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It wee Madame Thereae who in
terrupted our talk by coming in at 
duik and insisting that her patient 
ahould be kept quiet.

My father laughed at her. He 
wae all right again, he aeeured her. 
In fact he felt better than he had 
for eome time. Alao there would 
be all the next day to real up in. 
It waa providential that he had 
fallen ill upon the eve of Mardi 
Graa.

No, he had no Idea of leaving hia 
room. Aa he had told her, he felt 
much better, and he wae tired of 
lying in bed. He would aimply put 
on hie dressing-gown and ait in the 
big armchair by the fire. Later, 
when the parade went by, he would 
try to eee what he could through 
the windowe. He underatood that 
the floate were to be especially 
gorgeoua.

Scolding furioualy, yet immenaely 
relieved,- Madame Thereae finally 
consented to this plan. It waa per
haps aa much aa M'eieu's life was 
worth, ahe said, but what could one 
do at Mardi Graa ? And thoae 
older viaitora who were unwilling 
to fight their way through the 
crowded etreeta ? Would it annoy 
M’aieu if they were to accept the 
little one’a invitation and view the 
parade from the balcony ? They 
could go through the window of the 
little room, and ahe herself would 
aee that they made no noiee.

Again my father laughed at her.
Of couree the viaitora muat use 

the balcony. Why, what would 
the maskers think if they were to 
find it deserted ? They knew that 
balcony aa well aa they did the one 
at the Boston Club where King Hex 
stopped hia float each year and 
drank from the great loving-cup of 
silver. Some day little John might 
have a cup himself, and then per
haps Proteus or Cornua would halt 
his pageant in the rue Bourbon 
that he might sip from it. One 
could never tell.

Thus, in a spirit of affectionate 
banter my father arose and, with 
my assistance, got into hia dressing- 
gown and the big armchair by the 
fireplace. Once seated, however, 
he fell suddenly silent, etaring 
down into the glowing coals with 
eyee that seemed to pierce far 
through them into the beyond.

Still tingling with the memory of 
our recent companionship, I ques
tioned him timidly about thoae 
long-past days upon the plantation. 
But he seemed not to hear me, 
although he reached for my hand 
and, placing it upon his knee, 
stroked it absently in hia medita
tion. So presently I became silent 
alao, and thus we sat while the 
darkness fell and the street light 
upon the corner came buzzing 
aglow to cast queer writhing 
shadows through the long French 
windows.

That night, for the first time in 
my life, I was late at my place 
upon the balcony. Always before 
it had been my custom to hurry 
from my supper to the little stool, 
there to sit and strain my eyes 
toward the far-distant corner of 
Canal Street that I might catch the 
first faint glow from the torches of 
the approaching parade.

Why upon this occasion 1 lingered 
at the fireside I can not say. Per
haps it was that I might enjoy to 
the fullest the memory of that 
morning talk. Perhaps 1 had a 
foreboding of that which hovered 
so near. At all events it was not 
until the last of the visitors had 
gathered upon the balcony, and 
Madame Therese had peeped in 
uneasily, that my father roused me 
from my reverie.
“Come, John," said he. “They 

will be here soon. You must not 
neglect your guests, you know."

I arose now impatiently enough, 
especially as the faint strains of a 
march were borne in from outside.

“ I must have been asleep,” said 
I, amazed at my inaction. “ And 
you, father ? Shall I move your 
chair to the window ? The visitors 
will gladly make a space for you to 
see through.’*

My father shook his head.
" No, John," he replied. “Some

how I do not care for it—tonight. 
Hand me the little picture upon the 
writing-table and run along.’'

Laying the picture of my mother 
upon his lap, I was about to hurry 
away when he suddenly placed a 
hand beneath my chin, tilting my 
face upon a level with hia own. 
Intently he gazed at the portrait, 
nodding his head as though in con
firmation of some thought.

" Yes,” he muttered. “ You are 
like her, John. You are like her, 
in many ways."

Then his expression changed to 
one of infinite sadness, and the 
hand beneath my chin slipped down 
and around until it rested upon my 
shoulder.

