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It was then that a voice reached
them from the other side of the room.
It was the priest speaking, or rather
he was praying. He hai probably
been praying all the time, His voice
oame soft and low, a little more
audible, and it held the rhythm of a
kind of chant, as of petitions many
times repeated. The lady on the
bed was dying, or perhape was
alrgndy dead. She had probabdly
never been conscious of anything
that was taking place about her—
had probably never known that the
priest bad come.

The girl still bending over the
wounded man, was oarefully apply
ing the dampened towels to his
wound, He remembered watoching
her and admiring the deftness with
which she hendled the sowels. Pos-
sibly he hiself might have nesisted
her, Ii his head hadn't been hurt-
ing him so terribly at the time he
might have remembered befter about
il, He could recsll, however, won-
dering hazily if she might be the

other lady's daughter, oz a sister, or |

only just some kindly neighbor,
And he had flnally decided in favour
of her being just some kindly neigh
bor. Sirange what n fellow will
think of at such a time.

The wounded man had stirred and |
had opened his eyes, but apparently |

he had no idea where he was., Nor
did he seem to be conscious of the
presence of any one else near him.
He made several feeble efforts to
ralge himeelf, and the failure of his
efforts had probably conveyed to him
some faint realization of the fact
that he had been mortally wounded,

Hig lips had moved paintally in an
efford to speak—poor, dying, un
known soldier! And his words had
come broken and labored.

“A priest ! a priest " he had man
aged to cry out in a kind of agoniz
ing appeal. “A priest! a priest! O
Blessed Mother! I haven't been fo
confession in twenty years !’

The girl, still holding the towels
against his wound, had bent nearer
and had whispered something into
his ear, and after she had raised her
face sgain her lips were still moy-
ing. Shes must have been praying.
Then she rose to her feet and
addressed soms one—it must bave
been himself, though he couldn’t re
member what it was she had said,

Then the priest had returned to
the sids of the dying soldier and had
epoken to him very gently, very soft-
ly. Then it was that the priest's
arm showed very plainly in the
candle light. The sleeve was all
torn away and terribly soaked with
blood, and hie hand, all covered with
blood, hung limp and lifeless by his
side. But the priest had seemed to
see only the dying man,

And a8 if by some mirasulous
effort the dying man had appeared
suddenly to revive and had begun
speaking to that priest, pouring out
to him the pitiful story of his life.
With sobe and broken sentences, with
labored breathing and many gasping
pauees, he had recounted the history
of his wretched, wasted years to that
prieat, a stranger—the very man he
had been sent to arrest as a Epy.

And they in that room had heard
it—every word of it, all the pent up
secrets of that other's harrowed gonl.
It was & miserable, miserable story !

Strange, though, that now, however,
after it was all over, he couldn’t re-
call even the smallest part of it.
How very hazy hiz head must have
been! And yet he could remember
quite clearly that sobs and expres-
sions of sorrow and remorse poured
forth fror. that soldier's lips as he
lay there dying in that awful hour
Yes, that part of it was clear enough ;
and he could remember quite well,
somehow, the words of the priest
speaking now aud then, to whisper
hope, to sncourage and console, and
blessing, actually bleseing that sol.
dier, his enemy ; Gouching his eyes,
his lips, his ears, his hand, his feet,
with quick, sure motion, and speak.
ing—or was he praying ?—all the
while. And the soldier lay very still
and breathed heavily, though he was
apparently quite oconscious and his
lips were moving slightly, as if he,
too, might have been praying.

Then the girl had come bask to
them, carrying & white cloth or two
over her arm and something in either
hand—a cup, he thought or maybe it
was a candle and something else,
though he couldn't recall just what
it was. These she placed on the floor
by the side of the dying man, and she
had laid ooe cloth over his breast.
Thenshe had knelt there very quiet in
the candle light., The tears were
falling, but she had kept her hands
folded together close against her
breast,

The priest had taken something
from ineide his coat, from over his
hears, probably that something which
he had been guarding so carefuily on
his way up the street to that house.
He had taken it from out the bosom
of his coat and had held it toward
the dying man, It was Something
gmall and white, immaculately white,
Something, he didn’t know what It
wag, but to that priest and to that
soldier, too, It must have been some-
thing very eacred, for when their

eyes beheld It, a kind of holy rever. |
ence had been revealed in their taces. |

The priest had used his arm with
much diffioulty and he had raised his
hand only with great effort.
Rrowing rapidly weaker,

