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““This will help the fire,” said he,
tossing the guttering  candle
““And now I'll make him give you
some tea.'’

The child ran to her lap again,
away from the spooks that come to
play hide-and-seek with the fire-
light when the candles are put out,
and then she overheard an alterca-
tion between Michael and
master on the subject of refresh-
ment, on the one hand, for tired
children, and on profligacy in
connection with fuel and priceless
time on the other.

One wet morning seme months
later Martin Cummins rose from
his meager table saying to Una :

“Let out that fire now. It won’t
be wanted until tonight.”

He wiped his scrubby blue chin
with a red cotton handkerchief, and
glanced frowningly towards the
range, where a low-spirited fire
struggled for existence. Mite,
still at the board, stared dumbly at
him, wishing, but afraid to ask,
for more. Una, in her prim white
apron and black dress, read
wish in his eye. And to think that

he was to keep on wishing the same |

wish every hour with more inten-
sity until night was unbearable!

A trembling took possession of her, |

but she fought it, and eonquered.

“What am I to get for dinner,
sir 7"’ she asked.

“I'm going to Cornabeg to an
auction,”” her uncle answered, ‘‘and
‘twill be time enough to talk of
dinner when I return.”

“But 1 won’t be able to work,”
she eaid desperately ; ‘‘and, if I
get sick, what will Mitedo 7"’ We
must have food, uncle we must !”’

““Must,”’ said he, fixing her with
hard eyes through his glasses, ‘‘is
a8 brazen word in a pauper’s
mouth,”’

Her lips twitched.

““A pauper is one who lives on
charity. But I earn far more than
my food, though you don’t give it
to me, and ‘must’ is a fair word in
a worker's mouth.”

It was her mother-love for Mite
that inspired her, and Grim and

Grumpy, looking her up and down, |

saw that gshe was resolved.

*“Does she mean to take the law
o’ me ?”’ he asked himself in terror,
for a frightful vision of unpaid
wages being muleted from him
arose within the cobwebby den of
his mind.

Without a word the miser drew

out of a long cotton purse which |

was concealed in his bosom first
a penny, and then a halfpenny, and
dropped them groaningly into her
outspread palm.

Una insisted on another - half.
penny for milk, and he tore from
the cotton purse as from his heart
a gnarled and battered one.

“A mighty expense ye are to
me,”” he groaned, then adfed :
“I'm leaving here in ten minutes,
8o get me my overcoat. ‘Tis hang-
ing behind my bedroom door.
Here’s the key, and lock it after
you.

He pushed in the dampers over
the range to prevent the coals
consuming, and Una removed the
cups and saucers from the bare

board. There was no bread to be |

locked up, for even the erumbs had
been eaten, and the miser withdrew
to his shop to issue decrees to his
clerk, so that no second of that
time, 8o precious because old Cum-
mins bought it, would be lost whilst
its purchaser was absent.

Una'went upstairs to her uncle’s
room, and Mite trotted after. It
was a bare room, with a rickety
bed near the window which over-
looked the street, and at the
opposgite side of the window was a
deal washstand, over which hung
from a nail a looking glass
that reflected the bed; but
at the foot of the bed was an
inlaid table, on which rested
a Sevres bowl, a.jug of Waterford
glass, and a flat upright case of fine
ingrained wood, for it was the old
man’s custom to keep some of his
most precious bits in his bedroom.

Una had some difficulty in
removing the coat, and, as she
tugged, admiring murmurs came
from behind her. Looking hastily
around, she found that her little
brother had mounted a chair, and
had managed to lift the catch on
the upright case.

“*Oh, Mite!”’ she cried, and then
stopped, for it seemed at first as
if moonlight and starlight bloomed
through the leaden daylight softly
as & song heard across twilit
waters, poignantly as the call of
heavenly love in the secret heart.
And for & moment the girl's spirit
seemed to stand in a'cathedral aisle,
and to be steeped in its cloudy
splendor, whilst through the
incensed air rolled solemnly deep
organ chords, on whose tide her
soul arose,

It was just the vision of a flaming
silver monstrance, a Grael-less
cagket, thus strangely housed.