" Kiss me, my son,” said my 
father. And I did so, going out to 
the revelry of the carnival with the 
fondness of his caress still warm 
upon my lips.

When I reached the balcony my 
guests were in a state of uncontrol- 
lableexcitement, for by now the par
ade had turned in from Canal Street, 
andwasbutafewblockaaway. Staid 
bearded planters and mill owners 
danced deliriously upon tiptoe, 
their faces alight with joy and 
expectation. Grave storekeepers

who In the parishes responded only 
to the formal “Monsieur," ex
changed greetings with the crowd 
beneath them, laughing uproarious
ly at the quaint titles that they 
received. And up the street, a

frorgeous, tuneful fairy-land of 
Ight and beauty, the parade moved 

majestically forward.
Pushing a way through the ranks 

of my guests, I arrived at my stool 
only to find it occupied. During 
my absence it had been appropri
ated by one of the visitors, a squat 
stoop-shouldered man who pressed 
his short body against the Iron 
railing as though he expected at 
any moment to be forcibly removed 
from the spot.

“ Pardon, M’sieu,” said I in 
French, " but you have my place. 
I am the owner of the balcony.”

By way of reply the man only 
planted himself the firmer, but he 
glanced at me inquiringly so that I 
had a glimpse of hie face—a dull, 
mean, tight-lipped face, ending in a 
ragged wisp of beard.

“ Be quiet," he ordered roughly. 
" For two hours I have held this 
position so that none could take it. 
If it is yours, you should have come 
before."

It was the climax of that eventful 
day. I choked. I gasped. The 
tears rushed into my eyes. Never 
before had I been treated so dis
courteously, I, the owner of the 
balcony, the one who had invited 
them all. It was incredible. It 
wae enormous. But far more 
poignant than my injured feelings 
was the thought that I must see the 
parade from another spot.

A rage rose up in me such as in 
all my lonely life I had never 
known. I set my teeth, I seized 
the poacher by the slack of hia 
trousers and, firm-planted though 
he was, began to shake him like 
some small but energetic terrier.

“ You must move, M’sieu," I 
panted. "It is my place, and 1 will 
seethe parade from nowhere else.”

This time the man turned round 
abruptly, his attention attracted 
not so much by my words, as by the 
fact that, together with the slack 
of his trousers, I had also grasped 
two generous handfuls of akin.

"Let go, you little beast," he 
snarled. “ Would you have me 
strike you ?"

It is probable that he would have 
done so. as 1 was firmly resolved to 
stick to my hold. But at this 
moment old Monsieur Verette, a 
visitor of long standing, thrust his 
way between us. Evidently he had 
witnessed what had occurred for, 
laying a hand upon the angry 
man’s shoulder, he drew him quiet
ly away from the coveted spot.

" For shame, Dugas,” said he in 
a low voice, “ That is little M’sieu 
Marsh who invited you here, as you 
must have known. This is no way 
for one to act upon a first visit. 
Believe me, lodgings such as those 
of Madame Therese are hard to 
find."

Scowling, declaring falsely that 
he had not known who I was, Mon
sieur Dugas permitted himself to 
be led away. An instant I stared 
after him, still shaking with the 
fury of the encounter, before I 
slipped into my hard-won place, 
and craned my neck beyond the 
railing. Then, in a blaze of light 
from torches, from jewels, and 
from glittering tinsel, the parade 
arrived below me.

Slowly, proudly Proteus swept 
past upon his throne of gold, wav
ing his jeweled scepter at the cheer
ing crowds. The visitors shouted. 
The music blared. I filled my small 
lungs and threw back my head with 
an ear-splitting scream of welcome. 
And then, above the shouts of the 
visitors, above the crash of the 
music, above even my own shrill 
efforts, there came another sound— 
the cry of a woman in distress.

Surely, in some strange way, I 
must have been prepared for it 
since, among all those upon the 
balcony, it came to my ears alone. 
Also I must have realized its mean
ing for, without a moment’s hesita
tion, I turned my back upon the 
wondrous spectacle below me, and 
slipped through the window of the 
little room. Out into the hall and 
straight to my father’s door I 
hurried as though led by some 
invisible guide. And there I paused 
upon the threshold to gaze upon 
that which, in some unaccountable 
manner, I already knew I must see.

