
• ^ ^ :'<-f?pL.:- ^: > t" pm

\] y

.
VVm,

»

Ihr- }■ <*.-
Murmured eottiy, “He is dead.”

find moving slowly and Jumping a3 
the brake waa not working He 

», ** perfectly satisfied then that lt 
» waa impossible for either to stop an-t 

cached for the throttle and brake 
i. Moore Seemed to Be Trying to valve at the same time. He was

ted faintly. But they toOk hie lifeless body- ? 'Tc^g^rTt tl T
urdear, strong aL, around Ou^ whiir.^radlMVbting 1 ‘ „ ------", the brake waaon the car and That i
^lean upon your brerat.” *** ^ t0 fielde ed T^TÔf' Z'v^h ^ UaCk'

po y breast. And they laid hhn b, his swétthtort C ^£2ST^52LÏ ^Zla^c ï “ £*
« 2t^Wcar, ^Sn|

hearing the evidence submitted, down on the east side of theSF 
Rest and sflencë wrapt them round that hrf came to hie death on Witness saw the driver had^H/T

Let the hands that blessed lie folded the l»h day of November, l»ao ebat qn. the engine struck the car
At the petting of the sun! in the township of Thuriow, about the front seat. The car came

Let the iips that sang fall silent, .County of Hastings, Ont., by be- up on the engine front and wasTT
f>r the,r D0W t8 done' *i-g Struck by GLT.R. trata No. ried up to the switch stand®

But the song, that song of jesus— _ .8», at the railway crossing on yards west, which released the^P
_ It goes singing round the world! the Point Anne rood and we find The car broke in two and Dr Moor»

TOîsaMssgSB* “*-“ir.,»™'- <*• ~ -< ».aproper precautions.” > The tradn came to a standstill three
. - car lengths beyond the switch MrThe above verdict was returned to Bariow waa the tlrst to reach *

Coroner Dr. H. A. Yeomans last eve- - u"
sing at the close of the inquest into 
the Point Anne road fatality of last 
Friday morning. Crown Attorney 
Carnew conducted the examination of 
witnesses. ?V, v
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FOXB, . By LILIAN LEVERIDGE Love’s ogft*

i^ithor of “ Over the Bille of Home.
Kh“,dJL

‘SSL™—-

away.u 'y A
jUhtohTart. She murmured

-i't be grieving when I’m gone, 
love.

Jesus calls me. I must go.” y;...
Soon her pure and gentle spirit 

Homeward winged its starry flight. 
While the angels sang to welcome.
-- One more pilgrim of the night.

Anchored in the port Of home.
Home? Ah, yea! • The “Isle of 

Beauty”
Now no more her son might claim. 

This vast land whose voice had patted 
him .

Yearned to give the youth her' 
name.

"Canada!” ‘Twas magic music;
Wild birds sang it in the trees. 

“Canada! ” the streamlets murmured, 
“Canada" replied, the breeze.

Vast'Laurentian forests chanted;
Echoes watted, down the stream. 

Joseph’s soul responded, thrilling 
To the music of his dream.

FOr he felt his spirit folded
In the country’s welcoming arms; 

And be gave his love unstinted. 
Yielded to her thousand charms.

Westward through the land he jour­
neyed—

Summer smiled from, vale and 
height—

While his heart awoke to gladness» 
And an ever new delight;

Sailed her sunny inland waters. 
Learned the music of her streams, 

saw her—mighty cataracts plunging 
^JMId perpetual rainbow gleams;

Steeped his being in her sunshine, 
Breathed her ozone-freighted aitf 

Ip her vast, dim forest temples 
Lifted up his soul in prayer.

Passing from the sweet communion 
Of that secret, solemn hour,

In the world of men he labored. 
Spent his store of love and power.

He, a man of. noble pre 
Cultured heart an 

brain,
Spent himself enriching others, " 

Asking naught but love for gain;
Never task too mean and lowly 

« a brother it might blew.
It was Joy to bear the burden 

Of a sister.in distress.
Many a time he fed the huflgry. 

Clothed the flaked, cheered the

Sympathized in all _|heir sorrows,
And rejoiced when they were glad

For the little ones' he labored,
Called them to bis cottage school ; 

Taught them , reading, writing, tig-

c?*1**> PoW” B“‘'
Frs,r«5Mare,Er-
Simple Iineb for little voices,

Ringing like a fairy chime. .*•

wasWe present to Sa poem
written especially Jbr The Ontario by 
Miss Lilian Levering#, Toronto.

