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The newcomer nodded. *‘ Yes it
is just five now. Have you been
waiting long 7"’

“I'd say | have,” sighed the girl.
*“ All of us have.”

‘ Probably some urgent sum-
mons,” suggested the woman, * Of
course, the doctor will return as
soon as he can.”

** He should show more consider-
ation for péople who have appoint-
ments,”’ Mrs Moore gnapped tartly.
‘* Urgent cases are generally quickly
finished. Anyway, with hig machine
he could come back here and then,
if necessary, return to his urgent
case.”’

The boy looked up, a flush of
interest in his heavy eyes. ‘' Per-
haps the machine’'s been smashed.”

** Perhaps,” agreed Mrs. Moore,
in a tone which inferred that it was
exactly what the doctor deserved.

The boy yawned.

“ Why, Joe, you are sleepy,’’ his

mother accused. ‘' It is nice and
cool over by the window. You could
stretch out on the floor there and
have a nap.”’
*Joe flushed with embarrassment
at the idea of a mature person, ten
years old, needing a nap, and his
mother became more tactful.

‘“That position is bad for your
arm. If you lie down it will be
a rest for it.”’

So, for the sake of his arm, Joe
consented to lie down, and almost
immediately his eyes closed. One
patient was at peace. His mother
fanned him and herself alternately |
with a magazine.

The phone in the doctor’s office
rang.

‘ Perhaps that is the doctor now
to ask if anyone is here,”” suggested
Mrs. Moore hopefully.

Mrs. Stearns, the caretaker of
this and the adjoining apartment,
cume from somewhere in the back
regions to answer it. But it was
only another patient inquiring as
to whether the doctor was now in
his office. Mrs. Stearns answered,
‘““No,” and said that it was not
likely he would return now till his
usual night hour. Then she called
the doctor’s home, that she might
obtain positive information for the
patients in the waiting room.

Presently Mrs. Stearn came to the
door.

‘“ Mrs. Leroy says that the doctor
was called early this afternoon. He
is working on a special case which
will require his presence probably
for some time longer. He was to
phone her when he had finished, and
she had not heard from him yet.
That means he cannot be here soon.
Mrs. Leroy suggested that anyone
here return tonight or tomorrow
morning.”” Mrs. Stearn paused and
glanced at the faces about her—
cross, tired, hot, then continued
slowly, apparently addressing the
mother who fanned a sleeping boy,
‘ You see the case is—a mother and
her first child.”

As though at a magic touch, the
faces changed. They were kindly,
interested, sympathetic. Personal
ills and irritations were forgotten
before the stupendous miracle of
a new life, and & new mother.

‘“ We may as well go home,”” Joe's
mother said, and stooped to awaken
the boy. ‘‘I know Dr. Leroy. He
will stay till everything is all right.
One of my boys had pneumonia last
winter and he stayed right with
him, noting every breath and pulse-
beat till the crisis was passed, at
midnight.”

“ That was good of him,” and
Mrs. Moore’s face was almost peace-
ful. *“ 1 am glad he is staying
now.”’

‘* He must be very kind,” and the
girl in plaid put on her hat without
a glance in the mirror. A strong,
well - balanced character, hers.
Efficiently, cheerfully, she was
shouldering her way through life,
Already she had touched on many
of its big hard things; kindness
she held to be one of its biggest
and best.

The charity patient said nothing,
but she was remembering all that
this doctor had done for her. She
would certainly pay him something
when she returned to work—she
felt almost able now.

At the Greyson flat the strain of
waiting was almost unbearable.
Young Greyson had come home
early, and realized his mistake—he
should have been later than usual.
He felt now .that he was rapidly
losing his mina, under the strain of
anxiety, combined with the ques-
tions of Lil’s mother.

“Do you know anything about
this Doctor Leroy?” she asked
sharply. ‘‘To me he seems rather
old-fashioned. Why didn’t you get
some young doctor? 1 understand
improvements are being made all
the time and, of course, it is the
young fellows who have modern
methods at their finger ends.”

Greyson rallied to the doctor’s
defense.

““ Lil likes Leroy. It is a relief to
find people now and then who are
not in & rush, on the dead run, all
the time. Modern doctors are
rather inclined to treat people as
machines, and are like machines
themselves. *Leroy is gentle, care-
ful, not a bit excitable or fussy and
Lil is somewhat nervous.”

