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CHAPTER VI.—Continued

" Good morning, M’sieu.” he 
began. “ I have called upon a little 
matter of business. That la, upon 
a matter of great importance which, 
I am sure, will bring you much 
pleasure and satisfaction.”

The General gazed at his visitor 
until a sudden flash of recognition 
announced that he had placed him 
in the well - ordered catalogue of 
his memory. At me he did not ao 
much as glance, despite the unwaver
ing fixity of my stare. Evidently 
he was well accustomed to the 
admiring gaze of those awed depend
ents who were fortunate enough to 
be admitted to his presence.

“ Very well, Dugas,” said he 
briskly. “ Get dowp to your busi
ness. What is this matter that is 
going to bring me so much pleasure 
and satisfaction ?”

Taking my father’s letter from 
an inside pocket, Monsieur Dugas 
held it for a moment in one hand. 
He was plainly nervous, if not 
actually afraid, yet, true Cajun 
that he was, he could not refrain 
from taking advantage of the 
dramatic possibilities of the situa
tion.

" Last night, M’sieu, I returned 
from the city where I had been to 
replenish the stock of my store.” he 
continued impressively. “ While 
there 1 stayed at the house of a 
Madame Therese for whom I am 
delivering this letter. As it con
tains sad neWs, perhaps I had best
Îprepare you for it by first explain- 
ng that—“

A sudden look of suspense flashed 
into the General’s face, and he held 
up an imperious hand.

“ Give me the letter,” he com
manded. “ If, after 1 have read it, 
I find that 1 am in need either of 
your sympathy or explanations, I 
shall not hesitate to call upon you 
for them.”

He fairly snatched the letter 
from the storekeeper’s hand and, 
opening it with twitching fingers, 
began to read. Half-way through 
the first page he looked up for an 
instant to give me a quick searching 
glance, and after this he read 
hurriedly slurring through the 
pitful lines of my father’s appeal 
with a face as hard as stone. When 
he had finished he slowly tore the 
letter into bits, and rising, cast 
them into the fire. As he did so 
I noticed that his hand was steady 
once more, but a strained, tortured 
look had now crept into his eyes, 
and his face was like that of one 
already dead.

“ Well, Dugas?" he inquired in a 
voice as lifeless as his face. "Is 
this all of your business, or are you 
the bearer of other messages from 
the city ?’’

“ Why—why no, M’sieu,” stam
mered the puzzled storekeeper. 
"There was only the one letter. 
But surely—”

The mask of hardness slipped 
over the General’s face with a 
suddenness that was appalling. It 
was as though, after long and 
relentless tugging, a strong hand 
had released some iéludant blind.

"Then I wish you good morning," 
Jie grdted. “Kindly close the door 
as you go out.”

Gasping, staring, yet instinctively 
obeying the note of command in the 
General’s voice, Monsieur Dugas 
backed toward the door. Surprise, 
disappointment and a certain avar
icious fear flashed across his meager 
features. Evidently he had been 
prepared for anything rather than 
this cold dismissal without a word.

“But—but the boy, M’sieu?” he 
quavered.

The General shrugged as he 
picked up an envelope for his dis
carded letter.

“ That, Dugas, is your affair,” he 
replied, without a trace of interest 
in his tone.

“But he is your grandson, M’sieu, 
your grandson," persisted the 
storekeeper.

The pen scratched through the 
envelope’s address and, had I been 
a little older, I could not but have 
admired the Spartan fortitude of 
this man who, even in his hour of 
torture, forced his trembling 
fingers to do the bidding of his iron 
will. Then the General raised his 
head.

“ Dugas,” said he, and his voice 
was thin and harsh with pain, 
“ when my only son married the 
daughter of one of my tenants, I 
became a childless parent. This 
boy may be the son of John Marsh, 
as the letter informs me, but he is 
not my grandson."

Monsieur Dugas thoughtfully 
stroked his chin.

“ I see," he replied. “ Then you 
disinherit him?"

“ Not at all,” corrected the 
General. “ Without rights one can 
not be disinherited. Upon his mar
riage my sob lost his rights. 
Therefore I can hardly deprive this 
boy of something that he has never 
had.”