As the author of “Over the Hitts of 
Home” and many other poems of 
rare beauty.. Miss Leverldge is al­
ready well known to our patrons.

In “The Singer . and the Song” 
Mias Leverldge has made a successful 
venture into the field of narrative 
verse.

•In this poem she tells the life-story 
of Joseph Scriven, author of that 
tenderest and most expressive of 
hymns, "What a Friend We Have in
t----- .. — echo indeed of a tragedy

t a\philosophy of triumph

Work of Gradi 
the Spring- 
Denyes, M. I

,

“I. the .Wind, learn many secrets 
. As I circle round the earth;
Know the deep, dark wells of sorrow, 

And v the bubbling springs of 
mirth.”

Joseph listened til; pis spirit 
Heard the footsteps of the grass, 

Heard the love-sighs of the flowers. 
' Heard the shadows come and pass.

Hush! Across the brooding silence, 
WhUe the sunset lights grew pale, 

One clear strata of thrilling cadence 
Filled with melody the vale.

’Twas the love-song of the wood 
thrush,

Shy, wild, twilight-haunting bird. 
Soft his tittle mate made answer— 

Sweeter note was never heard.
In the listener’s heart there kindled 

Sudden longings, strange and wild, 
For a true love warm and tender, ’ 

For the laughter of a child.
Here, in this fair haven sheltered, 

Leaning lightly on his breast, 
Sharing all his dreams and visions,

O tor one fair face to rest!
He had seen her. in the valley.

Where caressing winds blew sweet 
Seen her soft eyes glow with glad­

ness
'When they chanced his 

méet.

120

But the mourners in the valley- 
Who had loved her well and long, 

Could not see the dawning glory, 
Could not hear the angel gong;

And the world seemed lone and 
empty

E car The Department of Pub] 
of Ontario, through its mini 
F- C. Biggs,

Abe Madoc Road, leading frJ 
ville to Foxboro as a full B

^highway-
■ The work of grading vi 

menee early next spring. 1 
way will be made the same 
the road along the front of 
ty . and the same high sta 
construction will be observe 

This decision, was arrive» 
night atteF a prolonged J 
carried on by Mr. H. K. De 
P.P., representative for Be 
tags. Mr. Denyes induced ti 

"ter to come to Belleville a fj

ed;
has decided toFrom the West, where' first its music 

Sounded like- an angel’s psalm, / 
To the far-off, teaming Orient, 

Floats that song of hflavenly calm
In the stately church Or chapel;

In the camp, the AeM, the street; 
In the cottage or the mansion.

You may hear its cadence .fweet.

1 The injured /man was tak­
en on' the train to the hospital.

The regular crossing whistle was
sounded.

Jesus,” an 
as well as of 
by faith.

Of this evangel, scholar, humani- 
, tartan and poet-dreamer, the public 

has he&iyi much the past year or two 
because of the appeal to have a suit­
able monument placed over his neg- 

■r lected grave near Bewdley, at the 
western extremity of Rice Lake.

’ ,. The infinite pathos of his bereave­
ment because of the untimely death 
of the beautiful niece of Col. Pengel- 
ly, is brought out by Miss Leverldge 
in lines that are powerful because of 
their simplicity and their compelling 
appeal to t>e heart. The same ex­
quisite craftsmanship and 
imagination, as have made Miss 
Leveridge’s previous work notable, 
are here seen in full fruition.

“The Singer and the____
propriately written in the 
metre as Scriven’s immortal hymn.

When her,lifeless form they laid» 
By the b.lyfi lake’s murmuring wat- The bell was ringing at

the time of the accident. I 
Fireman Welsh.

Percy Welsh, fireman, 
that Engineer Barlow always blew 

Everett Smith, driver of a Pack- the whistle distinctly. He substan 
ard truck for Mr. C- C. Walker, ea- Bated the statement of Mr, Barlow 
gaged In hauling crushed rock from The engine was iln good working 0r- 
Point Apne to Belleville, saw the «en 
train approaching and waited, 
saw the approaching car coming
«T T T<$nr hjt teStl* R- W. Tonnent
fled. Smith expected the auto to Moore had ^ at hle offi
stop and as it did not, he put hi. tays before the accident waiting Z 
hand out to try and- warn the driver repalrs on his car at a garage He

the m0t<,r' J11® came on t0 was called to the hospital on Nor. 
the crosringand wasabout halt .way 12th to see Dr. Moore, who died in
rtr^ °-nJ^rlT-tTt '.T*, t?i>° 86Veral mlnutes‘ H,fl arm and

lt_1^ ‘OMNlefl It up to the Skull had been fractured. Dr
*Wl^ Mo”®e body was tound Mowre waa sober and temperate and 

