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A FOOWER IN 'HE CELI

She did not sew any more that day,
and, strange to say the officers
took no heed of he idleness. There
was a change in her of
unrest, of strangeness, of timidity.
When the
flower, her
heart, its
flood. swept
away all her barriers, had swamped
her repression, had driven out the
hopeless and defiant second self, and
had carried into her cell the wronged,
unhappy, but human and loving
heart of the true Alice Walmsley.
She was herself. She feared
think it,—but knew it must
g0. When the warder spoke to
now, shrank the tone.
Yesterday, it would have passed her
like the harsh wind, unheeded.
That night all the
of her imprisonment, ghe did not lie
down and lights
were extinguishe d. little
flower in her hand her
low bedsidé the darkness
feeling through all nature the
returning of her young life's
gympathy with the world
“The touch of the rose bud
hand thrilled he with
She made no attempt
the crowding
flooded her heart,
them in as a parched 1
drenching rain
midnight the
silver-white in a black
had

looked

face, a look
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Toward moon rose
above thecity,
hued sky, lovelier than ever she
seen it, Alice thought, as she
through the of window.
She stood upon her low bed, opened
the window, and looked up. At that
moment her heart was touched with
a loving thought of her
Her arms rested on the
ledge, and her hands were raised
before her, holding between them
the little as she might have
held a peace offering to a king.

Softly as the manna falls upon the
desert, or the dew upon the wild
flower, descended the afflicted
heart the grace of God’s love and
mercy. The Eye that looked from
above on that white face upturned
amid the gloom of the prison, beheld
the eyes brimmed with tears, the lips
quivering with profound emotion,
and the whole face radiant with faith
and sorrow and prayer.

“0, thank God'!
her weeping eyes resting on the
beautiful deep sky ; “thank God for
this little flower! O, mother, hear
me in heaven, and pray for me, that
God may forgive me for doubting

and denying His love!’

With streaming eyes she sank upon
her knees by the bedside, and poured
her full heart in passionate prayer.
And, as she prayed, kneeling on the
stones of her cell, with bowed head,
the beautiful moon had risen high in
the vault of night, and its radiance
flooded the cell, as if God's blessing
were made manifest 1n the lovely
light, that was only broken by the
.dark reflection of the window bars,
falling upon the mournerin the form
of a cross. It was long past mid-
night when she lay down to rest.

But next day Alice began her
monotonous toil as on all previous
days. She was restless, unhappy ;
her face was stained with weeping in
the long vigil of the night. But her
heart had changed with the brief
rest she had taken. She began her
day without prayer. Her mind had
moved too long in one deep grove to
allow direction to be changed
without laborious effort.

The little flower that had touched
her heart so deeply the day before
lav on the low shelf of her cell.
Alice took it up with a movement ol
the lips that would have been a sad
smile but for the of her
poor heart. “It grew in its garden,
and loved its sweet life,
thought ; “and when the sun
brightest, the selfish hand approached
and tore it from its stem, to throw 1t
next day into the street, pe rhaps.

Then flashed, for the first
into her mind the question
had placed the in her

Had she been unjust—and h
hand that pulled this tlowel
moved by kindness, and kindness
her ?

The thought troubled her, a
timid and impressionable
again. Who had her this
flower ? Whoever had done so was a
friend, and pitied her. Else why
but perhaps every prisoner in the
ward had received a flower.
Her heart closed, and het lips became
firm at the thought.

A few moments later, she pulled
the signal wire of her cell, which
moved a red board outside the door,
go that it stood at right angles from
the wall. This brought the warder,
to know what was wanted. The
door was opened, and the warder, a
woman with a severe face but a kind
eye, stood in the entrance. Alice
had the flower in her hand.

“Have all the prisoners
flowers like this ?"” she
with a steady voice.

“No."” said the warder.

In five years, this was the first
question Number Four had ever
asked.

“Why was this given to me 2" she
asked, her voice losing its firmness,
and her eyes filling with tears.

“I don't know,” said the warder.

