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CHAPTER XLVIIl,—coNTINUED

Rick returned with good-natured
Mrs. Murphy. Her motherly skill
immediately deviged means of com.
fort for Nora which were grateful
and refreshing to the still weak
girl. She reclined on the well.
worn lounge, and looked at the
kind-hearted matron bustling about
in services for Rick, as well as for
the invalid she had come to tend,
with, as Mrs. Murphy expressed it,
‘ the smile of an angel.” Father
O’Connor was obliged to depart,

and having taken adieu of Nora, he |

turned to Rick.

** Good-by,” he said, holding the
coarse palm of the latter warmly in
his clasp, '* good-by, Rick, and may
Almighty God reward Nora's devo-
tion by making you what you your-
self would be in the sight of
Heaven."”

Rick started—had the eyes bent |

80 earnestly upon him the power of
reading his soul ?
attributes of the speaker enable
him to penetrate the secrets of his
wietched heart 7 It would almost
seem to from (hu deep import of the
words ; and under the influence of
such feelings, Rick could not answer

—he wrung the clergyman’s hand |

hard and turned away.

Mrs. Murphy was also obliged to |
leave to attend to her own house- |

hold, but she promised to return in
the morning, and the painfully con-
trasted pair were left alone to-
gether.

‘““ Nora,” zaid Rick,
interval had passed in gloomy sil-
ence, ‘‘would you be content to

remain with Mrs. Murphy for a few |

days while I go away on a little
business ?"’

She endeavored to assume a sit-
ting posture, but weakness made
her sink again on her pillow. ‘‘Per-
haps you want to leave me,”’ she
said, faintly ‘‘ perhaps you are
troubled at my condition, and
would take this means of restoring
me to Father Meagher ; but do not,
I beg of you—do not now deprive
me of what | have prayed and
h();n »d for so Inng

** And what is that he asked.

“To see you once more before
God’s altar, a true penitent’’ — her
cheeks flushed with the ardor
her feelings,—**
knelt again in that tribunal where
God himself would give you pardon
and peace !’

He rose from hls (hmr and ap-
proached her. ‘' Nora,” he said,
standing where she could not see his
face, '‘this intended journey of
mine will be for the purpose of
making a restitution — and if I
would, I could not take you with
me, because of your feeble state.
It is due to pour influence that I
have at last made up my mind to
perform this act of justice; per-
haps, if I delay, my weak soul may
fly from the task.”

*“Then go, father ; I shall not bid
you stay—but where and when is
this journey to take place ?”’

‘“Tomorrow, when 1 have seen
Mrs. Murphy, and made arrange-
ments with her concerning you ; I
have little doubt that she will give
you & home with her until I return ;
but where my journey is to be I
cannot tell _,ou—xt is one of my
guilty secrets.’

She said no more.

Mrs. Murphy came in the morn-
ing and gladly consented to Rick’s
proposition ; later in the day, when
Nora’s strength was surhcuntly
regained to enable her to walk
leaning on the good-natured woman'’s
arm, the three set out for Mrs.
Murphy 8 abode, and there, having
reluctantly allowed himself to be
persuaded to remain for one of the
good woman’'s substantial meals,
Rick bade Nora adieu and left her.

CHAPTER XLIX
TO A STORM-TOSSED SOUL

Father O’Connor, after his hur-
ried visit to Tralee, arrived at home,
much to the satisfaction of his old
housekeeper, and to the extrava-
gant delight of stuttering Jerry.
There was also another in the little
household to welcome him—a beau-
tiful boy of some twelve summers :
but his beauty bore the traces of
recent illness, and his dark eyes
had the brll]mn"v which gives evi-
dence of early decay. He had been
sitting on the lowest step of the
little porch, so that he might be
ready to spring forward at the first
glimpse of the returning clergy-
man, and with many an anxious
question to both the old house-
keeper and Jerry he had long main-
tained his watch. He had been re-
warded at last; the tall, clerical
form appeared, turning into the
boreen, and the anxious boy, for-
getting that his limbs were still
enfeebled by recent illness, bounded
forward, his cheeks flushed, his
eyes sparkling, and every feature
of his exquisitely beautiful face
expressing gratitude and affection.

‘* Bartley, my boy, how are you?”
asked the priest, grasping with the
tenderness of a father the lad’s out-
strctched hands.