Came a little-Jband of pilgrims east ^OT.the wrecked car in the ditch- always took good cate of himself
To that lowly unmarked shrine, Smith heard the whittle of the Dn TMtaent thought tt a bad orod,

,h* I Oc ti, .ma, 11,, h„„ «,„» rc. mto »,d 00mlB,
Lisping low a tender song; the top °P aad the curtains down. Conductor Thon Farrell testified

WhUedthe lietening ftr treee whisper- And thw strewed with sweetest bios- “Hpw do you term that crossing?” that tritin No. 29 was a O.T.R. train
“Where does Sweetheart wait so „ Joseph’s grave so low and lone, **^lt «„ S*,an b*twe®n N»Panee and Col-

long?” Softly telling one another •' “ “ rat°er «“«mous, going in- bright over the C. N- R. line. He aew
n„, v . . . ' . , — All the good that he had done; - Po,nt ^nne- on nceount of the æ removal of Dr. Moore to the hos-

BrestaekheTnamf Tperfnmes Télltag how his memory lingered “S’ tral"mett’ Witne„
rare, P , All about the paths he knew, 8 Lm w J?! ** the injured man made

And with tears upon their faces Llke the fragrantt.breath of flowers 18 <rom the eaat- hut not tram the no statement.
Offered up their vesper prayer.. , Washed in morning’s early dew. west, ta which direction there is no Frank Bateman, brakeman; John

All the woodland ways seemed lone- Tll«n- hands elapsed in lovjng token, ?l,etnlctlon Anderson, Canadian Express Meaaea

'SîJàîaîÜ&S SlSSy*1 oc .uie Wladc don*. , . Sf'tf' **#*•• f *' ■ V’JM» ■» Vn«III MW am

23Ê* U*htl tfl!!?:^ to C^hright <yyer the C, N. R.. held in the highest repotartti »r-
Looked beyond the realms of Buds are -bursting, perfumes breath- teBt,f|ed that the train was on, time, oner then reviewed the evidence The 

night; k’. to«. ^ ' , - - |ÿ , There was a flag stop at tflyiow

r&tsu^snsrsr*'All forgotten ta the gladness • What is this to-day, we find?— less than a mile, a speed of 36
Of the everlasting .day. Me°a°d ,nthouaand< tniies per hour having been attadn-

We.Hr n,t ans h», , „ MU?1C pulsing on the Wind. ed by the time the craeetag was

%s* ™-H'SSSri»-
All his load he cast on Jesus, A”d ble88 the 10,6 that W<*8om- ringing -after the accident

In His arms a solace found. In that sweet and simple song “On account of the slight -curve.
Nor alone o’er grief he triumphed : once again they tell his storv 1 ***** *h>p Juet; before 1

Many a heart opprewmd,-and sad, Onc^agata tiethymn tw’ sing *ot “ the-wbiatling board.” There
Learned through Joseph’s loving While the HstenlnghHls and valleys “ » cut there, and -on the bank is a

To loolTuT and to he elad WUh the ^hrant echoes ring. clump of cedars. This, obscured the might be expected that he would ei-
• x Forest choirs take no the chornk T^w to the north, but a little further Wise caution,

InH^®Jithe«h^«?T Su“dr8 ’ WUle the leader of tto land ’ ob the view is clear tor ttiree-quar- /f -~3.' ----
Torn *“d.*rave ’Neath the *aving elm tree’s shadow tors of a mile," ss«n SS2®St5rSk ” ““ *W, W -k" -- V-.
“ssiffaKWT-"Wealth 1lhere whd^ will May read engraven

What he hfd he 4vehway°T Th°ae f°rd8 d,v,nely bleet:
Was there child that faced the tern- ‘‘^Vur^Ldgrtoto to

. ^tousuhoes and thinly clad, ^ENerytbing tef God'^tZprayer!
Joseph s own scant store provided ;

Warmth and comfort for the lad. “O what peace we- often forfeit.
Dtdhe Bn, coda end lonely. / AU° flo îot* elrry^’’ r

«SrSKSSSNSHtSB
den, - v, “Have we trials and temptations?