It wae over at last. Out of a
night of blackness, a place of hope
and fear, of mingled joy and pain,
Lil Greyson came triumphant to the
safe harbor of the young husband’s
arms. And soon her, own arms
cradled their son.

Leroy did not realize his fatigue
until he went out to the car which
had stood so long before the Grey-
gon home. It was always like that.
In such battles he put forth all the
skill and force and energy at his

command. When the strain re.
laxed he was unutterably weary.
Now he must drop into the office
before he could go home to rest.
Only a gray-eyed, gray-faced young
man waited for him there.

‘“Had a hard day, Doc?"’ he
questioned, noting the other’s tired
face.

The doctor hesitated while certain
moments of the day seemed to stand
out like the *‘ cloge ups”’ of moving
pictures: Ellen Latour’s face, Lil
Greyecon’s glad blue eyes, the
suspense when two lives were in
danger, the relief at last when they
were safe,

" **Some of it was good,” he an-
8wered slowly, “‘some of it was Héll
~—almost,”

The young man was gone. The
doctor went down stairs to his car.
How very tired he was. It was
night now. Looking up, Leroy be-
held a deep blue sky and stars,

* Heaven—God,”’ he considered,
‘““ near like that, all the time, watch-
ing the struggle with life, death,
almost Hell.”

He squared his shoulders in sud-
den access of energy. After all,
wealth and fame were not the big-
gest issues in life. To fight on the
right side in a battle—was not that
better? Could he have fought so
hard for that tiny baby life today if
he had not held it doubly precious
because of God’s gift, a soul? Oh,
well for him that, after twenty-five
years of service, he held the same
beliefs and ideals, (minus his con-
ceit) as the young man who began
work a quarter century ago. For
him still the joy of seeing in every
sufferer he served One Who had
suffered for them, hearing within
his soul a Voice divinely sweet :

‘“Inasmuch as you have done it
unto these, the least of My breth-
ren, you have done it unto Me.”
—Rose Martin, in The Magnificat.

THE CONVERSION OF A
FRENCH POET

(From the French of Tancrede de Visan)
Translated by Roy Temple House

One day the startling news
reached literary circles that Adolphe
Rette had been converted to Cath-
olicism. All who knew his book
Similitudes were astonished by this
sudden return to Christianity. Iin-
vestigated, and learned that Rette
was ill in the St. Joseph Hospital. I
went to see him, and he told me him-
self of the change which had taken
place in his life. He told me that he
had been touched by grace, and that
he had utterly repudiated a detesta-
ble past.

This was in 1906. Rette, like ali
men of action who have been deeply
wounded by life, was suddenly taken
with a profound disgust with this
world. The peasantry, had disap-
pointed him ; he had believed our
country population to be honest and
wholesome, but he had found them
dissolute and rotten. He no longer
felt any sympathy with anarchy,
since he found the principa! expon-
ents of that chimerical doctrine en-
slaved by base appetites and a fero-
cious hatred for all which is noble
and beautiful. Esoteric doctrines
had no hold on him ; he had pierced
their nebulous phrases and pene-
trated the inanity of their visions :
and in his book, “In the Land of
Black Lilies,”” he was destined to
touch with his finger the obscene
and blasphemous foundation of the
majority of these occult practices.
And compulgory education, and
equality, and universal suffrage,
and democracy ? All these things
had lost their value to his suffering
spirit. The man who once cried so
loud for ecience, positivism, the
reign of justice on earth, no longer
believed in any of this. Everything
disgusted him, and he had come to
hate himself. :

He withdrew to the country, and
sought in the shade of his much-
loved forest a modicum of peace for
his heart and his soul. Art seized
him for a moment again with its
creative fervor. Paganism drew
him for a time with its cult of
luminous life and its deification of
the obscure forces of nature. But
soon this naturalistic pantheism
failed to satisfy him any longer.
Neither Kantian moralism nor
Buddhist fatalism satisfied his soul-
hunger for the Truth. Thrown
about like a plank on a troubled
sea, the poor sufferer sighed in
vain for a haven of peace and love.

One day, as he was reading the
second canto of Dante’s “Purga-
tory,”” Rette suddenly found his
soul flooded with light, and for the
first time the thought of the Catho-
lic religion penetrated his refrac-
tory spirit. From this first touch
of Grace dates the beginning of the
poet’'s real conversion. His soul
was still tortured at times by
terrible doubts, by the old errors,
by the shrill voice of the flesh and
his old pride, but the Lord had
already marked his sheep, though
it wandered with the flock of
sinners, and the time was near when
He would lead it to the wells of
salvation.

