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CHAPTER XVII.—CoNTINUED

The smile that appeared on the
face of John Trichell vanished.
The elder Corcoran stopped in his
tracks with eyebrows narrowed, his
expression piercing, . amazed. He
observed the color leave the face of
the man in the wheel chair then
return suddenly in full flush. His
jaw lowered, his mouth dropped
open. He was the picture of utter
astonishment. A strange feeling
rushed over him, the blood mounted
to his brain and his temples
throbbed.

Jack observed the wonderment
and surprise and something about
it all startled him. Before he could
speak a word of introduction his
father rushed forward.

“John Tipton! as I live, and
Margaret Tipton!” He clasped
the hand of each feverishly beyond
his staid self. “And Joey! Isn't
this perpectly wonderful ?
come here and meet your sister
Joey.”

The Trichells looked at each other |

in consternation, their faces blank
as Janet and Louise embraced ; the
unreality of the situation flashed to
them. A cry of surprise was about

to break forth from Mrs. Trichell |

but she suppressed the sRock that
was shaking her frame. She
wanted to protest against this
seeming untruth, then at graver
thought she conquered.

Jack observed the fight that was
taking place within them. He was
in a quandry. A thousand ques-
tions rushed to his mind, bleared his
senses confusedly. But a hasty
analysis urged him to wait. The
gituation would explain itself.

“Joey, my! my! my! what a
wonderful girl you are. And just
think, I have not seen you for fifteen
years. Jack, .you sgurely have
staged a wonderful surprise. 1 feel
this is the happiest dgy of my life.”

“But Mr. Corcoran you never
told me Joey was here in Oklahoma,
here with Jack,” Janet hurried to
protest,

“Only because I never knew.
Now I understand why Jack wanted
me to come west tosee him. Not to
see him altogether but to meet
Joey.”

Louise stood with flashing cur-

rents of surprise and consternation
rushing through her brain. She
too, was puzzled at the meeting,
the words of Mr. Corcoran, the con-
fusion of the Trichells, at Jack’s
drawn brows and puzzled appear-
ance.
‘“Oh, I'm so happy John to see
you, to find you all so safe and well.
And I'm thankful that I have found
Joey. It is so good to be here
today.”

“Let’s get in out of the sun
father,”” Jack suggested, hoping a
spell would clear the situation.
“Or better yet, let’s move on to the
ranch and then we can taik to our
heéart’s content. There’s so much to
talk about.”

‘““And explain,” added
Corcoran.

““Yes, explain,”
Trichell.

Senior

repeated John

Mrs. Trichell set the table under
the cottonwoods that
soft breeze sprang from the South
as the sun touched the horizon and
exploded inte color.

““How wonderful to be
the elder Corcoran continued
repeat. Just look at that moun-
tain up there and those
plains. This is where
live.”

‘“ Right you are Dad.
is where the world gets

large.
Men know each other here."’

|
“*Yes but at times strangers come |

to us whom we do not know,’”’ and
then catching the reflection upon
Louise he added, * as for instance
Tulane.” It was John Trichell
speaking.

' Who is Tulane ?”
Corcoran, interested.

** Just a gypsy, Dad. He was a
rider for :Mrs. Trichell but he left
recently.”’

*“ There have been siirring times
here since Jack came. Has he told
you all about them ?”’ asked the
ranch owner, as he leaned toward
his old friend.

““ No, 'not & word. He
mated that he liked the
declared with emphasis
liked you all.”

‘“ But there had been
things before Jack came.
ever gince I left the East.”

There was profound, piercing
silence. During the pause the
shadows lengthened and the day
bloom was swallowed in the zenith.
The earth gave up its heat to the
cooling breeze and lay
under the light of the candles of
far-off worlds. A mocking bird
perched on a post near the ranch-
house poured out its tremulous song
to the new-born night and was
answered from close by. Far down
the mesa a rider disappeared into
the gloom, whistling as he rode.
A group of cowboys leaned on the
corral fence and jested about their
ponies, who glanced at them suspi-
ciously, ready in & moment to rim-
mill from their ropes.

‘‘ Fifteen years ago I left Georgia,
John, fifteen years ago.”” The
speaker began as if lifting a weight
from his breast. “In a way I'm
gorry that I left. In another I'm
“not. You advised me not to leave

asked Senior

just inti-
west and
that he

stranger

Janet |

evening. A |

here,” ‘
to |

endless |
men really |

Out here |

In fact |

tranquil |

| until cotton picking was over I
’remcmbvr, but that offer from
| Chicago enticed me. Then I was
[ tired of plantation life although I
was young and had no reason to be.
We took along Joey, little Josephine
Hathaway. Like many distant
offers this one in Chicago did not
| pan out well. I left and went to
St. Louis looking for employment.
Then Margaret recéived a letter one
morning from old Robert Cotton.
He had come here to Oklahoma in
the early nineties in fact when they
opened up this No Man’s Land. He
staked out land here, made money,
but Cotton was old. He originally
came from the East and like many
Oklahomanes when they make their
fortune they want to go back to
their native state. He said in his
letter that he would let me run the
ranch and as I built it up I could
repay him. The offer was a fair
one and I accepted it. We started
for Oklahoma but when near the
line we happened to strike the
wrong route and we were forced to
take a stage to cut across the coun-
try. A sandstorm came up that
night, one of those dense summer
storms, and the driver declared he
{ could go no farther until it blew
| over. We were moored on the
plains and were forced to spend the
gnight in the stage coach. There
was an Indian or gypsy in that
coach whom we saw but once and
| never saw again. He looked part
| Mexican., We never knew just who
lhe was, but we do know that next
| morning he wasgoneand sowasJoey.
Her sudden disappearance mystified
us, .We searched wecks for her
| everywhere, went into the surround-
{ing towns. Then one day a boy
handed us a letter saying that if
we deposited $5,000 in the bank at
Phoenix, Arizon# in the name of
Pete Gander the child would be
delivered to us the following day.
Well, in the first place we didn’t
have the money and a few days
later we heard the rumor that the
letter was written by a scheming
Kansan who had heard of our plight
and was so base as to try to obtain
money from us without having the
child taedeliver. Yes, John, you
marvel at such low deals but this
western country was filled with the
most lawless degenerates. In the
end we had to give up searching for
Joey, there was no trace, no trace.