Perhaps Monsieur Dugas mistook 
the General’s cruel irony for 
encouragement. Perhaps he was 
thinking of the little roll of money 
that Madame Therese had given 
him, and of the hole that would be 
made in it by a ticket to the city. 
Be this as it may, the fear in his 
eyes ebbed away to be replaced by 
a look of slow stubbornness.

“Nevertheless, M'sieu, grandson 
or no grandson, there is the boy,”

he pointed out. " Something will 
have to h,> done with him."

The General nodded. “ Most 
assuredly, Dugas,"

" Also, M’sieu, I am a poor man,” 
continued the storekeeper. “ Al
ready It has cost me much more 
than I can afford to bring him here. 
Therefore I would like to know my 
position In this matter."

Monsieur Dugas paused expect
antly, for by now he had recovered 
hie composure. His little eyes 
shone greedily, and in hie voice 
there was a vague hint of the threat 
which, If necessary, he would later 
on put into words.

The General smiled with the 
savage satisfaction of one who, 
having digged a pit, has seen his 
enemy stumble into it of his own 
free will.

"Dugas,” said he, "I *ave been 
waiting for just that question. 
Otherwise you would now be upon 
ycur way to the prairie. If 1 am 
not disappointed in my tolerance, I 
am at least disappointed in you. I 
had always thought you a shrewd 
careful man.” . *

“But, M'sieu," whined the store
keeper, a look fit sickly feaf driving 
the stubbornness from his gaze.

The General’s fist came down upon 
the table with a bang.

“Silence !” he thundered. “You 
will hear me out, and then you will 
go. You ask your position in this 
matter ? I will explain it to you. 
You have mixed yourself up in an 
affair not your own, an affair that 
has been dead and burled for years. 
Moreover you have chosen as. the 
object of your imperitinence the 
one man in all this parish who holds 
your ruin in his hands.

“Seme weeks ago, if you will 
remember, you came to me and 
asked me as a member of the 
Police Jury to use my influence in 
having your liquor license restored 
to you. You swore that it had been 
taken away unjustly, and since 
then 1 have looked into the matter. 
Also, upon two occasions, I have 
made it my business to visit your 
store.

He paused, and Monsieur Dugas, 
gray with fear, passed a hand across 
the little beads of moisture that had 
gathered upon jiis brow.

“Well, and what of it, M’sieu ?” 
he demanded with pitiful bravado.

“Only that your petitions are 
too thin, especially those in the 
rear, my dear Dugas,” mocked the 
General. “Really I can not under
stand why you wanted the license at 
all unless you contemplate opening 
another place."

There was a moment's pause in 
which the storekeeper, ghastly and 
trembling, stretched forth an 
appealing hand.

"Mercy, M’sieu,” he implored. 
“I did not know, I swear it. I 
thought that you would be pleased, 
that you would want the boy. I 
knew not what was in the letter. I 
do not know it now. I thought that 
I was doing you a favor. I spent 
my money, I gave my time* I will 
take the boy wherever you tell me. 
I will keep my mouth closed. Only 
do the same for me, M’sieur, or I 
am a ruined man."

The General folded his letter and 
sealed it very deliberately before 
replying. All the anger and 
triumph had fallen from him now, 
and he suddenly looked gray and 
worn. When he spoke, however, it 
was in the same curt, businesslike 
tone with which he had first 
addressed the storekeeper.

"Go, Dugas," he ordered. “Go 
and I will see. Perhaps, if you are 
careful from now on, I will let the 
matter pass. In regard to the—to 
the other affair, that is your busi
ness. Y ou can arrange it as you see 
fit, only be sure that you never 
mention it to me again.”

He paused wearily, and a terrible, 
haunting look of loneliness crept 
into his fierce old eyes.

“Never again, you understand," 
he repeated, and suddenly he sprang 
to his feet, his arm upraised in 
furious, impotent despair.

“God !” he cried. “Why did you 
bring it back, Dugas ? I had 
buried it deep beneath the very 
wreck of my soul, and now, after 
all these years, you unearth it 
again. You fool I You impudent, 
meddling fool ! And you ask me 
for mercy ? Go, go quickly before 
I soil my hands with you.”