The thrilling story of thisreturn to
God, retarded by sudden relapses, is
told in his volume ““From the Devil
to God,” which with his “En

Route,’’ constitutes one of the most
poignant autobiographies I have
ever read. Long months passed be-
fore Rette at last threw himself
into the arms of the Church. For a
long time he struggled with this
temptation and that. At Arbonne,
in the heart of his beloved forest,
he met the supreme crisis. One
evening, while a prey to the most
violent despair, abandoned, weary
of this incessant war with the old
Adam, tortured with remorse for a

beautiful
undertook to escape from his mental
agony by suicide, At the moment
when he lifted the rope to hang him-
self, the poet wds struck to his
knees by Divine Grace: *‘‘At the
same instant 1 seemed to see,
within myself, the image of our
Lord Jesus Christ on the Cross,
smiling at me with an expression of
ineffable compassion.’’

Returning to Paris, Rette took
counsel with the poet Coppee — the
Coppee whom he had insulted so
violently a short time before—and
sought out a confegsor, Abbe M—
vicar of Saint Sulpice, was chosen to
treat this ulcerated soul and teach
it the elements of religion ; for Rette
was ignorant of the most elementary
symbols of Christianity. From that
day peace roled the soul and spirit
of the repentant sinner, he joyously
accomplished his general confession,
and he went to the Sacred Table.
“During the following day I lived in
a gort of luminous dream.
thoughts were turned toward the
Lord ; all the objects
seemed to have taken on a festal
look. 1 was literally seeing the
univerge with different eyes.”

The island of Saint-Honorat lies
off the southesast coast of France, at
a distance of about four miles from
Cannes. Itis a mile long and 500
yards wide at its widest point. Mag-
nificent pines, luminous cypresses
and decorative palms shade the
island. The Mediterranean sun
filters through the foliage of
orange-trees, lemon-trees and lux-
uriant vines. On this island, in the
peace of the old abbey of Lerins,
inhabited by the Cistercians of the
congregation of Senaogue, who
follow the rule of St. Benedict
modified by Saiut Bernard Rette at
last fixed his wandering steps, after
having sojourned successively with
the Benedictines of Chevetogne in
Belgium, at Ars-en-Dombes and at
Notre Dame d’'Hautecombe. His
home is a little two-room structure
paved with square tile. One room
is his work room and his sleeping
room, and the other is a ‘wardrobe
and lumber room. The walls are
whitewashed ; one great window
floods his cell with light ; just below
this hermitage a group of magnifi-
cent rose bushes exhale their
perfume, nasturtiums in bloom
clamber
and in a corner of his yard, a pome-
granate tree offers its red flowers in
June and its fruit in September.

“I was never so happy in my life
as I have been living on this en-
chanted isle !”’
Protected from men and from the

wiles of the Evil One, lulled by the |

sonorous cadences of the sea, punec-
tuated evéery hour by the sound of
the bell which calls the monks to
pray, Rette listens to the singing of
his heart, and like the fisherman of
the Gospels — “'Rette,”
means '‘net’’—he brings to land the
mystic fishes of Divine Grace.

When the War broke out, Rette
who has always been passionatgly
anxious to serve his kind, once
an anarchist, now as a Catholic,
sought and found a new field of
activity.

At Lourdes, in peace time, he had
been a volunteer stretcher bearer.
Now his experience stood him in

Y good stead in a military hospital, |
with its feverish nights, its suffering |

victims, the misery of these noble
young bodies, the moral distress of
souls in rebellion.

Rette served at the bedside of the
soldiers of France. He dressed
wounds, comforted the dying,
reassured the weak, bent over

wounded hearts and brought them |

spiritual balm and the unction of
prayer. In a touching book drawn
from his own experience, ‘“They Who
Bleed,”
his own characteristic gripping
realism, certain terrible visions of
those days, which bring before our
eyes the Divine passion of the
Christ Himself.

Whatever may have been the
immediate occasion of a conversion,
we may be sure thai analogous
phenomena of conscience produce
identical effects. All converts, on
returning to spiritual health, have
experienced the same impression of
joy and plenitude which they
translate by similar expressions, by
reporting that they had ‘‘the sensa-
tion of passing from darkness to
light.”