Una shut the case with trembling
fingers, and taking the child and
the coat, went out, locking the door
behind her, just as the clocks in the
shop chimed a prelude to eleven
o’clock

Martin Cumming went out,
wrapped in his threadbare overcoat,
his tall and ancient hat low on his
forehead, an old woolen scarf
twisted about his throat and chin.
He returned instanter, to thrust
back his head through the glass
door.

‘“Hi, girl !"”” he shouted. ‘‘There’s
furniture at the end o’ the shop
that needs a rub. I'll have a look
when I come back so don’t spare
elbow grease.”

It was the only sort of polish Una
was ever supplied with, and so,
though her arms were slim, she

in, |

his |

the |

used them with eifeect., She sterted
| operations on a florid chiffonier.

| “You'd better take the rmaller
[thingﬂ, Una,” remarked Michael,
[ stepping forward, takiog the rough
cloth out of her hand and giving
| her a clean duster,

| She thanked him absently, her
| mind on the silver vision of a while
| ago.

““These heavy articles need a
clumey fist to tackle them,” he
| added, explanatorily.
|  The girl wondered how she could
! have endured life with her great-
uncle had not this lad’s kindness
| been unfailingly near.

She began to dust some bric-a-
brae on a shelt.

“What a lot of lovely things my
uncle buys,”’ she ventured.

“Lovely, and ugly, too,”
| assistant answered dryly,
always a bargain. He has a
wonderful nose for a bargain.
Have you seen'the monstrance ?’’
Her face was eloquent. ‘‘You
| have. That was some bargain.”’
“I—I thought they were only
{ kept in churches,”” faltered Una.

“Yes,”' he replied. ‘‘But when
the Bargraves, of Castle Bargrave,
sold out, 8 monstrance was found
in a garret. They were a Crom-
wellian lot, of course, and how they
came by a monstrance nobody
{ knows. Your uncle attended the
auction, and when ‘lot 45, a piece
| of old silver,” was put up it fell
| to him, nobody bidding against
| him, for nobody, including the
; Bargraves, or the auctioneer, knew
| what it was except your uncle, of
course—it was so battered and
twisted, besides being covered with
a black oxidization, which, to my
| mind, only enhanced its beauty.
|But the shining metal is better
understood, and, as he is a crack
gilversmith, too, he restored it
| without letting it out of his own
| hands.”
| Here a countryman called with a
| watch to be repaired, and Michael
| went to attend him. Returning he
|‘added :

‘““ Mr.

his
“but

| Cummins picked up the
| monstrance for five pounds.” \

| *“He can't be so poor,” mused
{ Una, and uttered her thoughts. |
{ ““Poor!” echoed the long-legged |
| youth, with a laugh, as he fixed a

new bottom to anold chair. ‘“‘Don’t

you know—"" he asked, and stopped ‘
to look earnestly at her.

** What ?"’ queried Una.

“That he's by a long shot the
richest man in Balcosgar 7"’

“ Then why—'' she began and
paused, thinking of Mite’s slender
rations.

““ Oh, because he’s a—'' Michael
resumed his hammering. ‘‘ Well,
he’s your uncle, anyway,”’

Una began to rub a hideous
Indian idol, but her eyes dilated,
for a dream had entered her heart
and brain. Her uncle was rich,
rich. He could have Mite made
straight and strong.

‘“ Father Donegan has been try-
ing to get it for fifty pounds for
the Carmelites,”” Michael’s voice
broke in. ‘ You know their con-
vent, don’t you, Una ? It is on the
hill overlooking the river.”

““Oh, I know it well,”” she an-
swered, ‘‘1 often take Mite for a
walk there.”

‘* Well, the convent is very poor,”
went on Michael. ‘' It is built on
the site of the old abbey, and
Father Donegan thinks they have a
certain claim to the monstrance, for
it was a Bargrave ravaged the old
abbey. Hi, kiddie !”

The child, running bysily around,
had stumbled against ‘his foot ; so,
dropping his tools, he tossed the
white-faced little creature in the
air until he bubbled laughter.

A girl came into the shop sweep-
ingly. a draught rushing' after, the
glass door banging.

*“ Oh, Mr. Conroy,’’ she exclaimed
with emphasis, and even in the dim
light which filtered through the
crowded shop front one could see
her blushes. ‘‘I just came in to
know if—to know—ahem—green
pencils—if you keep them ?”’

‘“We don’t keep any sort of
pencil, Miss Lannigan.”