All this time I had stood staring 
before the table, my thoughts 
divided between the puzzling re- 
semblance, and the excited words of 
the two men. Now, when the Gen
eral rose in the majestic erectness 
of his wrath, the door of my 
memory opened, and I peered 
inside. The tall lean figure, the 
haunted tortured eyes, the sinewy 
upraised arm, all of them restored 
the picture that I had lost.

A hand fell upon my shoulder, 
and Monsieur Dugas, cowering with 
terror, sought to draw me away. 
But I was not to be denied the 
triumph of my discovery. Freeing 
myself from his faltering grasp, I 
pointed a finger at the towering 
figure before me, and childlike, 
spoke out my thoughts.

“Ah, M’sieu," I cried. "I know 
who you are like now. It is M’sieu 
Abraham.”

A sudden silence fell in which the 
tall figure reseated itself stiffly in 
the chair. Once more Monsieur 
Dugas sought to draw me away, but 
the General held up a detaining 
hand. His mask of hardness had 
fallen again, and the cold gray eyes 
bored into mine until I was forced 
to turn away my head.

"A moment, Dugas,” he ordered, 
and then added, turning to me, “So 
you-think that I am like M’sieu 
Abraham ? What M’sieu Abraham 
do you mean ?”

"Why, M'sieu Abraham of the 
Bible, I replied, encouraged by his 
sudden notice. "He was the one, 
M’sieu, who sacrificed his only son."

With a gasp of horror, Monsieur 
Dugas seized me In a grip that was 
not to be denied.

"Dieu !” he panted hoarsely as 
he dragged me outside. “Are you 
mad, little one ? Now he will most 
certainly destroy us both."

But I, looking back over my 
shoulder, felt only surprise. For I 
had caught a glimpse of the Gener
al’s bowed head where It lay upon 
limp hands amid the scattered 
papers of the table.

Thus we left him, a hard, bitter 
old man who. flaunting his cruelty 
before the world, had finally come 
to judgment, and had bent hie 
proud head in shame at the innocent 
words of the child whom he had 
denied. ,

TO BE CONTINUED

THREE BLESSINGS
“ May God’s blessing attend you, 

and when your time comes, may you 
not pass out #f this world without 
the assistance of your clergy.”

It was the first time Hugh 
L’Estrange had come in contact 
with anything Catholic. He laughed 
to himself—the idea of either death 
or clergy seemed incongruous in 
connection with his vigorous life. 
But he did not forget the blessing 
that the old Irish woman at the 
corner of Liverpool street had 
bestowed upon him. A gust of 
wind had sent her battered bonnet 
flying, and before her old limbs 
were set in motion he had stepped 
out into the road and recovered the 
truant headgear. Returning it, 
with something in addition to re
place the mud-stained trimming, he 
noted anew her patient, poverty- 
worn face. In return she again 
called the blessings of heaven upon 
him.

On Sunday when he sat decor
ously in hie new pew while the 
clergyman of his parish read the 
prayers in a monotonous voice, the 
Irish woman’s words recurred to 
his mind. He repressed a smile at 
the thought of how much he would 
prefer Mr. Drake’s absence to his 
assistance, even when death should 
come to him.

For an instant, too, the thought 
flashed across his mind .that a relig
ion of which the ministrations of 
the clergy were a vital part might 
hold something worth having for 
the poor and the dying.

At this juncture Mr. Drake’s 
high-pitched call to prayer brought 
him back to the duty of the moment, 
and he rose to his feet with his 
neighbors.

Though he did not know it, the 
blessing of God was attending Hugh 
L’Estrange. For after this, often 
this Liverpool man of business 
came in contact With things Catho
lic. Possibly it was only some refer
ence in a society paper, or the name 
of a church which he had never 
noticed before, or the knowled e 
that one or other of his many work
men were Irish, and therefore Cath- 
olic. Then he gave a thought to 
the old woman, whom, curiously 
enough he had never forgotten.

Perhaps the second direct con
tact that Hugh L’Estrange became 
aware of was one day at a meeting 
of the Board of Charities. The case 
of a Catholic boy was brought for
ward on account of some oversight 
in his registration on the work- 
house books. He was to be brought 
up nominally in the Church of Eng
land ; practically according to the 
views of those with whom he was 
to be boarded out.