And after that soldier had received
that small, white Something, his
eyes had closed and he had become so
atill and eo silent it seemed he must
have died instantly,
he had opened them again and ap
peared to try to speak, but could not,

Thae priest, still on his knees, had
sunk forward, overcome by wenkness
and hie head had found its resting
place against the arm of that dying
geldier, close to his heart,

And even a8 he sank torwayd, he
hed renched out Jhis hand aoross the
other's breas?, a8 if in a kind of final
bles«ing to those that remained in
that room, His hand, turned slight
ly upward, had revealed his flrst
finger and thumb pressed close
together, as if they held something
precious and dear,

And there they both had died—
that soldier and that priest—blose to
each other's hearts. Yet, atter all,
that eoldier could only be said to
have accepted hie death. That priest
had chosen his. That priest had not
bsen vitally wounded, only his arm,
and hehad diedfromlossof blood, It
he had only made them think of his
wound, hs could bave lived.

Perhaps the girl was thinking of
that, too, as she knelt there sobbing
6o heraelf,

He could recall that he had had a
desire to comfort her, He belisved
that he had made some kind of an
effort to speak to her, to reach out
| bis hand toher. And she had prob-
ably become conscious of his efforts,
for ghe hal looked up at him and,
with some quick exclamation of sur
prise, had risen and started toward
| him, And that was all that he counld
| remember,

And to think that they had
followed the priest there %o arrest
him |

The soldier on the cot closed his
eyes ngain, He was etill very tired.
And when he opened them once more
they looked sgain {nto those of the
Sigter bending over him. Perhaps
he had drifted off to sleep ngain and
hed not heard her enter. Or was it
that she moved so noigelessly ?

She emiled. He refturned the
smile,

"You are all alike,” he said,

“Yes,” she ngreed, though she
underatood none of it. She was a
very true nurse.—Myrtle Conger in
| the Magnificat.
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DR. LINGARD ON
CONTINUITY

S P

The famous Catholic historian, Dr.
Lingard, author of what is consider
ed by many non Catholic historiaas
and historical students to be the
most reliable history of England,
puls the case against the Anglican
claim for Continuity when he de-
clares: " . . when we read
that the actual governors ot the (pre
Reformation) Church were changed,
the Bishops in possession bkeing
ejscted and new men put into their
places ; that the public worship of
the Church was changed, the sacri-
flce of the Mase being abolished and
another eervice substituted for it ;
that the acknowledged doctrines of
the Church wers changed, many of
its former tenets and practices being
condemned and new articles of relig-
ion promulgated ; when, in a word,
we fiad bishops, worship, doctrine
all swept away and little remaining
of the old establishment but the
bare walls of the religious edifices
which it had reised and consecrated
—in view of all this, we do not see
how it was possible for reason-
able men to come to mny other
conclusion than that the Ret
ormation in England was in reality
the work of civil power which ousted
the old Cnurch and intruded a new
Church by Act of Parliament.”

However, says the Professor, as
the result of much reflection on the
absurdity of her position and claims,
a new light barst upon Oxford Angli-
ceas who sought to diepel the dark-
ness which covered the ecclesiastical
| tranenctions of the reigns of Henry
VIIL, of Edward VI. and Elizabeth.
" To these distinguished characters,”
says Lingard, “ it appeara that his-
torians have been doing continual
injustice,” and, after all, they find
that the Protestant Church of to-day
is really the Catholic Church of pre-
Reformation days, just as, to quote
Theodore Hook, “a man who has
waehed his face in the merning, re-
maing the same man as before he
had washed.” All this, says Lingard,
real Catholics oan only loock upon as
a '‘theological novel in which a few
grains of truth lie concealed in the
midst of an immense maes of
fietion.” Dr, Lingard, while express-
ing his regard for Oxfordmen as a
rule, declares tha) the very best and
most sincere among them always re-
tain some of that anti-Catholic
leaven which Protsstant education is
careful to depositin the Infant mind.
Says Dr. Lingard :

“ It is admitted by all parties that
at the commencement of the Refor-
matlion there was a Church inEngland
which had existed there, ever since
the flrst conversion of the inhabitants
to Christianity. Was the Church a
living branch of the trme apostolic
Church of Christ, or not? They
reply without hesitation that it was ;
and, be it observed, they are com
pelled go to reply, for without such
admission, what woul!d become of
their claim to alleged apostolic sue-
cession ? Without it, how could the
Anglican Bishops of the present day
show that, by ordination, they derive

He was |

But presently !

their miesion from the Apostles and
our Lord? Without it, how can
every Bishop, priest and deacon,
| trace hie spiritual descent from St.
Peter and St. Paul? It you reject
that Church, the chain is broken.
You may go back to your female
{ head, Elizabeth, or to her father
Henry VIIL; but there you stop—a
chaem of fifteen hundred years opens
between you and the Apostles.”