. This was true : the hand that had
dropped the flower into the watch

grate had done unseen. The |
warder only knew that orders had |
been received from the governor that
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Number Four was not to be disturbed
nor the flower taken away

The door closed again, and Alice
raised the flower to her lips and
kissed it. Some one had pitied her
had thought of her. was not
alone in the world, This reflection
she could not drive away. She sat
down to her work ; but ghe could not
gee the cloth—her eyes were blurred
with tears, her hands trembled. At
last she rose, and pressed her open
hands to her eyes, and
then sank on knees beside her
bed, and sobbed convulsively

She

streaming
her

How long she remained so gshe did
not know, but felt o hand laid
softly on her head, and heard he:

she

name called in a low voice

“Alice !

A woman had entered the cell, and
was kneelipg beside her.

Alice raised her head, and let her
eyes rest on a face as beautiful as an
angel's, a face as white as if it were
a prisoner’s,
.~)||||Hll]|n'(l(' in every fleature
round the lovely Alice
strange, white band, that made it look
like a face in a picture.

Sister of Mercy she had

she

but calm and sweet and
and

face saw a

It was a
seen before when worked in the
hospital ;

seen her once

she remembered she had
it up all night bathing
the brow of a sick girl dying of fevel
This thought « to her
mind as she looked at Sister Cec ilia

the

ame clearly

face, and saw unselfishn
devotion

and

life in her pure

look
" Alice id Sister Cecilia, " why

do vou grieve go deeply ? tell

you are s0 unhapp) tell me, deax

and I will try to make you happier ol
I will grieve
Alice felt

deserting

with you

self command
wt melting
at the kindness of the voice and the

her whole

her, and her he
words.

“urn to me, and trust me, dear,
said Sister Cecilia; "tell me why you
weep so Dbitterly I know you are
innocent crime, Alice; 1 never
believed you guilty And now, 1 have
come to bring you comiort. g

Sister Cecilia had put arm
Alice, and, she spoke,
with the other hand she raised the
tearful face and kissed it. Then the
flood-gates of Alice’s affliction burst,
and she wept as if her heart were
breaking.

Sister Cecilia waited till the
of sorrow had exhausted itself, only
murmuring little soothing words all
the time, and patting the
hand and cheek softly.

‘Now, dear,” she said at l¢ ngth,
‘as we are kneeling, let us pray for
a little strength and grace, and then
you shall tell me why you grieve.”

Sister Cecilia, taking Alice’s hands
between her own, raised them a
little. and then she raised her eyes,
with a sweet smile on her face, as if
she were carrying a lost goul to the
angels, and in a voice as simple as a
child’s, and as trustful, said the Lord’s
Prayer, Alice repeating the words
after her.

Never before had the meaning of
the wonderful prayer of prayers
entered Alice's soul. Everysentence
vas full of warmth and comfort and
strength. The that sank
deepest were these, she rep sd
them afterwards with the same
mysterious effect,— Thy u ill be done
m
did not know why these words were
the best, but they were.

“ Now, Alice,” said Sister Cec ilia,
rising cheerfully, when the prayer
was done, ~we are going to bathe
our faces, and go on with our sewing,
and have a long talk.”
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storm
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on earth, as 1t heaven., She

Alice obeyed, or rather she followed
the example. Sister Cecilia’'s un-
affected manner had won her so
completely that she felt a return of
her girlish companionship.  All
other teachers of religion whom
Alice had seen in the prison had
come to her with unsympathetic
formality and professional
ganctity which repelled her.

fHalf an hour later, Alice was
quietly sewing, while Sister Cecilia
on the pallet and talked,

Alice into a chat. She made
no reference to the grief ol the
morning. The cases in the hospital,
the penitence of
the

atitude and the

airs of

sat and

drew

poor sick prisoners
of others, the
g selfishness and the
many other phases of character that
daily observation
topics of the little

impenitence

came under her
t1 the
Sister's conver
Why, I mig
she said, smiling, and making
gmile; " 1 have in the
years. |1 there
You see,

1658 were
ation.

sht as well be a prisoner
too,
Alice
hospital

been
seven was
{

two vears before you came.

I am as white as a prisoner.
" Yes,

her ;

said Alice, looking sadly
“it is not right.
not grieve as they do?”