My father sat in the big armchair 
by the fire, just as I had left him, 
except that his eyes were now 
closed. In one hand he held my 
mother’s picture, the fingers clasp
ing it lightly, as though even death 
itself had been unable to conquer 
that tender, reverent touch. Upon 
his lips there lay the faint shadow 
of a smile, and the peace of his 
quiet face was glorified by the fire
light as with a halo.

Kneeling beside the armchair, 
her face buried in her hands, was 
Madame Therese. That she wept I 
could tell by her quick strangled 
breathing, but otherwise she made 
no sound. And this was Madame 
Therese, French, excitable Madame 
Therese, who, at the death of a pet 
canary, had been known to arouse 
the neighborhood with the shrill
ness of her wails.

Somehow, young though I was, I 
also felt this dignity of grief. For, 
although my eyes brimmed over, 
no sound escaped me. " Father,’
I said in a low voice, and Madame 
Therese. rising to her feet, came 
very quietly toward me. Save for 
the unusual tenderness of her clasp 
there was no explanation, for she’ 
saw that I underatood.

“ Come, my poor little John," 
she urged. " You must go into my 
room now. There is much to do."

Afterward, alone in Madame 
Therese’s room, 1 sought my accus
tomed refuge in the center of the 
bed, and listened to the strange 
unaccustomed sounds that came 
from the other side of the folding- 
doors—the low grave voices of the 
hastily - assembled visitors, the 
broken explanations of Madame 
Thereae, the slow measured tramp 
of men bearing a heavy weight, the 
rustling creak of springs and mat
tress as they received their burden. 
And through it all, as bright and as 
elusive as the fairy-land of which it 
was a part, ran a faint thread of 
music from outside.

As I listened I was seized with a 
great choking terror, a terror that 
even the sanctuary of the bed
clothes could not assuage. I 
wrapped my head in the covers. I 
thrust my fingers into my ears. 
And even then the memory of what 
1 had heard throbbed into my brain 
with a persistency far more horri
ble than that of the sounds them
selves. Slipping out from beneath 
the covers, I sprang to the door and 
down the stairs. There was but 
one thought in my terrified mind— 
to get away from it all.

The dim bleak hall upon the 
lower floor appeared a possible 
refuge, but even as 1 crouched 
there the muffled footsteps came 
thudding from above. I glanced 
toward the street and shrank back 
aa from a blow. The cheers, the 
music, the stately creak and rustle 
of the passing floats all of them 
seemed to mock me in my misery.

With a cry I turned and ran 
toward the little door in the rear, 
slipping through it into the chill 
blackness of the demon court. 
Straight toward the old pump 1 
groped my way, clasping it in my 
arms, and laying my burning cheek 
against the grateful coolness of its 
metal. And, strange though it 
may seem, this place of terror be
came for me a quiet haven in the 
greater terror that I had known.

Poor little waif of the rue Bour
bon ! How I sobbed out my grief 
against the rusty handle of that 
unused pump, while the stars 
winked sympathetically in the dark 
square of sky above me, and the 
sounds of the carnival came faintly 
from the distance like some soft 
accompaniment to my tears.

Then Madame Therese discovered 
me in her frantic search and, lift
ing me in tender motherly arms, 
bore me back to her room and to 
bed.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE POOL OF THE 
SHADOWS

By George O’Brien in The Franciscan
It was one df those days on which 

all good trout-fishers rejoice and 
give thanks. The mountain-stream 
leaped and sparkled over rocks and 
boulders as it swept onward to the 
sea ; it gleamed between heather- 
covered banks ; it rolled slowly past 
copses and under the shadows of 
wooded mountains ; and now and 
then it assumed, did this little 
stream, an air of dignity as it 
swelled out into lakelets among low- 
lying meadows.