But, the reader will object—how
could that unreformed Church be a
| living branch of the true Church of
| Ohrist ? Did she not teach doctrines

which the pressnt Protestant Church
condemns a8 errors in faith ? Did
she not practice a worship which the
present Protestant Church pro-
| nounoces supexstitious and idolatrous?

|
|

Did she not prosecute, excommunl
oate and deliver for punishment to
the civil mag'strate, the professors of
opinions whion ths present Protest
aat Chacch bas sanctioned in her
acticles of religion and which she
binde all her wministers to subsoribe
and uphbold ? Ia it possible (asks Dr,
Lingard) that two societies, of which
one is o opposed to the other in
matters of the highest import, can be
eash the true Church of Christ ?
And your Anglican theologian
angwers: ''Yes, both mre the very
same Churoh, but in a different
state ; the Protestant Church in a
state of ocomparative purity; the
Oatholie Church deeply immerged in
error, yel not so deeply as to cense to
be & part of the true Apostolic
Church.”

It is entirely overlooked by the de-
fenders of the Anglican Church, says,
Lingard in effact, that while they ad.
miy that therse was a true Apostolio
Catholic Church in England, thay be.
long to a Churoch which describes
iteeld 88 Protestant. Protesting
againet what ? Anglioans, it is well
koown, reject the term, and declare
that they ‘“prolested ngainset the
erroré of Rome, and by doing so, re
formed herselt.” And ne a condition
precedent to this Reformation, the
jurisdiction of the Pope was abolished
in the Kivgdom, and that of Henry
VIIIL (who had beenjereated Defender
of the Faith by the Pope !) substitut
ed. Even the Convooation which
Henry VIII, summoned, in order to
give a kind of spiritual eanction to
his new title ms “Protector and
Supreme Head of the Church of Eng
land,” struggled hard againet the de.
mand, and insieting on the insertion
of the words “so far ns the law of
Christ allows'-—n brief respite which
the King's action in divorcing him
self soon put an end to, and which
the fraudulent consecration of the
Archbishop Cranmer (or at least con-
secration under falee pretences and
spurious oaths) was to emphasize as
nugatory., In regard to this men
Cranmer, it is now pretty clearly
eitablished, that in matters of the
Protestant religion and belief, he
was little better than an atheist, $hat
he had no faith in the apiritual act
of consecration, which he looked
upon gimply as & mera '“‘seemly”
form, or ms a matter of etiquette, as
we would say now a-days. On the
death of Henry VIII, he became the
chief spiritual adviser of a child of
nine years, Edward V1., under whose
reign the practical details of the Ref
ormation were carried out and
applied. To the interests of the
people or of God ? Far from it—to
the advantage of Cranmer and his
acclesinstical satellites, who saw the
profit to themselves in supporting a
new Churoh based on gocio political
linee —N, Y, Freeman's Journal.

e —

AN EXILED PRIEST’'S
VIEW

P

An exiled priest from Mexico,
whose name can be had at the office
of the Catholic Register of Kansas
City, Mo,, recently delivered the fol
lowing talk at a meeting of Spring-
fleld, (Mo.) Council of the Knights of
Columbus,

Carranza was recognized by this
government in epite of hie cruel and
criminal course. The promise of re.
ligious liberty and the other liberties
given us by our own constitution
bhave remained only on the paper
presented by the mgent of Carranza
to your government,

Since the recognition of Carranza
the persscution, far from ceasing,
has continued. The Cathedral of
Merida, Yucatan, has been sacked by
the Carranzistas, its beauntiful works
of art destroyed, and the Blessed
Sacrament profaned. These same
soenes were in the other churches
some days later, Only this morning
I received a letter from a friend in
San Antonio, who tells me that he
had recently met three Marist
Brothers, who fleeing from persecu.
tion, had succeeded in reaching San
Antonio. They told my friend that
just the day before they left Mexico
thirty priests were thrown in jadl,
and it ie not known what has hap-
pened to them,

The revolution is terrible. In
Michoacan, my state, they said five
priests had been killed lately, There
ie universal discontent throughout
the nation at the recognition. Both
high and low fear that the persecu-
tion will be waged more flercely than
ever. The Madams of Sacred Heart
have been ejected trom their echools ;
also the Salisian Fathers. All this
in the name of Liberty !