“ Why?" answered Cecilia
gayly, * because I am not a criminal
perhaps. I am like you Alice; I
have less reason to grieve than the
other poor things.”

Alice had never seen it in this
light before, and she could not help
smiling at the philosophy of the little
Sister. But she was affected by it
very deeply.

“If you had remained in the
hospital, Alice,”’ said the nun, " you
wou'd have been as much a Sister of
Mercy as I Do you know, I was
very SOrry you left the
pital.”

at
Why do you

Sister

am.

when hos-

Every word she said, somehow,
touched Alice in a tender
Was the wise little nun choosing her
words ? Al any rate it was w ell_and
kindly done.

When she kissed Alice, and pulled
the signal-wire to go out, her sgmile
filled the cell and Alice's heart with
brightness. She promised to come
and see her every day till the ship
gailed; and then they would be
together all the day.

place. |

“Are you going to Australia?’
Alice, in amazement,

“ Certainly,” said Sister Cecilia,
with a smile of mock surprise.
“Why, those poor children couldn’t
get along without me—fifty of them,
Now, I'm very glad | shall have you
to help me, Alice. We'll have plenty
to do, never fear

She was leaving the cell the
warder had opened the door-——when
Alice timidly touched her dress, and
drew her aside, out of the

asked

warder's
sight,

‘1 am not a Catholic,”
in a tremulous whisper.

“ No matter, child,” said the little
nun, taking her face between her
hands and kissing eyes ; you
are a Good-by till to
morrow : and say your prayers, like
my own good girl.”

Alice stood gazing at the spot where
she had stood, long after the doorhad
closed. Then she turned and looked
through the window at the bright sky
with her hands clasped at full length
before her

said Alice

her
woman,

As she looked, asparrow
perched on her window gill, and she
smiled, almost laughed at the little
cautious fellow. took some
crumbs from her shelf and threw
them him ;: and as she did so she
thought that she might have done 1t

She
to

every day for five years had she been
as happy as she was then
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with a
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his black arra-jil

LLondon on
I'he
to feet mantle
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cloth, though the summer
He
ly into a corner ol the
ringe, watching

and

bland and warm silent

his master
keen
Wyville the
| to observe the richly culti
vated fields and picturesque
through which the mail train flew
without pausing :8but in truth he
neither saw nor thought of outward
things.

constant look.

gitting beside
seemede

village

There is a power in some minds of
utterly shutting out of
withdrawing the common functions
from the organs of to
the concentration of the introverted
mind. At such a time, the open eye
is blind, it has become a lens
reflecting but not perceiving ; the
tympanum of the ear vibrates to the
outward wave, but ceased to
translate its message to the brain.
The within has separated
itself from the moving world, and
has retired to cell like an
anchorite, taking with it some high
gsubject for contemplation, or
profound problem for solution.

From this of the soul
emerge the lightning thoughts that
startle, elevate, and deify mankind,
sweeping away old systems like an
overflow of the ocean. Within this
cell the Christ-mind reflected for
thirty-three years, before the Word
was uttered. Within this cell the
soul of Dante penetrated the horres
cent gloom of the infernal spheres
and beheld the radiant form of
Beatrice. Within this cell the spirit
that was Shakespeare bisected the
human heart, and read every
impulse of its mysterious network.
Here, the blind Milton forgot the
earth, and lived an awful mxon
beyond the worlds, amid the warring
thoughts of God.

Great and sombre was the Thought
which lay within the cell of this
traveller’'s soul, to be investigated
and solved, Villages, and fields, and
streams passed the outward eye, that
was, for the time, the window
closed and darkened room.