Both of them had been fishing 
upstream—and within a hundred 
yards of each other—since morning. 
Yet neither knew of the other’s 
presence ; in fact, it was only in a 
very impersonal and historical way 
that the one knew of the other’s 
existence. And besides, they were 
on opposite banks. Both seemed to 
be heading for a definite point, for 
they passed in turn inviting trout 
pools and noticed them merely with 
an avaricious wave of their fishing- 
rods—the girl reached the place 
first.

She had traveled with certainty. 
He had stopped here and there as 
if going by instructions and search
ing for some place that had been 
described to him. There had been 
about her an air of uniform enjoy
ment throughout. His mood had 
been as changing as the shifting 
properties of the April sky over
head ; surprise, sorrow, anger—his 
face had registered these by turns, 
and at one time as he stood gazing 
at an old ruin near the river-bank, 
tears had gathered in his eyes. He 
had gone up and reverently touched 
the crumbling walls around what 
once had been a fire-place.

He had stood long by this old 
ruin, so long that by the time he 
reached the spot for which he had 
evidently been searching, the girl 
had ensconced herself in a willow 
bush growing on the opposite bank 
from him. There she had looped on 
her new cast of flies and was silently 
tempting the coy inhabitants of the 
mountain pool.

" This must be the place,” he 
muttered. " There's the Cherry 
Tree at the top of the pool, and the 
narrow gorge of water, and the 
dam above, and the bed of primroses 
to the right—yes, this must be the 
Pool of the Shadows." A sob shook 
his voice. “ And to think that they 
had to leave this heaven—’’ He 
lapsed into silence as he cast his 
flies meditatively into the eddies at 
the opposite side of the stream, and 
he reviewed a piece of Irish history 
as they worked out of the ruffles 
and down stream under the willow 
bush.

Splash ! Yank ! Desmond Walsh 
of Boston, Massachusetts, looked 
blankly up into the teasing face of 
an Irish sky. Then he turned and 
looked at hia flies—they were warped 
and twisted around a hazel branch 
overhead—then he spoke the ritual 
of fishermen for such occasions ; 
then he looked across the stream 
and saw a young girl step from the

heart of a willow and proceed to
gather a trout into her basket.

Desmond stood and stared, much 
as Adam must have done when he 
awoke from his first nap to find 
Eve gathering flowers on the 
lawn. <

Every one who fishes your pool is 
your enemy. Desmond's was tall 
and graceful. Her face was pale, 
or at least seemed so in the setting 
of dark ringlets that hung down her 
bosom. She wore a dark, tailor- 
made skirt, and a plain, white waist. 
A sprig of woodbine was caught 
in the strap of her fishing basket.

Desmond was given to quick 
decisions in all things. He stepped 
into the stream and walked across.

“ He told me to come to the Pool 
of the Shadows and to cast my line 
across into the eddies at the 
opposite side, and to let It float 
down under the willow bush, and 
that I would catch one every 
time," he explained.

" He taught me to come to the 
Pool of the Shadows and hide in the 
willow bush and let my flies float 
down the side nearest me. And 1 
have caught one every time." There 
was just a trace of amusement in 
her voice.

“ I mean Father O’Neil told me,” 
he said.

“ I mean Father O’Neil taught 
me," she replied.

“ But I mean Father O'Neil of 
Holy Cross Cathedral, Boston," he 
wrinkled.

" But I mean Father O’Neill of 
Holy Cross Cathedral, Boston," she 
smiled.

! ! ? ? ?
“ Yes, I’m Maureen McVeigh," 

she assented when the fragments 
had settled somewhat.

“ And I’m Desmond Walsh," he 
declared. “ But who on—" But 
she held up her hand. “ Now Mr., 
er—Walsh, since we have both 
established our rights to this pool, 
don’t you think it is a pity to let 
that cloud pass ? I am sure to 
catch one with my new hare’s ear." 
And she waved the cat-gut men
acingly.

“ But, Miss McVeigh, you are the 
one person in the world I want 
most to talk to.”

“ Indeed ! Watch out for the 
flies, Mr. Walsh, I warned you once 
already that sometimes the piece of 
flesh has to be bitten out.”