It is true that in some places the
persecution has abated somewhat,
and the church bells are allowed to
ring for service, but they still con
tioue to conflecate much ecclesissti-
cal property, as well as the property
of Catholice. The bandits seizad our
Catholic schools and now compel
parents, under severe penalty, to
gend their children to their schools,
in which are taught errors againet
our faith and from which God is
banished. Carranza and his men
wish to meke figure heads of the
priests of Mexioo, relegating them to
& corner of the church, forcing them
to live inactive, not putting a foot
outside to work amongst the people,
in order to maintain social Catholio
action.

They do not wish the priests to
mingle with the people for fear they
will obstruct their injustice and
crime, or at lemst, protest against
such abuses. In a word, they want
aposiate prieita who will practically
resign their sacred duties; priests
who will leave in the hands of these
carnivorous wolves the flook which
Christ commended to them,

“There is religious liberty
Mexico, and calm snd peace where
fruy troops control” says Unrmuzh,l
| snd his agents, through his own t
press and through many daily papers |
of this country (paid by the bandits )
"“There are guarantess in Mexico and |
in a short time peacs will come.” re- (
peats every day the press. These |
lies make us aongry, becauss we know
very well the oiroumstances
lettere received at late dates And
many, very mauy persons in thie
country believe what the press an. |
poances, aud they await peace from |
Carranza, because thera are at pres. |
ent some waya of communication and
tome commerce carried on, Bat
peace will not come, please attend, |
peace will not coms on foundations
such ae Carranza wishes to establich
it.

Pence is the result of justice, and
this does not exist in” Mexico,
“Peace is respect for another's
rights,” as eays one of the same
Liberale of 57 and in Mexico there
is no respect for mnother's right, |
property, nor liberties, especially re
ligious liberty., This does not con
siet in permission to ring be'ls, nor
in return of the exiled Bishops and
prieste, but in the freedom o0 ex.
ercise our sacred dutiee, social, poli
ticol and religious. This the Car-
ranzistas absolutely prohibit, I re-
peat, they want to make figure heads |
of the priesie; they want apostate |
priests. Such a yoke (and I am sure
I voice the sentiment of every priest)
I could never tolerate. I would pre-
fer chains and exile, which do nof |
#tain or degrade my calling and my |
congoience. Oh! the complaints of |
the poor vietime in chaing in d:\rk}
prisons in my poor country can not |
be heard here. It may be that some
of them will be murdered tomorrow,
a8 happens every day to many |
honorable men who do not accommo- |
date differences with the bandits. l

Here are not heard the sighs of the |
thousand poor men who have not |
food, nor the cries ot the little orphan l
children whom the ' Carranzistas
perfldy has left homeless, and not
content with this, be wants to snatch
from them their faith and confldence
in God, corrupting their innocence.
It in Mexico there is any calm or
peace (I konow very well my letters
received at late dates), it is ouly an
apparent calm of dsfenseless vietims
who can do nothing to defend them-
selves; it is the peace of weakness
before & brutal force. What will a
manacled victim do at the feet of the
executioner but bear with patiencs?
This is the calm, this is the peace of
Mexico.—Intermountain Catholic,
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WOMEN WHO LEAD

It was the way of Mrs. Pankhurst
that ficet led ue to look serlously into
that of Teresa of Lisieux. (She is
otherwise known us the Little Flower
of Jesus, a French Carmelite who
lived an exceedingly holy lite, and
died some years mgo in the odor of
sanctity) We discovered such dif-
ferencee, both in methods and results,
that we propose to poin? out some
facts concerning those differences
which may help in a measure to clear
our suffrage laden air,

It is said that comparisons are
odious, and this must be indisputable
to him who is unfavorably compared.
But to the wielder of the brush upon
canvas, or to the magician of the pen
upon paper, comparisons are not only
imperative, bu$ the very life and soul
of the subject presented. When |
Correggio laid the Divine Infant in
His cradle of light, over which the
Virgin Mother bends in reflacted
whiteness, he was equally master of
the encircling shadows that made the
triumph of that light eifeocst.