The child, a sturdy young Lancas
trian of eight or nine years, was 
standing near Mr. L'Estrange 
whilst a heated discussion went on 
between the other guardians. 
Touching the boy on the shoulder, 
Mr. L’Estrange spoke to him in an 
undertone.

“ What do you think you are 
yourself, eh ?” he asked, with a 
movement of the head to show that 
he referred to the theme of his 
guardian’s conversation.

The boy looked at hitfi squarely. 
Without hesitation he answered : 
“ I be a Catholic."

Then he added : “ If you were 
not a Catholic, what would you be ?"

A Baptist, a Methodist, and a 
Congregational home were being 
discussed in turn.

“ It I weren’t un,” replied the 
boy sturdily, “ I’de be one."

“ By jove ! so you shall !” ex
claimed L’Estrange, throwing him
self into the discussion in which 
heretofore he had taken no part. 
So insistently did he press his point, 
declaring his intention of calling in 
legal opinion if necessary to sup
port his claim, that before the 
meeting closed the boy was inscribed 
a Catholic on the books and handed 
over to the manager of a Catholic 
boys’ home. Afterwards Mr. 
LJSstrange noticed the boy pointing 
him out to the priest, who was losing 
no time in freeing him from the 
workhouse.

“ Young George here tells me 
what you have done for him, sir,” 
said the priest as Mr. L’Estrange 
passed him. " God will reward you 
for thi».”

That was the second Catholic 
blessing he received.

* * *

The third blessing came through 
no act of his own. He was only a 
spectator of a scene, and that, it 
seemed, by chance. Afterwards he 
understood that God’s blessing was 
attending him.

The instant of Isaak Walton was 
strong within him, and the yearly

holiday he allowed himself from
business was always spent where 
fishing might be had. It was only 
natural, therefore, that the west of 
Ireland should attract him. There, 
late in the autumn season, he found 
himself in a primitive riverside inn. 
During his stay the équinoxial gales 
changed the Atlantic into a gray, 
cruel seç, till, rising In mountains 
of water and foam, it seemed like 
a huge wall of rearing liquid rush
ing against the sky.

A pier to make safe harborage 
for the boats coming in from the 
islands had been built in the con
gested districts, but on this night 
the little gray wall was one mass of 
seething whiteness, which seemed to 
offer neither shelter nor safety to 
any craft. Yet here it was Hugh 
L’Estrange, watching the storm 
with Barbie Joyce, his boatman on 
the lakes, his self-constituted guide 
along the river, saw, hardly bellev- 
ing his own sight, a small craft 
cresting the huge billows for an 
instant, then falling away out of 
eight. It reappeared at intervals, 
however. Each time It took more 
certain shape in the fitful light of 
the fleeting moon. “A boat! God 
help them this night!" cried Barbie 
steadying himself against the pier 
and straining his eyes to see when 
the black, oblong shadow rose again 
on the waves. " Never can they 
live at the pier end there till the 
priest gets out to loin them.”

"The priest?" repeated the Eng- 
lishman, thinking the wind had 
miscarried his companion’s meaning 

' Aye, the priest,” returned 
Barbie. What else would bring ten 
men in their sense over from Irish- 
beg this night ?"

He turned quickly and disappeared 
in the darkness, and L’Estrange 
guessed that he had gone to where 
the parochial house stood in some 
pretence at shelter.

He had learned long ago that 
Catholics wish for the presence of 
the priest to help a passing soul 
into eternity, but he never realized 
before how universally, even in the 
face of almost unsurmountable 
difficulties, that presence was 
sought.

It seemed madness aveu to try to 
reach the boat that tossed just be
yond the pier, much less to board her 
and turn again iato the storm. Yet 
sooner than he would have thought 
possible Barbie, with half a dozen 
others, were back at the pier head 
again, and from the lanterns some 
of them held he could see a tall 
figure in black tarpaulin and close- 
fitting sou’wester standing whilst a 
rope was firmly fastened round it. 
L’Estrange knew intuitively it was 
the priest. A momentary lull en
abled the little band to make their 
way to where the bogt tossed and 
strained against the determined 
efforts of the rowers to keep her 
from destruction.