* So much better, your reverence,
that I think I'll be strong enough
for my Juurney tomorrow.”’

Father O’Connor shook his head.
*‘ No, Bartley ; you must not think
of that yet—these cheeks must
grow more plump,’”’—and he play-
fully patted the boy’s face.

“I'm pining for Cathleen!” The
flush suddenly faded from the fair
countenance, and the dark eyes
glistened with tears.
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‘* But Cathleen knows why yuul
remain from her,”” answered the |
priest ; ' have 1 not twice written |
to her about you—how you were
hurt in Tralee by the overturning
of a vehicle, how strangers kindly
cared for you, and how you per- |
severed in journeying to me only to
become ill as soon as you found me?
She knows these particulars, and
she knows, also, that I will m'lllli
you back to her as soon as you have |
sufficiently recovered—are you tired |
of me, Bartley, that you want to
leave me 8o soon 1"’

‘ Tired of you, your reverence !
the boy’'s two hands closed with an
affectionate pressure upon the
priest’'s hand, and his eyes met
those of the clergyman with an
| eloquent expression of gratitude,
| while he continued : ‘' I place you |
| in my heart with Cathleen.” ‘

No more was said, and the boy |
walked confidingly by the side of
his benefactor to the little dwelling,
| where the self-sacrificing priest
found that, comparatively short as
had been his absence, there had |
been numerous calls for him. So
perfect, however, was his discipline
rof himself that, though tortured by
distressing thoughts of the doomed
| Carroll and the unhappy Nora and
Clare, each the fond playmate of
his youth, no trace of his inward
agitation was suffered to appear—
his exterior had all that calmness |
| which i8 ever the sign of a truly
mortified will,

The next day was the vigil of the
assumption, and in the afternoon
many waited in the little chapel to
be admitted to shrift. Hour after
hour the poor, patient priest sat,
hearing the doleful story of sin and
voluntary imperfection, and reprov-
ing, admonishing, exhorting and
counseling. He never seemed to
weary ; even when the tale was but
the outpouring of a morbid self-
love craving for the sympathy
which should minister to its vanity.

The last penitent had disappeared
within the confessional, and the
whispered sound of voices from the
curtained recess could be heard
throughout the little chapel, when

| an ill-dressed man with shambling

knelt for an
Then rising,

and
door

gait entered,
instant near the
looked about him with a wild
There w(w no one within
sight, and gm« ed by that sound of
whispering voices, he walked slowly
to the confessionzl. Knee ling al-
most in front of the sacred tribunal,
he bowed his head and beat his
breast, while burning tears gushed
from his eves. The penitent came
forth, and Father O'Connor, observy-
It
rose, walked a few steps forward,
then, as if deterred by some sudden
fear, paused, and knelt again to
bow its head and beat its breast. |
Still the priest waited.

At length, with a motion so sud-
den and hurried that he seemed to
be impelled by an unseen power,
Rick of the Hills arose and darted |
within the penitent’s side of the|
confessional.

What was there in the tale he so
gaspingly told to make the priest
start and tremble—to make him lift |
the curtain which screened him
from view, and lean forward as if |
hw was stifling for air ?

‘You do not speak, father,”
gasped the penitent, when the last
of that thrilling confession
told—"* is there no pardon for me?"’

The priest turned to him, his
breath scarcely more regular than
the quick and fevered breathings of ’
the wretched man beside him :|
** Are you willing to make all the)
atonement that is in your power—
will you reveal those secrets to the |
world, so that justice may be
done ?”’

‘I will, father: I will make a
public confession of all ; I ask for |
no earthly mercy for myself—I
seek nothing but the pardon of my
offended God. His sobs [burst
forth.

‘“Then make your act of con-
trition ; speak the words from your |
heart, and God, whom you have so
outraged, will Himself give the
almnlutlon my unworthy lips shall
utter.’

He raised his hand and pro-
nounced the words by which the
fetters of that miserable soul were
unloosed, and Rick rose up a freer
and happier man than he had been
for twenty-seven years. A strange
peace had descended into his soul,
and he tottered to the altar, there
to make, by his happy tears and
broken contrite prayers, such a
thanksgiving as would have made
Nora, could she have witnessed it,
feel amply paid for all her self-
immolation.