Similarly, it would geem that
Tereea of Lisieux cannot ba more
luminously set forth upon a page of
modern history than surrounded, as
it were, by the female furies of our
epoch,

When the distinguished suffragette
was credited by the press with the
propoeal to lead a suffragette parade
in Washington in the oharacter of
Joan of Arc, a chill as of sacrilege
must have coursed down the spine
of every upright Christian woman.
If any actual protest was made, we
do not know ; but time developed a
change of character mnd ocostume,
and the lady appeared instead as a
herald, blowing the silver trampet of
her own acclaim, The ‘‘charger”
permitted by courtesy of war to
Blessed Joan, did, it we remember,
have a place in the program,

Apropos of this event, the traits of
Joanof Arc wererecently summarized
by M, Maurice Waleffs, editor of the
Paris Medi, in these worde:

“If there ever exiasted an heroio
figurearound which all parties andall
philosophies could unite in a common
worship, is it not tha% miraculous
incarnation, unique in the course of
centuries and fall of the most con
tradictory beauties; courage without
hatred, piety without superstition,
patrictism without the idea of
conquest, strength without harsh
nees, candor without gilliness,
genius without pedantry, and all
that leading to the dazzling brilliant
feats of arms of a child who suddenly
‘appeared in Frauce and remained
just sufiiciently long to save her
country and to suffer martyrdom of
the most touching and oruel charac.
ter ?"” 4

When the churoh put forward such i
a model of womanhood as the little
Flower of Lisieux, it was found to |
comprise a simplicity as complex in
its essence as the Church herself ;
because Teresn of Lisleux was, like
| Joan of Arc, the very perfect efflar

e:cence of Christian bel'e! and
| practice,

Teresa and Joan — 8wo little girle,

{ we might eay. Yetl how they tower

| Together, my darling sister, Iub.ua'

| Greed

| Christian heart.

in in bhumsan his'ory! Landmarks of |

character aud sceial economy, we can
no more duplicate or multiply them
than genius of any other sort—than
sanctity may be duplioated or multi-
plied, M. Waleffe tells us that Joan
dieplayed patriotiom without the jden
of conquest. One might sy that the
other type of woman displaye the
idea of conquest without patriotiem,

As for Teresa's little way — that
“little, sate way,” which one finds so
enchanting and gso easily practical,
8he herself says: ‘I koow too that
our trial is & mine of gold, which we
are to work. I, a littls grain of sand
—I mean to set myself to the work
without courage and without
8irength; and thus my impotence
will faciliate the enterprise, for I
want to work by love. It is marbyr-
dom that is baginning.

enter the lists. Let us offer our
sufferings to Jesus for the salvation
of souls.” |
Many of our readers doubtless have |
lingered loong before the painting of
Bastien le Page in the Metropolitan |
Museum ot New York, called Joan of |
ArcListening tothe Voices. The glim |
child's figure with uplifted face and
strained ear, withont the idea of |
conquest, yet already nerved for
battle, And then the mind's eye
wanders, as under the law of contrast,
to the yonng suffragette rebsl, glat
tonous of conquest, geated on the |

| steps of Parliament, the incarnats |

menace of governmens by authority, |
of power, not patriotiem
inepires her, while gshe kindles the
fires of her own eelf-destruction by
Hate, It is not the martyrdom of
Love,

Could these propagandists hear, if
they would listen, the voice of the
Little Flower of Carmel? “I fgel,”
ghe declares, “‘the vocation of warrior,
of priest, of apostle, of doctor, of
martyr, [ would accomplish all the
most hercic works. I .feel the
courage of a crusader. I would die
on thé fleld o! battle in detense of
the Church, Like Thee, my
beloved Spouse, I would be scourged,
crucified. I would die flayed, like
St. Bartholomew ; like St. John, I
would be plunged in boiling oil; I
long, like St. Ignatius of Antioch, to
be crushed by the teeth of beasts, in
ordsr to become bread worthy of
God ; with St. Agnes and St. Cecelia I
would present my neck to the sword
of the executioner, and like Joan of
Arc at the burning stake, murmur
the name of Jesus!”

Here i the ardor enkindled by
love, outdoing even the pa‘riotism
of Joan,

We are nssured that our militant
sisters are sustained in their suffer
inge by the greatness of the Cause |
which they have at heart. Teresa of
Lisieux and Joan of Arc confessed
thalthey were sustained by God alone,

"0, how good God is!’ exclaimed
the Little Flower when in the agony
of death, “Yes, He must be very
good to give me the strength to bear
all that I am suffering.”