Coming nearer, they threw out a 
line. The priest took it winding it 
around his body. Then he dropped 
down as the boat waited for him. 
He loosed the rope afterward, and 
the men on the pier would have 
hauled it in, only there seemed some 
hitch or delay. Then they saw that 
one of the boat’s crew was coming 
ashore in place of the priest. As 
he reached the pier L’Estrange, by 
some act of Providence, being near
est the boat, heard a groan of pain, 
and the hands of the sailor as he 
grasped them were wet and warm 
with blood. L’Estrange under
stood then that this man, hurt by 
some accident, was of no use in the 
boat, and that they were waiting 
because they needed another rower.

Barbie, the next man to 
L’Estrange, was the father of a 
family ; so too, was the next beyond. 
L’Estrange was not a good seaman, 
but he was a strong rower. Further, 
he had neither wife nor child’ to 
leave.

There was hardly time even for 
this to shape itself in his brain. 
He scarcely knew that he had decided 
to go when he felt the rope in, 
his hands, saw for an instant the 
tossing depths beneath him. Then 
strong arms caught and held him, 
and he was in the boat.

The priest facing him was young, 
boyish, almost tooyoung, too boyish, 
he had carelessly thought, to be the 
pastor of strong men’s souls. But 
his face was white, determined, and 
his jaw was set. In his eyes was 
a strange light—excitement, per
haps, but certainly not fear. 
Young as he was, this was not the 
first midnight struggle he had had 
with the sea, but tonight as before, 
he carried his passport of safety on 
his heart.

Down went the boat, green walls 
of water before her and behind 
appeared: and nothing was left of 
the sky, but a narrow ribbon of 
black overhead. The Englishman, 
straining every nerve at the clumsy 
oar which he shared with one of the 
islanders, had no time for thought. 
Even afterwards everything seemed 
to him like a shapeless dream. 
Once even the helmsman faltered. 
The last wave nearly swamped them 
with a return of foam, and a rower 
from either side was forced to aban
don his oar. From the white faces 
and distended eyes of the men about 
him L’Estrange realized thr.t this 
was a greater peril than they had 
ever braved before.

“ Steady, boys!” above the storm 
the priest’s voice rose. Then he 
pulled himself upright, and even 
now no fear was in his eyes, though 
his face was white. “ Remember, 
we cannot go down. Have you for
gotten we are not alone ?"

All except L’Estrange under
stood. With a stifled sob the helms
man turned again to crest the 
breaker. For an instant they 
spun up in the air a blurred black

mass, then a collection of moving
lights appeared In the darkness 
ahead, and the men knew their 
journey’s end was near, and they 
felt assured of safety now, though 
only certain knowledge and skill 
could have taken the boat up to 
the only possible landing place.

But before they touched the land 
twenty men were in the water at 
their sides, half drowned by the 
swirling foam, to meet and welcome 
the priest. They seized the boat, 
and the exhausted rowers sat at 
rest. High up onto the shingle 
they dragged her, and suddenly 
Hugh L’Estrange was aware that 
he alone of all those present was 
not bare-headed and on his knees.

Between two t 'wi of kneeling 
figures, women bowed down and 
men bare-headed, the priest passed 
up to the rough-built quay. He 
was in time, they told him. Some 
impulse bade L’Estrange to follow 
him to the house of the man who 
lay dying. They said that for hours 
he had been calling in agony for the 
priest. Now he was calm and con- 

Dra?er had been answered.
L Estrange saw the priest bend 

over the bed, saw those who had 
been waiting keep back until he 
drew himself upwards again, felt 
himself pressing forward, kneeling 
with the otheiy ; saw the flash of 
a sliver case as the priest drew 
something from his breast.

"Corpus Domini nostri Jesu 
Christi, custodiat animam tuam in 
vitam aeternam.” Amen.

Then Hugh L’Estrange under
stood. It was not for the priest 
alone ; it was for what he brought 
with him, for the Master, in whose 
name he had power to forgive sin, 
that Catholics pray all their lives 
long. The dying man was at rest, 
and, half turning to those who had 
risked their lives to decure for their 
comrade #hat he had so passionately 
craved, the priest raised his hand 
in the final blessing.

Thus a third time a Catholic called 
down the blessing of God on Hugh 
L’Estrange.