The priest also left the confes
sional. His face was deathly pale,
and his inward agitation was some
what visible in the unsteadiness of
his step. He too sought the altar,
l}rat pausing to whisper to Rick :

‘Come into the house when you
have hnmhv d—I have something to
say to you.

The kneeling man nodded an
assent, and the clergyman passed
on to the sanctuary. He heard
Rick leave the chapel, and then he
prostrated himself before the altar.
‘“ My Hudf my God!” he mur-
mured, ‘‘ why hast Thou reserved
this revelntmn until now ? but Thy
will be done, and pardon those who
have been the cause of so much
suffering.”

Long he knelt there, praying, and
struggling with the horde of un-
happy feelings called up by that

mysterious confession. But at
length he regained his wonted calm,
and with a steadier gait than that
with which he had walked to the
altar, he left the chapel to return to
the house.
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Rick war waiting in the little
parlor ; if he had feared to meet
the priest because of hig recent
wretched tale, the first glance of
the clergyman's soft, pitying eyes,
the first touch of the friendly hand
so cordially extended to him, at
once restored his confidence.

* Father,”' he said, looking stead-
into the face of the priest,
though his voice trembled, ** will
you take the reeponsibility of the
matter which 1 have confided to
you ? will you let me tell you every-
thing fully here, and will you give
it will come |
with better favor from you thlm
from me.”
Father O'Connor did not reply for
moment ; his eyes sought
and his lips moved as if in
prayer ; at last he looked up. ‘‘Yes,
Rick, since you so desire ; and now
tell me the story as clearly as you
can.”’

He tightly closed the little parlor
door, took from the pocket of his
soutane a small tablet and pencil,
and as Rick proceeded with his tale,
marked down sufficient to enable
him to repeat the account. On its
conclusion Rick sat with flushed
face and folded arms.

The priest arose :
said, and his voice
clearness, '* thank God from your
heart for this night’s work! He
has already pardoned you, and He
would even now give you an earthly
reward for your act of justice, late
though you have performed that
act. Cathleen—~your Cathleen—is
within your reach !”’

Great God ! what do
mean ?"" The poor startled
ture was up from his seat, his wild
turped appealingly on the
clergyman’s face, and he was gasp-
ing for breath.

['he priest said softly:
shall know in a moment
he left the room,

A

* Rick,”” he

you
crea-

eyes

*You

returning shortly,

and leading by the hand the beauti- |

'UI boy whom he had called Bartley.
Tell,” he said to the wondering
lad, ‘‘all that you know about
Cathleen Kelly,~this person here
thinke he too knows her, and he
would like to hear you speak
her.”

An exquisite smile broke over the |

he needed no pressing

the request, for in-
artlessly he poured
forth all that his own ardent affec-
tion for Cathleen pr«
sisterly kindness to himself—to her
was owing his own unusual intel-
ligence,~her charity to others, her
constant gentleness ; all was told
with a candor and earnestness which
must have carried conviction to the
most unbelieving mind. Rick could
restrain his emotion ; he held
his clasped hands before his face,
but the tears trickled through his
fingers.

' Perhaps,
brokenly, ** it
Cathleen.”’

‘It is, Rick,””—the priest’s hand
was upon Rick’s shoulder—** I have
other reasons than Bartley’s story
for knowing that the Cathleen he
speaks of is your Cathleen; and
you shall be speedily convinced, for
in company with this lad you shall
go to her,—now that he will have
some one with him, I think perhaps

boy's fece ;
to accede to
and

after all,”” he
is not she—not

said
ny

[ he will be strong enough to make

the journey.”

“ I will, father ; indeed I will !”’
said the boy joyfully.

" But even though I should recog-
her,” resumed Rick, mourn-

‘ she will not know me, and
refuse to acknowledge

fully,
she may
me.”’

o | think not,”” answered the
priest ; *‘ Providence, who has dealt
mvrvifully with you, will not
now imbitter your cup of happiness
Besides,
you will ecarry to her a letter from
and you can get the record of
her baptism.”