Placing Mite on the floor, and
trying to draw down his sleeves, he

me forward.

' What queer things this girl
seems to want,’”’ he said to himself.

*“ Oh, dear,” she gasped, ‘“ and I
want one so badly. I don’t know
what I'll do without a green
pencil.”

Una, standing on a chair dusting
a shelf, felt sorry for her, and
wiehed she had a green pencil so
that she might present it to Miss
Lannigan.

* Oh,” the girl burst forth again,
grasping at a conversational straw,
for she felt herself sinking into a
vacuous ocean, out of which Michael
could not, or would not, help her.
‘“ Oh, is this your little cousin, Mr.
Conroy ?”’ She stared at Mite.

““ No,”” he answered. ‘‘ He's
Miss Sheerin’s brother.”’

Miss Lannigan was the daughter
of the rich grocer next door, and
Michael got diurnal surprises from
her. She was red-haired, and
ruddy, and rotund, and, whenever
she cast her eyes on Michael, her
ordinary every-day scarlet deepened
to a crimson that to her love-tor-
tured heart was as flaunting ban-
ners and sounding timbrels.

Michael wondered seriously why
the girl went to such pains to talk
to a hulking chap like him, for he
could not go into the store across
the yard where the large pieces of
furniture were kept, but a glowing
head lit the window next door, and
a girl’s rather drawling tones
remarked on the weather ; and on
his return, still at her post, she

would be at such pains to discover

if the loed he carried did not hurt
hirmn.

Mise Lannigan glenced at Una.
She did not at all approye of her
black-lashed eyes, her dainty hands
and feet ; of the way in which she
moved, or spoke, or was silent.
And, above all, Miss Lannigan did
not approve of her having come to
live with her great-uncle,

Another customer dropped in,
and, as Miss Lannigan did not mean
to be rushed, she approached Una,

‘“ Are there—maybe there are
pencild, green ones, on that shelf,”
she pleaded.

‘“ No,” began Una., *“‘I —"

* Isn’t it frightfully dull here ?”
Miss Lannigan swiftly burst in with
a sudden lack of interest in pencils.
** Balcosgar is frightfully dull.”

‘It seems dull,’”’ agreed Una,
glancing through the window at
the dismal street outside.

* Dull !"”” repeated the red-haired
girl with some asperity at the mild-
ness of the term. * 'Tisn’t dull ;
'tis stale, musty. Ditchwater is
lively towards it. Dull! ’'Tisn’t
dull. 'Tis dead. There isn’'t a
dance—even the fleas can’t hop. |
noticed them,” she added emphati-
cally on observing Una’s surprise.

Which seemed to imply that Miss
Lannigan had fleas at home, Una
thought, amazedly.

“They only crawl,”” she con-
tinued. ““Everyone says so. They're
in consumption, [ think, and they
carry it to people, too. Dull!”’
She lowered her voice. *‘’Tisn’t
alone dull, but' spiteful.” She
glanced over her shoulder. ‘‘ A
girl can’t even squint at a fella but
such things as they say— Oh.h!”
she breathed loudly, then: *“If I
were you, 1'd go back !”” burst from
her.

‘“1 have nowhere
Una, somewhat dazed.

The flood of Miss Lannigan’s elo-
quence was dammed. She stared |
and blinked her pale blue eyes at
Una. This contingency had not
occurred to her. Then her eyes

to go,” said

| grew wider, and her jaw dropped,

and she retreated with the air of |
one vanquished and beaten flat on
every side. 7

The rain kept pouring all day
from uncompromising skies, and
Mr. Cummins returned wet through
and shivering. Still shivering, he |
rose next morning, but a few hours l
later his inflexable will had to sur- |
render to a fiery demon that |
lunged & spear through his hruin‘
and stretched his body on a rack.
But he peremptorily refused to see |
a doctor, though Michael told him |
that a dangerous type of influenza |
was prevalent.

Una, bringing the patient a drink \
the following morning, knocked at
his door. Hearing a voice within,
she entered.

‘“How are
asked,

‘“Eh!"” answered
hazily.

“Tell him 1 don’t intend to take
a farden less than the market
value of the article — eighty
pound.”’

The girl stopped, startled.