The desire for power was unknown
o her. "My soul has never gought
anything buttrath, How earnest was
her desire to make all things simple
and practical for those who would
walk in the paths of fraternal charity!
How cor fidently she relied upon the
juetice of God in bearing with our
infirmities, declaring that sherejoiced
quite a8 much in His justice as in
His mercy towardus! Ske depended
upon it, equally with charity to bring
about that peculiar quality of go3ial
peace which is the ideal of every |

Father dom Etiennd, of the Grande
Trappe of Montagne, said of Teresa,
"1 must confess that this speilt child
of our Lord has no need of any one's
Her merit suffices for her
before God, and before men.”

If there is one thing more apparent
than another in the militant women
of our day, it is a certain childish
self will which should ever be the
object of mortification in a Christian
womaun,

It was the little way of Teresa of
Lisieux to exercise power as a night-
ingale singe, or a rose exhales,
spontaneously, by reason of her own
virtue, All strife for exaltation and
“recognition” was as foreign to her
a8 to the nightingale and the rose.
“Never,” one of her sisters relates,
“did she give her advice unless it
was asked for. She never joined in
conversation when she was not
spoken to, always effacing herself,
making herself little with regard to
her gisters, loving to render service.”

It ever there comes a twilight
hour, succeeding the noon glare of
our lawful activities, let Christian
women geize it to walk in the Garden
of the Soul which is inhabited by the
communings of women such as these
we have cited. For there, nourished
by weilence and reflaction, the
campaigne of our domestic and social
enterprises may be eafely devised
and oharted.

The most martial of women need
find no fault nor hint of ‘‘slowness”
in compunions of the temper of
Catherine of Sienna or Joan of Aro,
Pageanfry and distinction, though
undesired, were theirs, as they will
never be granted to our militants,
while, a8 for the contagion of the
virtues of Teresa of Lisieux, those
who walk with her will also sing with
har: “ To live by love!” — Emma S.
Chester in The Missionary,

praise.

AN ATHEIST'S OCREDO

Since the war began atheists and
indifferentiste and bad Catholics
opened their eyes fo religion by the
roar of the cannon. Here is the
latest “ Oredo,” that of Lovredan, the
famous litterateur, who, by the way,

| writes,

moots the question ms to whether |
France will be Cstholic after tlmi
conflagration is extinguished : i

" The past of France is great,” he
"Il was a Finnce that be.
The present of France is a

that
Will thinge

This lies
in the hands of God and only God's,
Oh | a people dead covers the flelds.
How terrible it is to be an atheigt
before this national cemetory |

" I decelved myself, and you, whn
read my booke, of what do you sing ? | ¥
France, France return to the faith of [
To abaando

lieved.
calamity : Fravce feels
could no longer believe,

be better in the future ?

your moet glorioas days.

God is to be lost

#ay to my friends
vot die as an athéist,
0pposes pme ;: A
ure far ’rmn him,
since the hoar is co
knees I can say :
in God,

she

I believe, I believe,'

Pocr Lovredan, vou did
ur tims,
ably hava so'ved the

Oatholic Son

I do not know i1
shall be alive to morrow ; but I must
‘Lovredan dares
A tbought
God existe, and you
Rejoice my soul,
ve when, on my
I believe, I believe

berm in
By this time you probk.
gresn provlem,
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You will enjoy your stay
at the House of Plenty!

RATES

) per Day up Ameri
00 per Day up |

must
But
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Su\l] people who travel profess to

wecommodation as somet y that

olerated one of the penalties of
t who sojourns Val

can long retain such an id

every detail of it. Your

our chief

with «

regard hotel

be
no

vice is enjoyable
f wnd convenience are
concern, and every employee is imbued

orrect ideals of his duty in helping to keep

the service of the house working effic iently. We are

anxious to maintain the reputation of

mto Hotel from which a

ortunity
come te e Walker Honse.
meet all
the

trains ouse is

within

of station exit

Imous [

The Wé“klk‘er

Cor, Front & York Streets, Toronto

Geo. Wright & Co., Proprietors

me hl¢

the Walker
guest
ermination to
When you
Porters

ek

H
House

PUREST~CLEANEST
§ MOST RELIABLE

GET CATALOGUE
AT BEST DEALERS

OR DIRECT
TORONTO -~ MONTREAL
WINNIPEG ~ VANCOUVER.
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