“ But I want to ask you so many 
things about the Pool of the 
Shadows, and about this place, and 
about Father O’Neill—that was his 
home, wasn’t it ?" And he pointed 
to the old ruins he had so recently 
cried over,

"Yes, that was his home,” she 
answered. “ But don’t you think 
it is a pity to spoil a day’s fishing 
just, for the sake of talk ? There 
you are, I missed that one, and it 
was all your fault. I pulled too 
soon, and now he won’t bite again 
today."

“ Miss McVeigh," and he leaned 
across and caught the fishing-rod. 
“ My father runs a fish market in 
Boston, and if you stop fishing just 
long enough to answer my questions 
I’ll send you a cargo of halibut as 
soon as I get back.

“ Roally, but, Mr. Walsh, I don’t 
fish for a living, you know, and 
if you don’t mind—” but he had 
slipped the rod from her hand.

“ Well, Mr. Question-box, let us 
get it over with. 1 always heard 
Americans were rather energetic in 
the pursuit of anything they wanted, 
but I did think the James Brothers 
were dead. Just what you can have 
to ask is beyond me, since you seem 
to know all about me already."

“ Yes, I am that little girl Father 
O’Neill told you so much about. I 
am that little creature he used to 
take with him on all his fishing trips 
and whom he taught to fish, when 
I screamed every time he impaled 
a worm on a hook. And, oh, yes, 
the fairy tales ; yes, I was very 
fond of them. I am the little girl 
of all those other things he told 
you. And now, may I have back 
my fishing rod ?" she concluded 
submissively.

“ Then you were with him that 
day at the Pool of the Shadows ?" 
he asked.

Themock seriousness lefthervoice, 
and a shadow crossed her face. " I 
was with them," she corrected.

“ Will you tell me the story. Miss 
McVeigh? You know, 1 was a little 
fellow then, and when Father 
O’Neill left Ireland just after the 
affair that happened on this spot 
he came to us. We were the only 
relations he had, and during his 
vacations he and I used to go fish
ing. It was during those trips he 
told me all about you and the great 
fisherman you were, and how you 
liked fairy tales ; and that his 
mother always told him he would 
make a pagan out of you. In all 
the years that have followed he hat 
been my friend and adviser ; he told 
me most everything about Ireland, 
but he never would tell me what 
happened at the Pool of theShadows. 
He said it was a secret, and that 
you were the only one who shared 
it with him. But he said if ever 
I met you I might ask you to tell 
it to me. Won’t you tell me the 
story, Maureen ?"

She liked the frank, gray eyes of 
this stranger ; and she liked the 
firm mouth that could be so boyishly 
pouting in its requests. So she told 
him the story.

“ You will promise me never to 
tell it to anyone ?" she asked.

" If you so wish, I promise,” he 
answered.

And as they started to walk along 
the old bridle-path that led through 
the mountains and the woods—and 
finally came out at the house where 
Maureen was staying—she told him

what had happened at the Pool of 
the Shadows.
„You see," the girl began, " the 
0 Neills were wealthy farmers once, 
and owned all this land you now 
see ; and their home was that old 
ruin that lies across the river. The 
family was known throughout the 
valley for their hospitality and 
generosity to the poor. Never a 
winter passed but they helped some 
poor family, and in spring paid their 
rent, and thus saved them from 
being evicted by the landlord. Lord 
Ashley, who was the landlord of all 
this section, hated them for this, for 
he wanted to get all the farms 
around here for plantation purposes. 
He had long set his heart on making 
all this end of the valley into a deer 
park for the entertainment of his 
English cousins in the hunting 
season, and while the struggling 
farmers could find somebody to tide 
them over a bad winter, his plans 
were being continually frustrated. 
But fate stepped in at last and 
solved the problem for him.

brought everybody to starvation. 
Still the O’Neills had enough, and 
during that long winter their house 
was filled with beggars, borrowers 
and suffering peasantry in general.

“ Still they never shut the door 
against anyone, but gave while they 
had anything to give. And at 
length they had to go a-borrowing 
themselves.