Glad a brother’s load to share. Ip there troll ble anywhere? " '
, . . , . , We should never be discouraged.Tb?»^ka t8> °f ,0wly /service - Take It to the Lord in prayer.

Joseph’s long, lone years were
passed, , - „ ; : "Can we find a friend so faithful

Till beside Love’s janlet waters Who will all our sorrows share?
Peace and Joy -he found at last. Jesus knows our every weakness.

Restless, parched with burning fever, Take * >° tbe * ™*T 
Be had thought hia thirst to slake, “Are we weak and heavy-laden.

Add refresh his weary spirit. Cumbered with a load of care?
At the eeol and Hmpid lake. Precious Saviour, still our refuge,

,, » Take It to the' Lord in prayer.Alt the summer land lay dreaming „ , " "v
In the calm anA quiet night,

And the harvest moon was flooding 
The blue lake wftEdtlvery light.

Where the lovers oft had strayed.
Now In Joseph’s memory floated 

Those sweet words which he had 
penned.

Words of simple beauty, breathing 
Love of Jesus Christ, thd Friend.

Written for his own dear mother 
In a dark and clouded hour,

Little dreamed the humble poet .
Of his song’s far-reaching power.

Like a breath of heavenly blossoms, 
Far tt floated on thé' wind, 

Bringing rest to spirits weary,
Base to anguished heart-end mind.

“What a Friend we have in Jesus, 
All our sins and griefs to bear! 

own to What a privilege to carry
. Everything to God in prayer!”
Joseph’s heart his treasure followed;

All his thoughts/were fixed above. 
Yet the winds of earth seemed ever 

Sighing, seeking his lost love.

Children sing, its simple music;
Youth and maid take up1 the] 

strain;
Aged tips and quavering voices 

Linger on its loved refrain.
What a Friend we have in Jesus!”— 
How this • sad world needs 

Friend!
One Who never «hides 

But is faithful to the

testified

“I Repairs on Car.
ioA changes,

“Hymn fef hate” were never hârbored 
In the heart tlyti knew His love; 

Peace above the lands that own Him 
Hovers like â brooding dove.

delicate

Buried With 
Masonic Hi

iition.
Song" is ap- 

same
In the “Year of Peace” that followed 

Those long years of fearful strife, 
When the hearts Of suffering millions 

Yearned tor rest ated love and life,

.
In the purple vault of heaven,

Just above the harbor bar, ,
Touching irised waves to silver, 

Softly shone one limpid star.
Joseph Scriven gazed upon it— 

Young and ardent-eouled. was he 
Gazed with gladness for its shining, 
'• As the ship put out to sea.

\ -. ' ..i
Tender as a star of twilight,

Lovely as a woodland flower-*
O to See her beauty blooming, 

Planted in his lowly bower!
Day'had furled Ms crimson banners;

Velvet curtains of the night 
Folded fast the raptured poet—

All his dreams were rosy-bright.
Hqrk! A shrill sound pierced the 

stillness; '
And-the dreamer, with a shock; 

Woke !to: keen self-condemnation 
At t*e crowing of the cock.

“What is this? Shall I, like Peter, 
Be a traitor to my Friènd?

Pine for human loves and pleasures. 
Fleeting Joys that soon matt end?

“He, an exile from His homeland,
_ Had .no where to lay Hi* head 
Shall I fall to share His sorrows, 

Seeking, thus a bride to wed?
‘JNay! J$ls. grace t»*U-Sufftcient 

For my inmost, utmost need. 
Sheltered in His arms At mercy,

My lone soul is blest indeed.”
But that love, so pure and precious, 

Stern resolve could not displace, 
And his dreams were ever rosy 

With the sunshine of her face

Lest Tribute Paid to the
ward M. Fisk... ■» ' -- *-■ ^

All 1 
ward

hand apd

• Belleville forthe past fwt 
was laid tO^lst on Wednest

>
V Dim and dimmer, grew the outline 

Of the old familiar shore.
Ireland, beloved homeland.