Wild hope once more flooded the
heart of the excited man; in his
joy he dropped on his knees at the
feet of Father O'Connor. ‘‘Father,
have you forgiven me 7"’

For an instant the priest’s eyes
were turned upward; then they
fell with their wonted kindly look
on the kneeling suppliant, as he
answered : ' When God forgives,
of what have I, the creature, to
complain 7"’

Rick bent over the
grasped, and bedewed it with his
tears. ‘‘ Nora,” he said, when his
emotion calmed sufficiently to let
him speak,—'‘ how shall I quiet her
anxiety 7"’

‘““1 shall attend to that,”
swered Father O’Connor ;
yourself no concern, Risk. save to
thank God for His wonderful good-
ness to you. Tomorrow I think you
and Bartley can begin the journey.”

For the first time in twenty-seven
years, Rick knelt that night before
hé went to sleep, and the next
morning, for the first time in
twenty-seven years, he attended
the Holy Sacrifice of the Mass.
Three hours after, having been pro-
vided with a bountiful breakfast,
and comfortably equipped by the
thoughtful kindness of Father
O'Connor, he, accompanied by the
delighted Bartley, began his jour-
ney to Cathleen.
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We shall learn in Heaven that of
a truth Mary’s grandeurs are such
as could not be safely taught on
earth because of our infirmities.—
Faber.

Like all things worth having in
thie world, a happy disposition can
be obtained only by effort and by
the overcoming of those traits in
ourselves that make for unhappi-
ness.
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ADA ROA(JH’S PUZZLE

Busy feet putterpd softly along
the vadded corridors. Sweet-faced
women in bright nurse’s costume or
somber Sister's garb passed in and
out of the spotless halls and cham-
bers in the refuge which Mérey had
made for Pain. In one of these
rooms, her drawn face as white as
the enameled bed on which she lay,
a woman was dying. Though
science clearly saw and read the
decree of imminent death written in
| her vital organs, her mind was

| clear, her sensee alert. She would
not have guessed that the end wae
) 80 near had she not been told. But

Father Casey watched at her bed-
side, and far from him was the
' cruel pity'which hides approaching
death from its victim, and thus pre-
vents the poor humnn soul, trem-
bling on the brink of x-u-rnity, from
making a last supreme effort to pre-
pare for the meeting with its All-
Just Judge. With tact born of long
experience and boundless charity he
had helped Ada Roach to realize
that her hours were numbered and
to put the few remuining to the
best possible use.

Acts of Faith, Hope, Love, Contri-
tion, Resignation, petitions for for-
giveness and grace, protestations of
desire for heaven, of unreserved
| abandonment to the mercy of God—
‘ he repeated them again and again,
| while she followed in word or in
| thought, In his heart he thanked

Jesus and Mary for the calm Chris-
tian sentiments in which this brave,

humble soul faced death. Soon,
| however, he began to be disturbed l

Who can tell what the temptations
| the enemy may marshal for a last |
| desperate attack on the de parting |
| soul! He saw clearly that ever and |
anon a troubled look passed over her |
wasted features. ‘

‘My child,” he said at length in
| his solicitude, ‘‘ you are going to |
| meet the best of fathers. Banish |

every doubt and fear lhnm your-
| self with unbounded confidence upon
His mercv. The contrite and |
{ humble heart He will never
despise.” |

‘ Father,”

coursge,

the voice was full of |
‘1 am not afraid. I have |
| confessed all the sins I could re- |
member. I am sorry for everything
| I have ever done te offend God. 1
believe He will pardon me and be |
mercitul to me.”

*“But, my child, something
troubling you. I can see it on your
face. Tell me—what is it ?"”’

*“Oh, Father, Father, must you |
ask me that! Canmen never under-
stand a woman's heart! Don’t you |
know I must see Richard again be. |
fore 1 die—that I must tell him |
how I have always loved him—hear |
him promise that he will return to
(Nld i

18

* God will hear your dying prayer |
for the husband you have loved and
lost and, wherever he may be, send |
holy thoughts into his mind and
grace into his heart.”

God will do more—He will send
Richard to me before I die—I have
appealed to His Sacred Heart. Baut
they tell me death is so near. How |
will Jesus do it, I wonder. I am not
troubled—just puzzled. The Sacred
Heart will find a way.”

What could the poor priest do but
tell her to pray, that no true prayer
goes unheard, that God will give us
the very thing we ask for, or some-
thing else which He knows to be
better for us. For Richard Roach
had never been seen since that day
ten years before when he left his
young wife, his heart embittered
against God and man.