" Eh—it’s my last word,” pur-
sued her uncle. ‘‘ What’s that—a
Catholic! Yes, but a business man,
too. He'’s a fine business man him-
self. Does he know what he’s ask- |
ing me to do? To sacrifice thirty
pound !”’

His voice fell in cracked tones of
amazement, and the mellow morn-
ing sunshine, pouring through rents
in the crooked yellow blind at the
head of the bed, revealed him very
wizened and crafty with claw-like
fingers clutching at a red cotton
handkerchief twisted about his neck,
his dim eyes rolling and staring.

* Thirty pound!” he repeated
amazedly, paused and gave a dry
sarcastic laugh.

Jna ran downstairs, and asked
Michael to get a doctor. When she
returned Mite was standing by the
bedside, prattling and tugging at
the coverlet, and, when she observed
that her uncle did not turn the child
away, she knew that he was bad
indeed.

When the doctor arrived, seeing
that the patient was in a critical
state, he declared that he would
need constant watching, and ordered
the priest to be sent for at once.
Father Donegan came, and. admin-
stered Extreme Unction, but Martin
Cumming did not recognize him.
Una was frightened at this, and
prayed fervently for his recovery
and repentance.

Michael remained with him that
night and the morning’slight showed
that the miser had taken a long
stride toward the eternal gates.

The next night Una sat up with
her grand-uncle, and, as the sounds
in the street died away, and silence,
except for the quickened breathing
of the patient, invested the sick-
room, fear drew near and stood
dragon-headed beside her. Her
uncle would die, and she and Mite
would be homeless, for his profligate
son in America would inherit all
his wealth.

There was a fire in the rusty
grate, due to Michael’s thoughtful-
ness, but she now grew cold, for
Hope was dying.

‘“Tell Father Donegan he'll not
get the monstrance a farden less.”

Her uncle’s rattling voice broke
loudly on her meditations, so differ-
ent from the incoherent mumblings
of a moment since. Una arose and
looked at him. Death seemed
stamped upon that greyish twitch-
ing face. She gave him a drink
and returned to her seat.

The monstrance !

A mere thought curled itself like
a canker worm into her heart. She
could gell it. His son knows noth-

you, Uncle 7’ she

the old man,

| 141)\'#“
| dwelling place.

ing aboutit. The thought borrowed

wings from fancy, and flew to her
brain. .

She would get fifty pounds for it
from Father Donegan and if he
questioned her right to sgell it, she
would say that her dying uncle
raved of it, of hie refusal, and to
relieve him in lucid last moments,
she was selling it at Father Ddne-
gan’s price.

That, she told herself, was hardly
lying; it was, perhaps, sophistry,
surely to be condoned when the
selling was almost a giving—the
monstrance was worth eighty
pounds—and the purpose was holy,
to straighten Mite,

The girl’'s eyes glowed at the
thought.

And Michael, she knew, would not
speak. She believed without vanity
—for coquetry and vanity were
foreign to Una—that the youth
would suffer even shame for her ;
that it was his steadfast way to
suffer, if necessary for a friend.

The possibility of Father Don-
egan’s doubting her never occurred
to her. So, drugging her conscience,
she made up her mind. She would
not wait for her uncle to die. She
would take the monstrance early in
the morning—the doctor said he
would live through the night—and
thus evade the law.

Una congratulated herself on the
latter bit of foresight and cunning,
she whose gimplicity had been child-
like. Then she softly arose, and
glancing at the old man, saw that he
was still unconscious of his sur-
roundings. She slipped over to the
table where the case stood, undid
the hasp, and once more the delicate
mystical beauty of the monstrance
bloomed forth and stunned her. It
shone like a transfigured passion-
flower, or a spirit in guise of silver,
profoundly meditating.

The girl trembled as she did on
first seeing it, and knew not why,
only that she felt herself in the
presence of a mystery. She felt
that there issued from this which
had been the Holy of Holiese an
emanation all yearning tenderness
that filled her with joy and most
intimate peace, as if the Fount of
had revisited His formei
Her soul again
heard heavenly harmonies, and in

it, now aglow with light, no guile {

could live, and she saw that Truth
and Justice are never crafty Her
resolution faded like an evil dream.

A sudden scuffling sound caused
her to turn in affright. Her uncle
was sitting up in bed, gaunt and
awful, staring at the monstrance
with eyes from which the veil of
time had been torn. In the mirror
over the washstand the same grey
tragic face was reflected.