Would he see it ever more?
noon, in the fimily plot in 1 
cem&erf. Despite outward | 
cotraftiSne, the' funeral was 
atteâaed and was under the 
of the Masonic order. At thi 
residence, 67 Dundas street J 
Rev. Dr. Cleaver, pastor oj 
St. Methodist church, condjd 
impressive service, assisted

O. Herity of ëtireka Lodge, 1 
A. F: and Arr M., officiated 
llflsonte service at the honM 

bfffiBeo. -HieVf^Tlr. Hek 
brethren, all of thw C.N.R; 
arid CP.R. Services acted 
bearers. Wor. Bro. Jesse Bar 

Claude Wallace, A. : 
Walter Bores, R. D. Ada! 
Joseph Waddell- Numerous 
tributes bore testimony w 
teem In which the deceas 

the grave the c« 
ebnàutteù 'uftl 

George Brown and the . 
burial -service was taken 1 
Wor. Bro. J. O. Herity, aaq 
R. W. Bro. F. D. Diamond 
Bro. Dr. M. A. Day,

COL. O’FLYNN

Dear its blossoming fields and forests, 
Dear its skies, serene and dear;

\ Dear its highways and its hamlets,
\ And its homes surpassing dear.

Home and mother—words of beauty, 
«acred words, divinely isweet!

How the wandering winds of even 
Loved their music to repeat!

Mother—would she miss Sim, need

In the days that were towfce, 
Longing in the lonely dawntags 

For her boy aerpss, the flea?
“Mother understands,” he mufmur- coroner said that there might be 

eome connection between the fact of 
the car having been in a garage for 
repairs and the accident

Crown Attorney Carnew explained 
the laws as to transportation and the 
movement of trains. Whistling to 
required. _ A man on the highway 16 
supposed to exercise precaution in 
approaching crossings.

The coroner said Dr. Moore was 
a coroner and had conducted such 
investigations as this. Hence it

ir h ed,
“How I love hqr, how. I grieve 

Her dear face and gentle, presence 
Countless leagues behind to leave.

I know the blessed angels 
Will keep watch by day and flight. 

Spread their sheltering wings above 
her, 1

Gild earth glooms with heavenly 
light.

Joseph was a patient teacher.
Wildest mood he could beguile 

H^Ith the kindness of hie counsel 
And tbe sweetness of his smile.

Little feet ran forth to meet him, 
Little hands stole into his; 

Trusting eyes to his uplifted
In their calm, bluer depths found 

bliss. ,

“Yet Still his work was not diminished.
Rather did he labor more.

And with firmer faith and courage. 
Than he ever had before. - «taS.

Ere the summer roses faded

To a happier home above. Never love was purer, sweeter.
Where ^by chance a crowd assembl- JosLh^tound Uf^fuîiwt meaning,

Street or market, camp or fair- W & ***■80 ‘9n8 den,ed' 
There he told the Old Old Story, From his lips—the poet-lover— 

There he voiced his ardent prayer. Many a fond endearment fell.
Some there- were, perchance, who He pa“A a. “Sweet-

At’Ktatllne.s and grace. ! ** the wild ™ ««ved it well.
Knowing he had been with Jeans Like a blossom .of the bower 

By thé light upon his face. * Opening in a dawn of May,
"“v1”’” “»♦ »'->» o,

ni fea 0f dream: Few there were who understood BT the lake at eve they wandered,Stîetî Wsr,a,the VaTeletS ^ the

"N&I SîgSSi SI?» M<Jostt>h Solitary S °'
‘“SMiLtÿlg JOU^neayrtttlZ “Tlrfy-earr' he Wh,8Pered' SOft-

‘‘TI*^'ktaehanCe' are 1081 °neS T“Lat Ia8t’ ln a wide valley a^ttttaTshe^m^to'^swe^11'
ChXrfhe Lite, tie Truth, the WhZIhH]^ by" 

way; time In his arms he held her closer
There are little-laughing children Seemed to nod and smile at him; Kissed her blooming lips a^in, 

Who have never learned to pray. t While his eyes grew dim with yearn-
_ , Where the- welcoming winds blew ing.
Souls that choose life s blossoming softly. Love was fraught with
„ oyyay*' Redolent of fofest balm, pate;
Heedless of their downward trend;. There he found a home, a refuge.

Lonely, sorrowing hearts by thou- a perpétuai port of calm. For -her. beauty was so fragile,
sands . ..” Pure her thoughts as crystal

Who have never found'my Friend. When that lovely road, he travelled, springs.
Winding up among the hills. Did the envious angels want her?

Where the songs of birds were ming* • Would they some day lend her 
led wings?

With the rippling Of the rills.
Where a quiet lake lay dreaming.

Blue as sacred Galilee,
"This," he thought wtth silent glad-

-Æ'..