As the pale corpse lies upon the
dissecting table, before the solitary
midnight student upon the
table within this man's soul, a living
body for dissection the hideous
body of Crime. For years it had
lain there, and the brooding soul had
often withdrawn from the outer
world to contemplate its repulsive
aspect. The knife
the student, but
not where to begin the
incision. The hideous thing to be
examined was inorganic as i whole,
and yet every atom of 1ts
ture was a perfect org

To his unceaslr

externals

sense assist

mere

has
soul
18
gsome

closet

of a

s0 lay

and mysterious
was in the hand of

he knew

intertex
an.
the
ated form became luminous and
and he that,
throughout its entire being, | t one
maleficent pulsation yrdant
the rhythm of some unseen
intermittent sea. He that the
narts and the whole were one, yet
that every had within
iteelf the seminal part and the latent
pulse of the ocean of Sin
For years he had looked upon this
fearful wonderful, observant,
speculative. For when the
contemplation had ceased, he had
knelt the evil thing and
prayed for light and knowledge.

vision, mis
cre
transparent ; SQW
with
and

ace
saw

many atom
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years,

beside

Day and night were as an
ward breath to the soul of
thinker. The light faded and
darkness fell, but he knew it
His whole being was turned within,
and he would have groaned

oub

| for an adamantine faith in God, love,

and justice, that bridged the gulf of |

doubt with a splendid arch.

It was midnight when the train
arrived in Liverpool. The black
man, Ngarra-jil, who had watched so
long and tirelessly the marvellous
face of his master, from his
corner, purposely arousing Mr.
Wyville's attention. e smiled
kindly at Ngarra-jil, and spoke to

rose

foi h e [
him in his own language, continuing
to do so as they were driven through

the streets to a hotel.
Something of unusual importance
| had brought Mr. Wyyville from

the |
the |
not. |

with |

‘hi y 8AW rere i | 13 s
gorrow at what he saw, were it not | little room, and each had his “glass

London. That night,
fatigue of the journey

overpowered

though the
would have
an ordinary man, he
did not retire to rest till early morn
ing, and then he slept gscarcely three
hours. In the forenoon of that day,
leaving Ngarra.jil at the hotel, he
took a further journey, to the little
village of Walton-le-Dale, the
native village of Alice Walmsley.
Wyville
on

It was clear that Mr.
to Lancashire
pose connected with this unhappy
girl, for his first visil, having
inquired at the inn, was to the quiet
gtreet where stood her old home
He walked up the weed-grown path
way to the deserted house, and find
ing the outer door the porch
unlocked, as it had left five
years before, he entered, and sat
there on the decaying bench for a
gshort time. Then he retraced his
steps, and inquired his way to the
police station.

had

come pur

some

of
been

The solitary policeman of Walton
de-Dale was just at that time
occupied in painting a water barrel
which stood its donkey-cart 1n
the street.

on

one well of sweet
water in Walton, the village lying on
very land

week a

was only
low and the villagers paid
halfpenny family to
their policeman, in return for whic h

each
he left in their houses every day two
large pails of water.

Oflicer
and tl

led 1
modest
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Lod they ¢ 1m

he was &
fellow

point of being deat 10 1

pre

ougl and

unassuming made a
ar
request

title.

that
He 1o
but

indignant gl

not ed by

ented even

Lodge : he was excited
at the
familiarity of plain "Lodge
He mall old
gentle and feminine disposition ; but
he had his time man
of war, and had been pensioned for
some active gservice 1n certain vague
Chinese bombardments. It
queerly inconsistent to hear the old
fellow
with a
maiden
As Mr. Wy

wmee

was a

man, ol a

gserved on a

was
relate wild stories of carnage

woman's voice and a timid
air.

ville approached Oflicer
Lodge, that guardian of the peace
laboriously trying to turn the
the barrel in its bed so that he might
paint the The
was too great for the old man and
puzzled He looking
at the ponderous cask with a divided

mind.

was

underside. weight

he was stood

Raise it on its end said Mr.
Wyville had reached the spot
unseen by the aquarian policeman.

Officer Lodge looked at him in dis
trust. fearing sarcasm in the remark;

who

but he met the grave impressive look
and was the
advice struck him as being practical
Without a word he easily heaved the
cask into an upright position, and
found that he could paint its whole
circumference [his put him’ in
good humor

“If that were my barrel, I should
paint the hoops red instead of green,
said Mr. Wyville

“Why asked Oflicer Lodge,
dipping his brush in the green paint.
red lead preserves iron,
verdigris to color

mollified. Besides,

Because
while the used
green paint corrodes it.

Officer Lodge wiped his brush on
the rim of the paint-pot, and looked
at Mr. Wyville timidly, but pleasant
ly.

“You

said.

know
‘But
red paint ?