“Mercy ! Mercy ! Mercy!” the old

| man eried gratingly, and the girl,

recoiling, saw with an insight born
of exultation that the vital spark
was flying back to its source, its
avarice turned toabhorrence, for the
clear light from Beyond had flowed
to him, too, through the mon-
strance, bearing repentance.

Una took a step towards the old
man, and then her heart seemed to
stop as he fell back dead.

The grey light of dawn filtered
through the torn blind on the dead
face and on the kneeling girl, and,
filled with emotion, she recollected
lines once read :

“Twixt the saddle and the ground
I mercy sought and merey found.”

A cry from her little brother
pierced the morning stillness, and
running to him, she found him very
sick. He had contracted the influ-
enza from his grand-uncle, and the
child’s delicate, misshapen frame
could not resist it more than
twenty-four hours. They were
buried in the one grave—the world-
worn and the innocent,

Una stood by very pale and tear-
less, as the earth fell on the little
coffin that held the only thing dear
to her on earth, and the breeze
blowing the withered leaves upon
the graves seemed to whisper :
“All things are dust, and you are
alone.” But the new spirit which
had been born in her the night her
uncle died rejected the whisper of
unfaith and told her that she could
never be alone, that he who had
lighted a star in her heart was
nearest in the darkness:

The day after the funeral a
search was made amongst old
Cummin’s papers, and a letter
dated ten years before from an
American hospital, enclosing a bill
was found, stating that his son had
died there. There was no receipt ;
8o Una paid the bill, as she was de-
clared sole heir.

Michael now runs the shop as
master, and the red-haired girl now
runs the house as mistress, and, no
longer wishful for green pencils,
runs it well. But that did not
come to pass until Michael grew
accustomed to the thought of Una
a nun in the Carmelite Convent of
Balcosgar, in whose chapel the
silver monstrance at last found a
meet abode.—~Norah McCarthy.

t—

To be misunderstood is the cross
and bitterness of life. It is the
secret of that sad and melancholy
smile on the lips of great men which
so few understand ; it is the cruellest
trial reserved for self-devotion : it
is what must have oftenest wrung
the heart of the Son of Man ; and if
God could suffer, it would be the
wound we should be forever inflict-
ing upon Him. He also—He above
all—is the misunderstood, the least
comprehended. Never to tire,
never to grow cold ; to be patient,
sympathetic, tender, to look for the
budding flower and the opening
heart ; to hope always like God :
to love always — this is duty.—
Amiel.,

“FRUIT-A-TIVES” ENDED THREE
YEARS OF HEADACHES

A FIRM FRIEND OF THE
FAMOUS FRUIT MEDICINE

Nervous Dyspepsia
completely relieved

Although “Fruit-a-tives” have been

before the people of Canada for nearly a
quarter of a century, their marvellous
success in over-coming lisease is nothing
short of a miracle to those who try them
for the first And these grateful
people are proud and happy to tell what
this fruit medicine has done for them.
Mrs. Honore Valiquette, 1133 Notre Dame
Street West, Montreal, writes, ““I wish I
could tell every sufferer in the world wh 1t
“Truit-a-tive for me, For
three years, I troubled with Bad
Headaches, Nervous Dy S
Trouble. The

“Fruit-a-tives”

time

$’" have done
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improved and now, thanks to these won

derful fruit tablets, I
perform such marvels because
entirely different from any other medicine in the world
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VALIQUETTE-

entirely well”,

on my condition
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Fruit-a-tives” are

rated and intensified juices of apples, orange

fig
with tonies. They have proved their marvellous value in a

)
Liver, Kidney and Skin Trouble. Try them. 25
dealers or from Fruit-a-tives Limited, Ottawa, Ont

DON'T THROW Your OLD CARPETS AWAY

No matter how old, how dilapidated ( we thoroughly clean and sterilize
them ) tie a rope around them and send to us to be made into the famous

“VELVETEX RUGS”

Reversible — they wear a life time. We have
tions from our satisfled customers.

In Montreal, Toronto, Windsor, Walkerville, Sand wich, Ford, Sty Thomas,
Sarnia and London our driver collects your carpets from attie, cellar or
off the floor.