"Closer, tenderer than a brother, 
There’s a Friend, her Friend and 

urine. x
Shall I not with faith unfailing 

Leflve her' to.His'care divine?
.... .. . ; •<=. -• 

“Forward! forward be my watch­
word,

Forward to the lands afar!
Loi there bdekons Mke a beacon 

. ' Yonder/ -glory-beaming star.. 5 .
“Ô that; tend beyond the sunset,

How its myriad voicës canf 
’Come’ ffl golden dawns they whisper 

•Come!’ they plead at evenfall.

AT BO
ri NIJ.ES CORNERS 

The cold, frosty yeather of the 
last weelf makes us look around for 

The engineer then looked to the our fur coats and high collars.
Mr. and Mrs. Alex. Watt and two 

sons motored through here on 
Thursday and called on relatives.

Mr. and Mrs. Benj. Ellis and Mr. 
and Mrs- Isaac Ellis were over­
night guests of Mr. and Mrs. Ross 
Crukkshanks at Melville on Tuesday 
Bight

Mrs. Morden of Rose Hall, visite! 
Mr end Mrs. Ryan on Sunday.

^Jedding Bells will ring on the 
Lake Shore and at Rose Hall before 
this goes to press- “s-

Col. O'Flynn, Provincial 
dent of the G.W.V.A., wasCav Brakes Not Working.
the speakers at the G.W.'
qnet held at Bowman ville ial 
Thé Statesman refers to the 
of Cel. O’Flynn as follows,-^ 

Lt.-Coi. E. D. O’Flynn, Bj 
hr former O. C. of the 2nd b| 
paid tribute to the splendid 

, Bowman ville boys in his I 
but there was a sadness owil

north and saw the car approaching at 
the rate of about 20 miles per hour. 
As he caught eight of the auto he 
saw the car slowing up. The en­
gineer naturally thought the driver 
was going to «top. When about 
thirty yards from the croselng, the 
car was slowed down to about 10 
miles per hour. Mr. Barlow then, 
looked to the switch on* the west side 
of the crossing to see if tt were all 
right and then looked to the car. It 
Was about 10 or 1,2 feet from

'

== WS9'

'W.■ :
sudden

-
“Do thy friends despise, ., forsake 

thee? . -
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

In His arms HOT! take and shield
• thftO, - <- •/.*- ■ -> x ■ . > * ‘
Thou wilt find a solace there."

RetogMiig to the

-

“His the hand that points and beck-
All the shadowy woods were silent." 

A fltltt* 6hlmmerlng - fields were
ons

To that bourne across the deep;
His the still, small voice that whis­

pers;
If thou .lov’st Me, feed My sheep.

“Who am I that I should waver?
Wheresoe’er one lost Iamb Meed»,

Be the pathway smooth or thorny,
Let me follow where .He leads.

“Lord, Thou knowest that I love w<

Led Ms thoughts to happier visions 
Of tbe long and fruitful yearfl,

When they two should toil together 
Love’s sweet mission to fulfil. ' 

Till, grown old and grey and weary. 
They might rest by “waters stith”m...............................................

Nertarous balms end odors floated 
Up the vale and o’er' the Mil.

"K’Æss.r.
WhHe the mellow moonlight bal 

Saintly face-and sliver hair. - -,-------
'dreamed ion*, silent ^dTt^ ^^«ing

Both^™ «o„tb e h , “I am weary. Lord,” he whispered, trom New York on December 9th
soothed and satisfied. a lonely ,for my love. and on arriving In Barbados he will

But the summer glory faded, whe° Tht>Q wl,t- 0 come- Lord open a business of his own. He was
In “the Tak^tee to Thy home above”’ Jolned here » f®w days ago by his

By taf*Mue take’s m^ rmurlna _ - ‘ father. who Is accompanying Mm toN?-j1“

enterprise.

•N ’ ■m
last, is home for-me.”

rag folded
L*« 1loed :

■yi
k

His
t,rT6tTU8tUng thr°URh the

“Hushr they whtopered. “Hitt!

.

» I’d go.”

IKupon the ^
v). C. BALLANT

The Minister of Mari 
oato, addressed the offici 

in the King Bdi

showB from left to right 
Oampaign Committee; H
eo? *md Mr. D. B. Hanni
«Wlways.

Till aid ed
To a dim «md------ -,--------

•“Sp&SGtSls.w, ' .

"i|
foam;

Then at last, the voyage ended,

mm :

i „ ___________ FORGE’S VISIT
Mr. Lloyd George being presented wtth a Bound Address inside the 

Town Hall, Carnarvon, on opening his campaign in Britain.
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