» * *

Those of his colleagues who were 
present when George, the Lancas
trian, had been allowed to keep the 
faith of his fathers declared them
selves not in tho least surprised 
when they heard that Hugh L’Est
range had been received into the 
Catholic Church. To others the 
news of his conversion came as a 
nine days’ wonder. But to no one 
was the wonder of it all so deep or 
so lasting as to the man himself. 
Faith had come to him in the midst 
of the blindest ignorance. As a 
child he had to learn the catechism 
from its first page. On one point 
only he needed no teaching. He 
knew that God the Son was truly 
present in the Sacrament of the 
Altar, and that light made every
thing clear.

In the boat on the open sea, in 
the island cabin, with the storm 
still raging without, the faith ‘of 
priest and people had shown him a 
reflex of heaven’s light. And 
knowing himself, with a sudden, 
overwhelming knowledge, to be in 
the presence of Jesus Christ, he had 
understood that this was the ful
fillment of his first two Catholic 
blessings. The blessing of God had 
indeed attended him, and here, 
unexpectedly as to form and place, 
the reward of God had come upon 
him. It would lead him, God will
ing, some day to die at peace, with 
the assurance of forgiveness for the 
past and happiness for the future 
on the lips of the priest at his side, 
—Alice Dease in The Magnificat.

A PROTESTANT ROSARY
A profound change of attitude 

towards things Catholic has come 
over the Protestant denominations 
since the War. It is no longer an 
anomaly to see them advocating 
Catholic points of doctrine and 
practice which have been bitterly 
abhyrred and viciously decried ever 
since the days of the Reformation. 
Many sects have not stopped at 
mere suggestion but have taken a 
step, sometimes in the face of 
strong opposition, towards services 
and religious practices whidh the 
most ignorant man knows to be 
frankly Catholic. We are no longer 
surprised to find Protestants having 
Mass, Midnight Mass on Christmas 
with Catholic carols, prayers fo;r 
the dead, holy water, Lenten fast#. 
Only a short time ago the Episco
palian Church proposed six of its 
members for canonization.

The latest suggestion has refer
ence to the Rosary, and was made 
by Rev. James A. Beebe, at the 
Troy Annual Conference of the 
Methodist Episcopal Church, in 
these words : “The Catholic religion 
has wisely adopted a mechanical 
device for devotion by dwelling in 
a series of meditations upon certain 
incidents in the life of Christ. The 
Quakers, too, in their hour of silent 
prayer have reàlized the benefit of 
systematic reflection. It would be 
well for us then, to adopt as our 
rosary a series of meditations on the 
Twenty-third Psalm and other 
inspired ixcerpts from the Bible.”

What Luther must think of such 
a suggestion can easily be imagined 
by those who remember how he 
inveighed against the beads. How 
times have changed since the 
Episcopalians persecuted the Irish 
for their devotion to the Rosary. 
It is bo longer the fashion for the 
sects to taunt us for "a vain repeti
tion of prayers,” or “for our 
mechanical way of approaching 
God,”

Catholics must welcome these 
changes as infallible signs that the 
relics of Catholic conscience, long
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NEW ADDRESS

381 Wellington 8t. Phone 8600
London. Ont.

J. A. BARNARD
Sole Agent for Harley-Davldson

Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repair*

PHONE 2 994M
338 Talbot St. London, Ont.

ART WILKES
BALLOON HUE BEAOQUAITEBS

Vulcanizing and Repairs of All Kinds 
PHONE 2334

364 Wellington 8t. London, Ont.

Rhone 7944 W Estimates Free

C. L. LILEY & SONS
BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT 

CONTRACTORS
Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to

340 William Street London, Ont

London Vinegar Works
Manufacturers of-

Pore Cider Vinegar, Cider, Etc.
White Spirit Vinqgar Always on Hand

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

The Grigg House

LONDON, ONT.
T. B. COOK, Proprietor.

Rooms with Private Bath. European Plan.
Rates $1.50 and Up

A. W. MACFIE
Drugless Practitioner

Chiropractic
Osteopathy Electrical Treatments

210 Dominion Savings Bldg.
LONDON, ONTARIO

Phone 4710 Residence 5710

Superior Machinery Co. Ltd.
151 York St., London

Machinery of All Minds
Elevators. Dumb Waiters, Laundry Machinery 
our specialty. Prompt Service Our Motto

The Tecumseh Hole!
LONDON, CANADA

On Main Highway Detroit to Buffalo
Catering to the Tourist. Information 

Bureau in Hotel Lobby
Geo. H. O’Neil, Prop. Guy M. Ferguson, Mgr.