Beware of imitations. We are the only maker
pay express both ways on all orders everywhere,
See our guarantee in folder, Send for free folder No. 46,

CANADA RUG COMPANY
Velvetex Building, Carling St. Phone 2485
Kstablished 1909, 16 years building Public

The Coal

There is no time like living present to prepare for future

I
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thousands of recommenda.

of “Velvetex Rugs." We

LONDON, ONT,

b Confldence ir

juality.

That Makes
Warm Friends

needs, therefore order your next winter's supply now

Finney & Shannon

Yard — 599 Adelaide St. Phone 5241

A BULWARK OF SAFETY

HE sound banking policy which has steadily increased

the resources of this Bank from 1855 to the present
day, stands as a bulwark of protection and safety for all
who take advantade of its service to depositors.

Whether your deposits be large or small there is always a
welcome awaiting you at this Bank,

It
important accounts have grown.

is from modest beginnings that many of our most

SAVE YOUR MONEY — START NOW.

CAPITAL $5,000,000. RESERVE $7,000,000.

“BANK-TORONTO

Ustablished 1855

A Growing Bank Account

is an incentive to greater effort and a stepping
stone to success.

For 58 years the Union Bank of Canada has
helped many thousands of people to save their
earnings.

Open a Savings Account NOW ; acquire the
habit of saving regularly; and you will have
that feeling of security which comes with money
in the bank.

UNION BANK OF CANADA

P

Saving is easy—it just takes a
little determination to get the
habit.

If you will nnly determine to
save a certain sum each week,
and stick to your resolve, in a
surprisingly short time there
will be a substantial sum to
your credit. 'Try it! Open a
Savings Account at this Bank.

IMPERIAL BANK

OF CANADA
190 Branches in Dominion of Canada.

The
Saving
Habit

440
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Our Coal

-th Not U ?

Quality, Serviee, and Full Satisfaction
guaranteed when you buy your Coal
from

A. J. McINNIS

Office : 276 Maitland St.

Phone 3029J  London, Ont.
rl I s and Fite—simple

home treatment,
Over30years'success. Testimonials from all
#i theworld: over 1000 inone year, Write atonce te
TRENCH'S REMEDIES LIMITED
79 Adelaide

2407 Bt, James' Chambers, BtR
#Cut this out) Toronto, Ontarie

Hend for free book
giving full partic.
ulars of Trench's
world-famous prep-
aration for Epilepsy

Central Commercial
College

725 ST. CATHERINE W,

MONTREAL

QUEBEC

The ideal course in
Pitman’'s Shorthand

AND

“Touch” Typewriting

foriambitious students
Phone Up 7363

P. O'NEILL
‘ PRINCIPAL

Poultry & Eggs Wanled
|

‘ Top Prices Paid

According to Quality

C. A. MANN & CO.

| 78 King St. London, Ont,
| TAIT-BROWN OPTICAL CO.
Physical Eye Specialists

]aa JAMES ST. N, HAMILTON
| PHONE REGENT 1414

1 BRANCH
 BROWN OPTICAL CO.

| 223 DUNDAS ST. LONDON

" LONDON
OPTICAL Co.

Have Your Eyes Examined

Dominion 8avings Bullding
Richmond 8t. Phone 8180

F. STEELE

LONDON’S LEADING

OPTOMETRIST and OPTICIAN

Dundas 8t.,, Opposite Loew's
and Allen’s Theatres

Branches at Kitchener and 8St. Thomas

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons
180 KING ST.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmers
Open Night and Day

B Telephone—House 373, Factory 548

E. C. Killingsworth

FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night

888 Burwell St. Phone 8871

Established Over 30 Years

J. SUTTON & SON

Funeral Directors
521 Ouclette Ave. Windsor, Ont.
PHONE SEN. 8358

E. MULLEN

14 May St. LONDON, CANADA
Phone 6714M

Painting and Paper
Hanging Samples on request

G. M. MURRAY

66 KING ST. LONDON

Expert Radiator and
Auto Sheet Metal Worker
BRAZING OF ALL KINDS
PHONES — NIGHTS 5448, DAY 2337

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey

“Something More Than a Drug Store"

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone - we deliver

SULLIVA“: REMEﬁYV

FOR
SALE AT
AL
DRuo
STORES
> OX SENT DNRC). MANUFACTURED BY ~
3 T. C.SuLLIVAN, CHATHAM, ONT,
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