“You remember,
said to the priest,
the Sacred
Richard and
day ?”’

‘I remember well, because | gave
it for a purpose. Beneath the piec-
ture was inscribed that consoling
promise: ‘I will bless every home
in which the image of My Heart is
set up and honored.” I knew you
and Richard could be happy to-
gether—happy in the unspeakable
happiness of the true Christian
home—if only you would learn to
look upon life as a serious matter—
learn that no worthy character is
formed, no true good attained,
without self-denial and self-sacri-
fice. I hoped your devotion to the
Sacred Heart would bring you this
blessing, for He is very true to His
promize: ‘I will bless every home
in which the image of My \u red
lh art is set up and honored.’

“Father,” she replied humbly,
"“our home was not blessed, but we
cannot blame the Sacred Heart.
We-get up His picture, but we did
not honor it. We were too much
taken up with our selfish pleasures
to honor anything that stood for
suffering and sacrifice as the Sacred
Heart of Jesus does. He did not
bless our home—why should He ?
We were never in it. Selfish self-
indulgence brings selfish vanity,
selfish suspicions and selfish jeal-
ousy. When Richard accused me
I resented it. I had been foolish, but
not bad. A word would have ex-
plained ; I would not speak it. After
the divorce, he learned the truth,
and came repentant to repair the
wrong he had done me by his false
suspicions. I turned him away with
a show of haughty disdain which 1
did not feel—and I never saw him
gince. But the Sacred Heart will
not let me die without seeing him.
I remained in the home which our
foolish levity had wrecked. I kept
the picture of Jesus showing His
Sacred Heart, and I honored it—
after 1 had learned in the school of
gorrow to prize the lessons of ‘the
Sacred Heart—I honored it. And
He will hear ‘me. He will bless

Father,” she
“that picture of
Heart you gave to
me on our w«dding

even & broken home and unite its
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“Fruit-a-tives” Relieved Both
Dropsy and Sick Kidneys
The Wonder of Fruit Medicine

Those who know they h‘\\l-.]\.-hwy
Trouble—who suffer with pain in the
back-—who are up frequently at night

willweleome th that* Fruit-a
tives'’, the wonderful medicine made
from fruit and tonies, will
positively.relieve Kiduey and Bladder
Troubles—as proven by this letter.

“Our little girl had Kidney Trouble
and Dropsy—herlimbs and hody were
all swollen., We¢ decided to try
“Fruit-a-tives" Inashorttime, the
swelling went down Now, sheis the
healthiest one of the family”

WM. WARREN,
Port Robinson, Ont,
60c. a box, 6 for §2.50, trial size 25¢,

At dealers or from Fruit-a-tives
Limited, Ottawa, Ont,
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“Experience with stocks and
bonds has taught me a man
shotld leave enough insurance
to provide a good proportion
of nad) cash,” said the
Broker. Insumm'v in the
right company is just as safe
as cash in the bank, while it
affords one’s family protec-
tion in full from the start.
And it is an investment as
well. Last year the Mutual
Life of Canada earned 6.74%
for its policyholders.”

The MUTUAL LIFE

Canada
WATERLCD + ONTARIO

The Net Cost Life
Insurance Company

CUTICURA HEALS
SKIN TROUBLE |

Eruption On Face. ltched
and Burned. Lost Rest.

P

““A small, sore eruption broke out
on the side of my face and kept
spreading until it was the size of a
quarter. It was rough and scaly, and
at times I was most crazy with the
itching and burning. I lost my rest
at night, and my face was terrible to
see.

““I tried different remedies without
any ben A friend recommended
Cuticura Soap and Ointment so I
purchased some, and after using one
cake of Cuticura Soap and one box
of Ointment I was healed.§ (Signed)
Miss Eleanor Beekman, Springdale,
Mont., Jan. 19, 1922,

Rely on Cuticura Soap, Ointment
and Talcum to care for your skin.
Bample Ench Pree by Mall. Address
ited, 344 Bt. Paul ft, W Hu!‘lrtll
where. Soap 25¢. Ointment 25 ¢

i)WE" Cuticura Soap shaves \ulhoul muR
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OIL L'GHT BEATS
ELECTRIC OR GAS

BURNS 947 AIR

A new oil lamp that gives an amaz-
ingly brilliant, soft, white light, even
better than gas or electricity, has
been tested by the U. S. Government
and 85 leading universities and found
to be superior to 10 ordinary oil
lamps. It burns without odor, smoke
or noise — no pumping up, is simple,
clean, safe. Burns 94% air and 6%
common kerosene (coal oil).