“I should paint the whole barrel
white—white lead
and then give the hoops a smart
of black. That would
handsome barrel

‘I should think so! By jewkins
wouldn't it so ?”' said Oflicer Lodge.

Mr., Wyville stood on the road
talking with the old man, until that
personage had quite decided to paint

he

no

do,
hadn't

things,
suppose

vou

you

preserves iron

coat make a

the barrel white.

“Now, my friend,” said Mr. W yville,
“could you direct me to the oftice of
the police inspector of this village

Ofticer Lodge taken
He in shirt-sleeves,
common laborer, and here
gentleman, evidently a foreigner,
search the
was gratified at
He took art,
slipped it truding its
buttons on the stranger

“There ain't exac’l
in Walton,” he said, with
careless pomp ; "“but I'm the
at ul

“I am very
gravely ; |
inquiries about a ca
irred this
ago. Can you assist me ?

‘There only one such a
id Officex kindli
ness of his feminine heart speaking
in his saddened tone; "I know all
about it. It was me as arrested her;
and it was unwilling work on my
gide. But a hoflicer his
duty, sir.

“Can we not sit down somewhere,
and talk it over? Mr.
Wyville.

aback.
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was a
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he
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wish to some

oce mn some
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was case,

gir,” sa Lodge, the

must do

asked

the hinn, sir, certingly,”
replied Officer Lodge ; “and a glass
a’ hale you can 'ave, t00, gir.”

They were soon seated in a quiet

a' hale” before him.
Officer Hodge told the story like a
man who had often told it before :
all the angles were rounded, and the
dramatic points were brought out
with melodramatic emphasis. Mr.
Wyville let him run on till he had
no more to say. e
“And this strange woman who
came to the village on the morning
of the murder,”’ he said, when he had
heard all ; "this woman who was
Draper's first wife has she ever
been heard of since ?”
“0, Harriet Draper,
yessir,” said Officer

bless

Lodge ; "she

| coming i

comes back periodical, and gets into
quod==parding me, i |
jail
“"What
Wyville.
"Well,
know

mean into

does she do asked M

comes

she's a un. We don't
from, non
She drinks 'eavy,
and then she goes down there near
Draper's 'ouse, and the other
ghe kicks up a of crying
and shouting. does it periodical
and we has to iock her up

“When was she here last ?
W, Wyville.

Officer Lodge pulled out a leather
covered pass-book, and examined it

She's out her reg'lax
this time gaid, "she 'aven't
ere year. But I heerd of her
later than that in the penitentiary at
Liverpool.

Mr. Wyville asked no more ques
He wrote an address on a
card, and handed it to Officer Lodge

"It this return
gaid, “or if you find out

to that addre
well rewarded

Office Police, Scotl
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the “Yessir, I'll do it
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natured Officer Lod

eturned to Liverpool 1 the n¢
Arrived there, he

traight

train did not pro
to his hotel, but

penitential

ceed
to tl

drove
cit here he
itbout Harriet

onl l¢

repeated his inquiries
he
she had been discharged eight months
before

Neither books
could give him further information
Disappointed and saddened, next da
he

Drape but rned that

police nor prisol

returned to London
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DR. MORROW

But
him he

while
moved restlessly
and, the
down her
moved the
Nor was the
self much less distressed.

Not ten but a hundred
would I travel were 1t at any
but this,”” he said in a choked
but believe me, 1 dare
can not tear self away

even she thus

and

urged
fidgeted
to be gone
unrestrained
Duchess

tears falling
the
and

him

l'h"‘ K
to door
opened it. doctor
miles
time
VOIC¢
no not
m
The street door was already opened
when upon the threshold stood
Father St. John. He had heard in
the town of the steaming horses that
had dashed along with the Duchess
of Lille's carriage to Doctor Morrow's
house, and, wondering what it might
portend, had come along himself to
inquire ; and now the door opened
and he saw the duchess in tears and
the doctor beside her. The tale told
itself—he knew without asking that
had come to seek his aid,
that he had refused.
The arrival of Father St. John just
at that moment was God's answer to
those ,repeated prayers on the head

she

and

guessed

long ten-mile journey.