“ Their lands were worth thou
sands of pounds, but they had to 
mortgage them for a few hundred. 
Still they managed to remain in the 
old place.

" At length the famine passed, 
but all the smaller farmers were 
gone from the upper end of the 
valley. A few broken families had 
survived The O’Neill family was 
one of them.

11 At length, when no more money 
could be raised to meet the creditors, 
they foreclosed, and Lord Ashley 
bought in the O’Neill’s lands at a 
fraction of their value. The family 
was able to retain the old home
stead and a few acres. The old 
couple had died leaving one eon 
with a young wife ; these were the 
parents of Charles and George 
O’Neill. Charles was the elder.”

Here the young man broke in : 
"You say there were two sons. 
But I always understood that Father 
O’Neill was an only child."

The girl raised her hand for 
silence. " I am coming to that," 
she said, and continued : “ The
father died young and left Mrs. 
O’Neill to raise the two boys. She 
faced the problem manfully, and 
eked out a livelihood till the boys 
were able to help her. Charles was 
a steady youth and by degrees the 
family got back on its feet some
what. They became sufficiently 
well off to be able to send George 
to college to study for the priest
hood. He waa a number of years 
at college before I was old enough 
to remember anything. His favor
ite pastime was fishing, and ever 
since I was a tot he would take me 
with him on all his fishing tripe. 
You see, Mr. Walsh, I was not one 
of the family, but a waif they 
adopted. I lost my father and 
mother when I was a baby.

" The old Lord Ashley had died, 
but his son pursued the father’s 
plane, and the O'Neills were an eye
sore to the young lord. The deer- 
park could not be completed till 
they would be removed. He used 
every mean device to drive them 
out, and goaded them on to despera
tion. He raised their rent every 
March. He brought his friends and 
hounds and rode over their young 
crops. He set his dogs on their 
cattle and sheep — and the poor 
farmer had no appeal.

" At length, one day in early 
summer—it was the year before 
George’s ordination—Lord Ashley 
came riding up the valley. He rode 
in among the young cattle, and his 
dogs killed a couple of them. 
Charlen was working in the meadow 
that runs down to the Pool of the 
Shadows. George was showing me 
how to let my flies drift in under 
the willow bush in which we were 
concealed. I was ten years old 
then.

" Young Lord Ashley rode up to 
Charles and told him he was coming 
to look over the meadow with a view 
to start plantation. I heard angry 
words and then Lord Ashley rode 
towards the pool, where we were 
fishing. Charles followed him, and 
still he carried the pick-axe he had 
been working with. Lord Ashley 
jumped off his horse, and the angry 
words were continued. Suddenly 1 
saw Charles raise the pick-axe and 
strike at the landlord. As he did 
so Lord Ashley pulled a revolver 
from his pocket and fired. Charles 
fell, and rolled into the water. 
Lord Ashley jumped on his horse 
and rode away.

" George sprang from the willow 
bush and rushed across to his 
brother. He lifted him back to the 
bank, but Charles was shot through 
the heart.

“ George was almost beside him
self with grief—and then the 
thought of telling hia mother ! I 
know what we did was wrong, but 
God will forgive us ; we hid the 
body in the willow bush, and that 
same night we buried it under the 
old Cherry Tree at the head of the 
pool. We told hia mother that 
Charles had slipped off to America.

“ Of course, Lord Ashley never 
revealed what had happened. And 
George’s mother died the following 
winter. George sold the homestead 
and Lord Ashley bought it, and 
people wondered why he never 
started planting. George was 
ordained the next year and went to 
America."
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HEXTER TAXI
(Formerly Marley-Hexter)

Phnnp 2859 Day and Night Service ruuui: 6 and 7 Passenger Sedans
183 Richmond SI., London, Oal.
PRICE & HAWKE

Auto Electric Service
Presto-0-Lite Battery Service Station

NEW ADDRESS
381 Wellington St. Phone 8600

London, Ont.