“No Fires in 
this Warehouse"

Such might be the sign on a building 
protected with the famous

“AUTOMATIC"
SPRINKLER SYSTEM

The Bennett & Wright Co. Ltd.
77-81 King St., London, Ont.

lULY 25. 1826

DR. LeRoy V. HILES
8PKUIAL1BT IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dunfloi 8t. Phone 7808

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN * MURPHY

BAKttlBTKHS, BOLIOITOBH. NOTAHIKfc

BoUolton lor the Komen UethoUo 
Bpieoopal Corporation 

Suite 68, It*uk of Toronto Uhember*
lAlNDQN, CANADA Phone 170

TOY, KNOX & MONAHAN ~
BAKHmTKHB.80LI01T0K8,N0TAKIK8,llte

A. E. Knox T. Louli Monahan
George heough Arthur Kelly

Office* : Continental Life Bonding 
OOKNKK BAY AND KIOHMOND H1KKETB 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARK18TKK8. 8OLI01TOK8. Ac. 

Hooma 118 to 122. Federal Building.
TORONTO. CANADA

LUNNEYùTÀNNAN'
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIP 

HarryW Lunnoy, K.C., B.A..B.C.L.. 
Alphonâus Lannan, LL. ïl,

_________________OALQAKY. ALBERT

JOHN H. McELDÈRRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
UNION BANK BUILDING 
GUELPH, ONTARIO

CANADA
Bee. Lekonide Uable Addto»*- London •

" HUloreat 1087 Main 1688
Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkine

Barristers, Solloltors, Notaries, Eto.
W. T. J. Lee. B.G.L. J. G. O’Doneehue. KO Hugh Harkine W ' “"U' 

OffloM^m-848 Confederation Life Chamber.
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Ste. 

__________TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
W. E. Kelly, K. O. J. Porter David E. Kelly 

Crown Attorney County Trearorer 
Solicitor* For Norfolk County Counoll 

________8IM00E.0NT.. CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S„ Dm. s.

86 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE. ONT.

PHONE 176

Dr.W. S. Westland
L. D. 8., D. D. S.< mice and . — —

Residence— DENTIST
287 QUEENSAVE. LONDON
Beddome, Brown, Oronyn

and Pocock
INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 698 W
89 2 Richmond St. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslet!
Sanitary *32 Heating Engineer

High Grade Plumbing and Heating
521 Richmond St- London, Ont.

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Mode to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond St, London, Ont.

Opposite St, Peter'a Pariah Hal!

Where Do You Go When gw 
You Wish to “Say it With" P

The West Flora! Co.
2*9 Dundee St. London, Ont.

Casavanl Freres
CHURCH

Organ Builders
ST. HYAOINTHE QUEBEC
phono 610 J Roe. Phone 3874 W

W. W. SCOTT
Successor to John Campbell & Son 

84 York 8t., London
Entrance off 75 King St.

EXPERT MECHANICS-All Cars
Painting, Trimming. Wood Working, Carriage 
and Auto Repairs. "Service and Satisfaction"

Lightning Battery Service
294 York St. Opp. O. N. R. Freight Shed. 
362 Dundas SsuToï, Lead*!, 0*1.
Phone 8S70 ^^oSToï^éSr1

REGO RADIATOR REPAIR
"WK KNOW HOW"

Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. a KAISER

Phono 7249 M Nights 1006J
180 Fullarton 8t. London, Ont<.

We Solicll Your Patronage
Complete Battery and Ignition Service, Up- 
to dale Vulcanizing Plant, Tiros, Accessories, 
Gasoline and Uils.

Universal Battery Co.
W. F. Webster and W. A. Hill 

Phone 4703 Talbot at Queens Ave., London

261 Ridout South / Telephone 1772

W. T. Pace &z Son
PAINTING

Paper Hanging Decorating
Service and Satisfaction

Cut Stone Contractors
A.® E. NOBBS

Use STONE In your building
C. P. R. Tracks and William St., London, Ont.

PHON E 1441

F. STEELE
leading Oplomefrist

London St. Thomis Kltohener

r i \
\