‘Let me
before the said,
not really needing permission
went softly but quickly upstairs. In
a moment two returned, and
the duchess, guessing his meaning
waited his verdict with a
look of expectation.

‘How did the journey
occupy he asked her.

“Searcely more than an hour
answered

The priest calculated
mured. “Three four
exactly the duchess’ own ( alculation.

1t will do.” hejsaid, and then. turn
ing to the doctor Morrow
if your health of the
journey you may safely undertake it
1 will with

answerable to

see your son, doctor

duchess goes,” he

and,

or he

piteous

long here
g

9

she

and mux

or hours

Doctor

own permits

sit your son and be

vou for his being no

worse vour return, and you may
sy mind to cure

failed.

on

go with an ea where
others have

Even the
dent mannerx
altogether to
with no lessel man’s as
he have been satisfied. He
a moment undecided and unwilling
but at last he pulled himsalf togethey
and said simply

‘T will go
moment. ther

ty words and
the priest
move )‘lel\

conti

failed

Certainly
cewould

stood for
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surar

and let us not waste a
John, 1
yvour hands
of God. 1 not
now. Tell him where I
Duchess, [ am ready

leave
the
up

St.

my son and in

hands will
again
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To describe her almost hysterical
relief at these words ghould be difh
cult. So glad
face that she might already
told that her daughter
better and would live.

She hurried out to instruct the
footman that no pains were to be
spared as far as humanity allowed in
urging the horses forward at their
fastest, and in less than three
minutes Doctor Morrow, seated
opposite the duchess and her maid,
was watching the flying panorama of
phantom trees, and hedges, as they
sped swiftly by in the darkness.

His mind was too occupied to take
much note of the passage of time,
and he was surprised at its seeming
ghortness when the panting horses
at last turned into the avenue and
goon afterwards drew up with a jerk
before the open castle door.

“No change, madam, said
butler softly, anticipating the ques
tion which his had upon
her lips; ‘but once or twice, lately

her
have
was

was the look on

been

mistress

| Miss Helene has asked for you.”

“My darling,

she

my
said,

darling ! 1
and

am

the |

SEVEN YEARS
" TORTURE

Nothing Helped Him Until He Took
“FRUIT-A-TIVES”

ALBERT VARNER

3rd, 1915.

IFor en yes suflered terribly
hes and Indigestion

Juckingham, Que., Ma)

tomach,

tive

rable h Constipation ar

gestion Bad Stomach, I say take
# T and you will get well”?,

ALBERT VARNER.

50c. a box, 6 for $2.50, trial size, 20c.
At dealer

orsent postpaid on receipt of

price by Fruit-a-tives Limited,

Every 10¢
Packet of

WILSON'S

FLY PADS

WILL KILL MORE FLIES THAN
$8%° WORTH OF ANY
Y CATCHER

Clean to

gists, Gre 3

Sold by all Drug-

and General Stores

GEERE

TRADE MARK REG.U.S.PAT. OFF.

Reduces Strained, Puffy Ankles,
Lymphangitis, Poll Evil, Fistula,
Boils, Swellings; Stops Lameness
and allays pain. Heals Sores, Cuts,
Bruises, Boot Chafes. It is an
ANTISEPTIC AND GERMICIDE
[NON-POISONOUS]

; Does not blistzr or remove the
hairand horse can be worked. Pleasant to use.
$2.00a bottle, delivered. Describe your case
for special instructions and Book 5 K free.
ABSORBINE, JR., antis:ptic liniment for mankind re-
duces Strains, Painful, Knotted, Swollen Veins, Milk Leg,
Gout. Concentrated—only & few drops required atan appld
catlon.  Price $1 per bottle at dealers or delivered.

W.F. YOUNG, P, 5.7.299 Lyma .. Montreal, Can,

Absorbine snd Apsorb'as are made ‘0 Capage

Freight paid
as far West as
Fort William.