This light is God’s grace. It
moves the soul, not to quietism, as
has been maintained, but to action.
For religious ecstasy, far from
being a state of nirvana, is the most
intense of activity—is life in God.

This Catholic action manifests
itself in two ways: in action on
others, and in action on onegelf.

No one has better illustrated than
Rette this double activity. Strong
in his own experience, he applied
himself vigorously to the consola-
tion of other souls, to lifting them
toward God. The ‘“‘Letters to an
Indifferent Person’’ and ‘“When the
Spirit Bloweth’ have had a great
influence on certain doubters. Like
Huysmans, Rette has had the joy of
bringing back to religion a copsid-
erable number of unbelievers and
others who were lukewarm.

At the same time that our author,
instrument of Divine Grace, exer-
cises a salutary influence on others,
he himself faels the effect of his
own activity, laboring as he does for
perfection by quiet meditation and
commerce with God.

Far from men, butied in a happy
solitude, like a monk in his monas-
tery, Rette converses with Christ,
and the joys which he draws from
the sacrament are such that hissoul
warms and sinks in the ineffable in-
toxication of contemplation, which
is certainly the most intensely

life thrown away, he!

All my |

about me!

over his green shutters, |

Rette wrote me. |

in Latin, |

as |

Rette has rendered with |

active state a human being can
attain,

These interior effusions lead to
the supreme science, the science of
myeticism. And Rette is a mystic,

Only a mystic could have written
correctly, could have made his
reader understand and feel in all
its divine beauty, the luminous life
of that '‘Pearl of the Sacred Heart,”’
Saint Marguerite-Marie. This vol-
ume i8 probably Rette’'s Catholie
masterpiece. He became the
scrupulous and passionate historian
of that admirable Visitandine nun
{of Paray-le-Monial, who felt her
| soul kindled. by the fire of the

Sacred Heart, and who, at the
| bidding of her Divine Master
| kindled the flame all about her.

| Too often—and a great number of

| us have suffered from it—the lives
of the seints are written by priests

| or laymen who, paved with good in-

E tentions, imagine that they are

| edifying the world and obeying the

| laws of the Church by cultivating a

| weak and sweetish style, by dilut-

ing their message with ‘‘effusions
| of marshmallow water, with feeble
periphrages, with pale, mucilagin-
| ous metaphors,”’ as Rette himself
| pieturesquely expresgses it. Nothing
|can be more fatal to their end.
Many religious biographies are

!absolutely unreadable because of

their sweetish and sickening style.
By his book on Marguerite-Marie

Alaccque, the author of “‘Under the

Morning Star’’ has placed himself

at the head of modern biographers,

determined as he was ‘‘to show our

| adversaries who deem us drowned in
| holy water, that we have muscles
| and fists, and that we are not
| afraid of the right word and the
| straightforward phrase.”

1 It is in truth a Saint’s Life told in
a manly fashion by a mystic who
has himself known aridity and tke

| fire divine. ‘““As I gave my best

’ efforts to the writing of this Life,”

| says Rette, “‘I knew the joy of

[ burning like a reed plucked off the

| filth of this world by the merciful

| hand of the Good Master, and I felt
myself glow at contact with that
terrible, gentle hrasier, the Sacred

Heart. 1 suffered, and I was happy

to suffer.”

Rette is not only a mystic, he is a
mystic realist. I realize that in join-
ing these words I am committing a

pleonasni. A mystic must be a
realist. It is only those who are |
ignorantof the truest of sciences, the |
| science of Catholicism, who suspect |
mysticism of being a philosophical. |
system for neurotics. |

It is, a8 a matter of fact, the“
maddest of errors to imagine that;
the contemplation of God consti- |
tutes 2 monstrous annihilation of |
intelligence and the abolition of all ‘
spiritual activity. All the great|
mystics have been perfect organ-
izers and founders of wonderfully |
efficient orders. The monastic
rules they created remain thé
noblest monumentts of human
‘I wisdom and human diseipline which
we possess. Since God is absolute
| reality, it follows that the vision of
| God is the most real, the most
| positive, the most adequately true,
of all possible visions.

Thus Rette has arrived by pro-
gressive stages at this plenitude of
love and this absolute certitude
which constitutes Catholic perfec-
tion. Realistic mysticism is the
keystone of his structure of light.
It seems to me that is a very
necessary thing to say.

