the value of ‘““Antomatic
Sprinklers. HEstimates on request

The Bennett & Wright Co.
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77-81 King Street
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The only Polish
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LIOUID STOVE POLISH
/(6’(}05 your Gas or :

léctiic Range
br/a/,f & cledn

Established, owned & madein
Canada for over 30 years by

Nonsuch MFg.Co. Limited, Toronto

| W.E
Or

Ont, ‘

‘19

| 294 York St.

APRIL 18, 1926

l)R Rl Bl ((A HAI(KINS
DR. MARIE H. HARKINS
OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIANS
Abrams Method of Diagnosis and Treatment

I'he Bt. George LONDON, ONT
\\rllmuuu Bt Phone 1661

'DR. LEROY V. HILES

SPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS

202 Dundas St, Phone 7808
BARRI%’H RS, .H()l ICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN & MUI(!’HYA

BARRISTERS, S0LIOK TORS, NOTARIKS
Sollcitors for llw Roman Oatholie
plecopal Oorporation
Bulte 68, Bank of Torouto Chambers

Ul'\lmn O \NA))A

ﬂ()Y }(N()X & M()NAHAN

ARRISTERS, 8OLI( ITORS, NOTARIES, Ktc

Phone

. K. Knox 1

\ Louls Mons
. 1, Middleton ou Monahan

Nu; %o Koeogh

Telephones
Ofiloes 1 Continental Life Building
JENER BAY AND RICHMOND STRRETS

FORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, &o
Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Building,
TORONTO, CANADA

Hart

Frank J
TI. M. Mungovan

LANNAN
JOLIOCITORS, NOTARIE
inney, K.O,, B.A,, B.O.1
vs Lannan, LL. B

A\LGARY, ALBERY

McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICI'T(
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILI
GUELPH, ONTARIO
CUANADA

JING

eslde 1396, Uable Addrees “Leedon

I59HW

Hillcrest 1097 Main 1688
Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Soli r,vtm' Notaries, Efo,
J. Lo l" L (v O'Donoghue, KE.C
and \"""‘.,

I ANADA

I\HH IHI Hl & KELLY

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS

NOTARIES

K.O. J.Port

Chambers
ia Ste,

Kelly

M} <
PEMBROKE,

Dr. W. S. Westland

Office and

¢ DENTIST

287 QUEENS AVE LONDON

Becdome, Brown, Cronyn
and Pocock

INSURANCE

)y Loan
Richmond 8t.

Money Telephone 608 W

LONDON, CANADA

- James R. Hasleli

f“mmmr\ ‘& Heating !;ngmeer

Agent for Fess Oil Bur

5”“ Ri« “hmond 8(. Lonuon On t

UPHOLSTERING

| Of All Kind Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK

Rl\,hmand 8t.
Yppo: 'eH

¢.Or-dol‘
Peter's Parizh Ha

Ont
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‘Say it With" =

The w;«! Florat Co.

44!2 Dundns St. Lonnon Oﬂt.

N Go T .
)0 You (Go When

Wash L

. Jerome's College

ounded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT
Business College D
High School Ao Mm' i
College and Philosophic:
Address

l{.}* Vo W,

Ih-;:-nl:-v.";ll
ul Department,

. H‘\l\\xl R, C. R,, numnj

Casavanl F reres
CHURCH LIMITER

Organ Builders

8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC

Benjamin Blonde

General Contractor
CHURCHES

and Educational Institutions a Specialty
Egtimates furnished on request

CHATHAM, ONT.
Lightning Battery Service
Opp. C. N, R, Freight Sheds
862 Dundas [ durer London, Ont,
Phone 8370

Your Battery Recharged in 1
n{nln ln or out of )\ ur Car
'REGO | RADIATOR REPAIR
‘WE ENOW HOW™
Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. G. KAISER
Phone 7249 M Nights 1006 J
150 Fullarton 8t. London Ont

OVER 90 YEARS IN BUSI

ELEONARD&SONS

LONDON: CANADA, “T°

BOILERMAKERS &ENGINEERS,

Write For Heating Boiler C talogue