J. A. BARNARD
Sole Agent for Harley Davidson

Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repairs

PHONE 2 9 9 4 M
338 Talbot St. London, Ont.

ART WILKES
BALLOON USE HEADQUARTERS

Vulcanising and Repairs of AU Kinds
PHONE 2334

354 Wellington 8t. London, Ont.

Phone 7944 W Estimate. Fro.

C. L. LILEY & SONS
BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT 

CONTRACTORS
Jobbing Work Promptly Attended te

340 William Street London. Ont

London Vinegar Works
Manufacturers of

Pure Cider Vinegar, Cider, Etc.
White Spirit Vinegar 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

Sl'CausIanï 
” IMinbotos
tfliiiFtli fJ a in finit h» 

Orrorafinit.
____ mmj _£rholies am rvjrwej?

BOBER T CS1USL51XD LIMITED
____ 141-145 SPAPLNA AVZ. -TORONTO

C1MS„ 'or
HIGHEST

'BY COMPETENT ARTISTS

JPO’SHEA&Co!
15.19 PERREAULT LANE Mokt.iai.Qv,

UK. MAKlfc, H. HARKINS 
OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIANS

iS,ehh“1 of Dtagnoala and Treatment
WtillkS”?*6 “IN1WN, “MT

Rhone 1680

DR. LeRoy V. HILES-
ai’KCIALIHT IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dundae 8t. Phone 7808

BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN A MURPHY

BAKH18TKKH, BOLICITOBH. NOTARIES
Soli at ton for the Homan CathoUr 

Rpleoopal Corporation
Suite n. Hank of Toronto Chamber. 

_________ LONDON. PANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
B AKRISTKH8.80U01T0H8, NOTAK118. Kte

nL^„K,l?x . T. Louie Monahan
George Keough Arthur Kelly

Offices ; Continental Life Building 
OOKNEK BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 
______________ TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WAL8H
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, to. 

Room, no to m. Federal Building
TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J. Hart 
T. M. Mungov.n

James K. Day K. U.
Joseph I’. Walsh

LUNNEYG LANNA \
BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS, NOTARIE 

Harry W. Lunney, K.C., B.A., B.O.L 
Alphonflua Launan, I.T.- B.

________________ CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO 

 CANADA
Res. Lakeside 1306. Cable Address "Leadon 2Ô96W

*' HUloreet 1097 Main 1688

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins 
Barristers, Solloltors, Notaries, Ele

W. T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoghue. HL C 
Hugh Harkins

OffloeaiMl-MS Confederation Life Cham ben 
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria 8te. 

_________ TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

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

Crown Attorney County Treasurer 
Solicitors For Norfolk County ConnoU 

_______SIM COE, ONT., CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

U PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE. ONT.

PHONE 171

Dr.W. S. Westland
L. D. S., D. D. S.

Residence—
287 QUEENS AVE.
Office and DENTIST

LONDON
Beddome, Brown, Cronyn

and Pocock
INSURANCE

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

James R. Hasiefl
Sanitary *3? Heating Engineer

High Grade Plumbing and Heating
821 Richmond 8t. London, On*

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond St, London, Ont

Opposite St, Peter's Parish Hall

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

The West Floral Co.
. 24B Dundee St. London, Ont.

St. Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONI

Business College Department.
High School or Academic Department. 
CoUege and Philosophical Department. 
Address
RKV. W, A. BKNINQER, O. R„ Presldeo l.

Casavanl Freres
CHURCH LIM,TH

Organ Builders
ST. HYACINTHE________QUEBEC

Benjamin Blonde
General Contractor

CHURCHES
end Educational Institution, a Specialty 

Estimate, furnished on request 
CHATHAM, ONT

Lightning Batlery Service
294 York St. Opp. O. N. R. Freight Sheds
362 Dundas London, Ont.

Phone 8S70

REGO RADIATOR REPAIR
"WE KNOW HOW"

Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. G. KAISER

Phone 7249M Nights 1006 J
160 Fullarton St. London, Ont.

FOR EVERY _

CANADA CHURCH GOODS Co Ltd
149 CHURCH ST - TORONTO