Order after disorder, joy after
anguigh, the sun of grace after the
darkness of the dawn, renunciation
of the vanities of earth after the
orgy of the sense, and above all, a
heart melted by divine love, such is
the “‘better part” chosen by the
former critic of the ‘‘Pen,” who
wrote me recently :

“For a long time, as you know, I
have lived completely apart from
literary schools and coteries. When
I express judgments on literature
they are not concerned with
pleasing or displeasing this author
or that one. I have no aim but to
acqaint the public with my convie-
tions. I do it sincerely ; this is all
anyone can ask of me. I know that
i I have offended certain persons. But
if I am unfairly judged, I have no
trouble in consoling myself, since I
cherish the hope, perhaps un-
founded, that justice will be
rendered me after I am dead. Even
if this hope is not realized, it
matters very little. The important
thing ie that I have served the
Church and tried to spread the love
of God. May this conscientious
effort assure me a shortening of my
stay in Purgatory—I wish nothing
more than this. The rests counts
for little.”

| —

MARYKNOLL FATHERS IN
CHINA

Maryknoll, N. Y., Dec. 14, —With
the advent of new missioners each
year and the continued developmient
of mission stations in the provinces
assigned to the Catholic Foreign
Mission Society of America, the
Maryknoll Fathers in China make
each year new assignments in their
personnel. The latest changes are
as follows :

Father Bernard Meyer, pastor at
Kochow, opens a new mission at Hoi
Yin, Kwangsi; Father A. J. Pas.
chang remains at Kochow as pastor;
Father Robert J. Cairns leaves
Yeungkong to establish a mission
center at Fachow, Kwangtung, and
Father Philip A. Taggart leaves the
same inland mission to become
pastor at Tungchen, Kwangtung.
Father Joseph A. Sweeney leaves
Tungchen to take charge of a mis-

gion at Sam Cheung, Kwantung.

L/

Don’t
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it needs Virol,

See your children safely
through the School age by

continuing the Virol,
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safely through Baby-
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There is always a risk
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IRENR LOCKR,
Virol saved her life as an
infant when doctors
despaived. She is now a
tall, strapping girl in her
teens, and is still main
tained in full health and
strength during this
eriticat period by the wid
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Sole Importers :

BOVRIL, LTD,, 2725, Park Avenue, Montreal,
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Licensed Und: tent No. 1,107,518

(Oleman Mantles

Made in Canada
TO get the greatest amount of light

and service out of Coleman Lamps. Lanterns
and Lighting Plants, you should use only
Genuine Coleman Mantles, because—
1 They work perfectly with the proper size gns tip
end air i scing 200 eandle power of

pure-white always restful to the eyes.

Coleman Mantles are the proper size to in-
sure more efficient and brilliant light
than is possible with ordinary mantles.
Coleman Mantles are full size and none
shrinkable,

They are

3

properly reinforced at the bottom
where the gas pressure is greatest, there-
fore cannot split &t the seam or fall away.
They are made in Canada, by a epecial
process —especially for use on Coleman
Quick-Lite Lamps, Lanterns and Lighting
Plants,
Use only the mantles which have the

name Coleman on them.

If your dealer can't supply order direct, giving
dealer’s name. $1.50 per dozen postpaid

THE COLEMAN LAMP CO., Ltd.

1865 Coleman Bldg.
TORONTO, CANADA

NUse Only Genuine] |

J
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|
|
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Holy Name Society
"<’ Badges and Buttons

Any color
Ribbon,
Any
wording.
weo ;6
Quick
Delivery

HOLY NAME
SOCIETY

Regulation

Special
Enameiied
Button

26c.

Regulation 25¢. Each
BADGES and BUTTONS

For All Societies,

Infant Jesus Buttons 50c. Dozen ;
$2.50 per 100; $20.00 per 1000,

T. P. TANSEY
329 Craig St. West Montreal

Hotel Wolverine | pisease Germs Doomed

DETROIT
Newest and Most Modern
500 Rooms
Rates $2.50 Up

500 Baths |

ASPIRIN

Beware of Imitations!