8 ] 5¢

Straight from the great Gurney-

Oxford foundries, this splendid
Gurney-Oxford *“Senior” steel
range with divided flues, special
fire box, heat-enveloped oven, is
by far the best value you can buy
in Canada to-day.
Six 9'' covers, 20" oven, right hand
reservoir, warming closet, weight
420 Ibs., best blue steel body,
immensely strong and durable.
Send for our new complete
Catalogue with prices
Shows everything in the stove,
range and heater line of the
famous Gurney-Oxford make,
admittedly Canada’s best since
1845. Write for a copy today.

Gurney Foundry Co. Ltd.
Dept. 581 TORONTO
Montreal Hamilton

Winnipeg
Calgary

Vancouver §.15.E

1f your Gurney-Oxford stove, for any
reason fails to give satisfactory results,
we agree to refund the price paid us for
the Stove any timewithin 100 days of the
date of purchase. Could you be safer?

together |

BELLS, PEALS; CHIMES
Our bells made of selected
Tin. Famous for full

Send for catalog
Copper and East India
rich tones, volume and durablility. s
E. W. VANDUZEN €0, Prop's Backeye Bell Fo ndry
(Estab. 1837)+6 2 E. Second 8t, CINCINNATL O

Guaran

AUTOMOBILES, LIVERY, GARAGE

R. HURSTON & SONS

Livery and Garage.
479 to 483 Richmond St

Open Day and Night.
' L
hone 433

) Wellington ™
Phone 441

FINANCIAL

THE ONTARIO LOAN & DEBENTURE COY
Capital Paid Up, $1,750000. Reserve §1,450.000
Neposits received, Debentures issued, Reoal Esiate
Loans made. John McClary, Pres.; A. M. Bmart, Mg

foes : Dundas St., € or, Market Lane, London

PROFESBIONAL CARDS

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, &

Foy,K.C. A.E.Knox,
L. Middleton George Keough

Cable Address “TFoy"”

P [ Main 794

Telephones { yiin' 708
Offices : Continental Life Building
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS

TORONTO

Hon. Ji’! T. Louis Monahat

P O. Box 2093 Phone M4J3
H. L. O'ROURKE, B. A,

(Also of Ontario Bar)
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR, NOTARY
Money to Loan

Suite 5, Board of Trade Building,
231 Eighth Avenue West,
CALGARY, ALBERTA

OHN T. LOFTUS,
Barrister, Solicitor, Notary, Ete,
712 TEMPLE BUILDING
TORONTO
Telephone Main 632

FRANK J. FOLEY, LL.B.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
The Kent Building
Comer Yonge and Richmond Streets
TORONTO ONT

Funeral Birectors

John Ferguson & Sons

180 KING ST.
Undertakers & Er
Open Night and Day
House 373  Factory 643

The Leadir

Telephone

E. C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR
Open Day and Night
583 Richmond St. Phone 3971

Altars
Pulpits
Pews

Confessionals
Vestment Cases
Baptismal Fonts, Etc.

Any style, from the least expen-
give to the most elaborate.

School Desks
Teachers’ Desks
Laboratory Tables

Prices and full
application.

particulars on

London Art Woodwork Co.

London, Canada LD.

A FASCINATING BOOK

Pioneers of the
Cross in Canada

By Dean Harris

Day

A\ important and valuable book
on Canadian history. The book
furnishes in a preliminary chapter
an entertaining condensation of the
missionary of the Catholic
Church., The author then deals with
the early tribes of Canada, their
mode of living, their habits, manners
and customs; the coming ol the mis
sionary fathers, their trials
and sacrifices, and the martyrdom in
the wilderness Brebeuf,
Jogues, Lalemant and Garnier. This
historical work 1 all the
attraction of an ry. Its
literary style is of a high order, and
its historic value renders 1t ol wider
than denominational interest

orders

labor
of the heroic

18 @ avl

epic sl(

Regular Price $1.50
Postage 12cC.

Our Price, 98c.
ORDER EARLY

as we have only 83 copies of
this remarkable book

The Catholic Record

LONDON

Post
Paid

CANADA

STAMMERING

or stuttering overcome positively. Our natural me-
thods permanently restors natural speech. Gradu-
ate puplls everywhers. Write for free advice and
literature.

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
BERLIN, = CANADA

i BELLS

Memortal Bells o Speclalty.
MoShane Hell Foundry Oo.,Baltimere,Md.,U.S.A.