The iuventor, T. T. Johnson, 246
Craig St. W., Montreal, is offering to
send a lamp on 10 dav's FREE trial,
or even to give one FREE to the first
user in each locality who will him
introduce it. Write him to-day for
full particulars. Also ask him to
explain how you can get the agency,
and without experience or money
make $250 to $500 per month,
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OSTEOPATHIC
PHYSICIANS

Abrams Method of Diagnosis
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DR. R. R. FONGER, D. C. Ph. C.
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Head Office: 10 Metcalfe 8t.,
Ottawa, Ont.

Temple Brvilding, Bay and Richmond
Streets, Toronto, Ont.
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St. Jerome's College | Yy Al

Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ON1

Business College Der
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. A. BENINGER

ARCHITECTS

Kenwood 1680

J. M. COWAN

Archztect

Churches, Schools 991 Bay Street

Colleges a Specialty
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MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES

Bolicitors for The Home Bank of Canads
Solicitors for the Roman Catholic
piscopal Corporation
Sulte 63, Bank of Toronto Chambers

LONDON, CANADA

Phone 17

Telephone 7224, Home Bank Chambers

J. M. DONAHUE, B.A
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
and PUBLIC

INDON, ONTARIO
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CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
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WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association
ARCHITECTS

Bixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON ON7

W. G. MURRAY
ARCHITECT

Churches and Schools a Specialty

DOMINION SAVINGS BUILDING

lu\lm\ ONT,

TELEPHONE W

JOHN M. MOORE & (0.
ARCHITECTS
KICHMOND STREET
LONDON, ONT.
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Members Ontarlo Associa‘ion of Arct

.l C. Pennington John R. Boyde

Architects and Engineers

John W. Leighton
Associate

BARTLET BLDG.

London Diocesan Architects

ialists in Ecclesiastical and
Educational Buildings

itects
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Benjamin Blonde

General Contractor
CHURCHES
and Educational Institutions a Specialty
Estimates furnished on request

CHATHAM, ONT.

Stained Glass
Memorial Windows

We make a specialty of Cathollo
Church Windows.

B Leo“a" 5351 John 8t.

Quebec. Que

Casavant Freres
CHURCH LIMITER

Organ Builders

ST. HYACINTHE QUEBEO

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

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

UPHOLSTERING

OF ALL KXINDS
Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK

Richmond St. Londo», Ont.
Opposite St. Peter's Parish Hall

2

| Hugh Harkins

|

Residence Park 13

Oable Address ‘Leedon,
w

Hillcrest 1097

Park 4524 W Main 1583

Lee, O’'Donoghue & Harkins

Barristers, Solioitors, Notaries, Eto
W.T.J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, K.O,
R. C. O'Donoghue
Offices 241-242 Confedaration Life Chambers

8. W, Corner Queea and Victoris Sts,

TORONTO, CANADA

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L.D,;8:,D.D. 8
" PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONE 175

OPEN EVENINGS
DR. J. M. SEDGEWICK
DENTIST
425 Richmond St.,

LONDON,

Near Dundas
ONT.

| PHONE 6006
WINDSOR, ONT. |

OPEN EVENINGS
DR. VINCENT KELLY
DENTAL SURGEON
Clinie Building, 241 - 243 Queen’s Ave
LONDON, ONT.
Phone 1400 Res. Phone 5193

PHONE 529w

Westlake

PHOTOGRAPHER

Opposite the Armouries

R. [. WATSON

Government and Industrial

BONDS

BOUGHT and SOLD

Phone 1687TW 213 Dom. Savings Bldg.
LONDON, ONT.
BEDDOME, BROWN
CRONYN and C€
POCOCK p\V\\
6\')R TELEPHONE
693 W
\a

392 RICHMOND ST.
LONDON. CANADA

MONEY TO LOAN

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey

“SBomething More Than a Drug Store”

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES
Order by Phone — we deliver