Unless you see the ‘‘Bayer Cross’’ on

|
|
|
|

package or on tablets you are not get- |
ting the genuine Bayer Aspirin proved |

safe by millions and prescribed by
physicians over twenty-three years for

Colds Headache
Toothache Lumbago
Neuritis Rheumatism
Neuralgia Pain, Pain
Accept ‘‘Bayer Tablets of Aspirin”
only. Each unbroken package contains
proven directions. Handy boxes of
twelve tablets cost few cents. Drug-
gists also sell bottles of 24 and 100.
Asgpirin is the trade mark (registered in
Canada) of Bayer Manufacture of Mono-
aceticacidester of Salicylicacid. While
it is well known that Aspirin means
Bayer manufacture, to assist the public
against imitations, the Tublets of Bayer
Company will be stamped with their
general trade mark, the ‘‘Bayer Cross.’’

Many have lost terrors for the
Scientist

The progress of recent years in medical
research is little short of marvellous.
Daily, science kills germs by the million.
Daily, new ones are being discove red,
isolated and exterminated by the march
of medicine,

Science is winning, What were once
regarded as serious diseases are now
laughed out of countenance by the
doctors. Fearlessly they plunge naked
hands into swarms of them, their only
precaution being to rinse their hands
afterwards with a reliable germicilal
Imvp.n.uu»w We are witnessing the
virth of an era when the world will
have little to fear from microbes.

Absorbine Jr., besides being the all-
purpose liniment that removes pain and
soreness, and hastens healing, is a power-

| ful antiseptic that is death to the microbe
| world.

Absorbine Jr., is just what is needed
in the house in case of accidents and to
correct the many little household hurts
that constantly occur, at your
druggist. it

Her Irish
Heritage

By Annie M. P. Smithson

$r.25,

“‘Her Irish Heritage' is a very creditable
piece of work. The characters are well con-
ceived, and the narrative develops easily and
naturally, The story will be acceptable to a
large circle.” Irish Times, Dublin.

Price $1.50
Postpaid

The Catholic Record

LONDON, CANADA

8pasmodic Croup
influenza
Bronchitis Coughe

A household remedy avoiding Drugs. Creso-
lene is vaporized at the bedside during the
night. It has become in the past forty years
the most widely used remedy for whoeoping
cough and spasmodic croup, When children
complain of sore throat or cough, use at onee,

Est. 1879

klet H Id by druggists

Vapo-Crosolene Co., 62 Cortlandt St., New York
or Leeming-Miles Bldg., Montreal, Que,

d fork

Pouliry & Eggs Wanted

Top Prices Paid

According to Quality

C. A. MANN & CO.

78 King St London, Ont.

F. E. LUKE

OPTOMETRIST
AND OPTICIAN

187 YONGE ST. TORONTO
(Upstairs Opp. Simpson’s)

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fittsd

TAIT-BROWN OPTICAL CO.
Physical Eye Specialists

48 JAMES ST. N, HAMILTON
PHONE REGENT 1414

BRANCH
BROWN OPTICAL C0.

223 DUNDAS ST. LONDON

LONDON

OPTICAL Co.

Have Your Eyes Examined

Dominion S8avings Building

Richmond 8t. Phone 8188

HAVE US EXAMINE
YOUR EYES

The responsibility is ours;
The comfort and satiefaction yours
Prompt

vt F, STEELE [romsy

210 Dundas 8t. OPTICIAN Lownpowm
We Welcome the Opportunity of Serving Yow

Expert

Central Commerecial
College

7256 ST. CATHERINE W,

MONTREAL

QUEBEC

The ideal course in
Pitman's Shorthand
AND

“Touch” Typewriting

for ambitious students

Phone Up 7363

P. O'NEILL

PRINCIPAL

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers
Open Night and Day

Telephone—House 373, Factory 548

E. C. Killingsworth

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night

889 Burwell St, Phone 8971

Established Over 30 Years

J. SUTTON & SON

Funeral Directors

521 Quelette Ave. Windsor, Ont.
PHONE SEN. 835

CLINGER

London’'s Rubber Man
846 Dundas St.,, London, Ont.

TIRES and VULCANIZING

We repair anything in Rubber.
Ga'oghes and Rubber Boots a specialty,

G. M. MURRAY
66 KING ST. LONDON

Expert Radiator and
Auto Sheet Metal Worker

BRAZING OF ALL KINDS
PHONES — NIGHTS 5448, DAY 2327

James R. Haslefi

Sanitary and Heating
Enginecer
Agent for Fess Oil Burners
621 Richmond 8t. London, Ont,