** How terrible !”’ gasped Senior
Corcoran.

““ Yes, it was terrible.
our lives to put it lightly. That is
why I never wrote to you. I was
ashamed to confess the truth, know-
ing of your love for both the Hath-
away children. It literally broke us
to pieces. When Cotton left, which
he did shortly after our arrival,

|

It upset

| I changed my name to Trichell. I !

only marvelled

eechless. . |
l’DA menent later. John Corcoran |
stiffened to a higher posture and |
nodded his head as if confirming |
some past surmise. Then to the |
party who had watched him as
eagerly a8 he had scrutinized her |
hand, he announced :

TO BE CONTINUED

THE WINNING OF
SHEILA
By Anna Cuffe hi;n‘:v: in The Missionary

It was 7 just five-thirty when |
Sheila Kernan closed her desk with |
a firm little bang, as if to shut for-
ever within the humdrum of busi. |
ness. Assecretary to John Hopking j
of Hopkins and Company, Inc.,
important mail and business mevt»!
ings often kept her past regular\
office hours and this had been the |
casge today. ’

Hurriedly she slipped into ht-r\
coat, adjusted a close, stylish hat to |
her well-shaped head and drew on
her gloves. Sheila was a remark-
ably pretty girl, slender, with |
strong almost boyish lines, a natural |
wave to her blond hair and deep set |
brown eyes, |

“And to think all I have planned |
to do before mother comes tonight,”’ |
she thought to herself, as she
hastily moved towards the elevator.

At nine Mrs. Kernan would
arrive after a month’s visit with |
her sister in Columbia. It had been
a rare, unusual treat, this visit—the
result of months of saving on her
daughter’s part and no small |
amount of persuasion either, for |
until the day she started Mrs.
Kernan had worried about leaving
Sheila,

“Much as I've longed these
twenty years to see my dear sister
Mary and her grand family now all
grown up, does that seem possible
dear,—I can’t bring myself to go
and leave you here alone in this
great city with ne’er a kin to know
nor care whether you're dead or
alive—why I'd do nothing but fret
all the time, Sheila,—baby.”

Mrs. Kernan always added
“baby” to her daughter’s name, |
when she was concerned about her ;
in fact. Sheila was the youngest of
the five Kernans, the others having
married and gone some years be-
fore. When their father had
passed away, Mrs. Kernan had sold
their old home and moved to the city, |
where she and Sheila had taken a |
small apartment.

“Baby” Sheila had teasingly re- |
peated, ‘“Why you darling, forget- |
ful mother, don’t you know I'm |
almost twenty-three and earning a |

wanted to start all over. Well, we | 88lary bigger than lots of men ?”

both worked hard through the hot
| sungs of summer and the
| Northers. John, I tell you it was
| & struggle. Times were different
{ then. We had rustlers and bad
| men to contend with. There were
{ horse thieves and robbers of every
| description. At times it seemed
| that every outlaw in the country
{ came to this county. But we won
‘out. I built up the ranch to 2,500
{ head and paid off Cotton besides.
‘“Then one Autumn day two
years ago a stranger came to our
; ranch.
| gypsy camp.
| she looked like Joey.

lighter and her face seemed darker
than Joey’s. However, Margaret
ingisted that it was and even went
| so far as to write to you in Georgia

1

biting |

1
!

I

{
|
|
|

|

She had escaped from a |dinner with just the delicacies Mrs.
Margaret deciared | Kernan liked. A eold, brisk wind |
But I dis- | was blowing, as the girl joined the |
missed the idea for her hair WﬂsihUﬂdr?dB

and then she had kissed the worried,
kindly face until Mrs. Kernan
smiled from sheer joy at the com-
forting caresses. So the trip was
taken and each day Sheila had a
letter filled with delightful details
of . Mary and her family, of the
wonderful time they were giving |
her mother and how pleased they
were to have her with them.

Tonight Sheila had plnned a |
warm welcome for her. Their tiny \
apartment was to be in.perfect |
order and there would be a little |

of people hurrying
home in the dark, November night.

| She made two stops on her way, |

| florist.

| but as we had not corresponded with |

| you for so many years her chances
to get in touch with you were slim.
Our letters were returned

| though the price did make her do

one at the market ; the other at the |
Yes, they were to have
flowers—roses, long stemmed pink |
ones Sheila had decided, even

| some rapid calculating before she |

‘“ Margaret and I often congidered |

telling Louise, as we named her and
which name she agreed to, about
Joey, our lost child. But I always
thought it would be better to wait.
he Lord is patient and I felt sure
| that all wodld come out right in the
end. - We hated to tell her and later
have her claimed by some family
who could positively identify her.
But nevertheless, Margaret always
felt that she was Joey Hathaway.

‘“ Then another stranger came to
| our gates or at least to Christian’s
ranch—that’s across the way.
! Buster Christian brought him to
| the West from the oil fields. When
| I heard the name of Corcoran and
| that he was from the East I imme-
diately thought of you, John.
Margaret asked Jack how long he
| had been living in Philadelphia.
| He said, ‘As long as I can remem-
; ber.” Our hopes fell. Similarity in
nages only was how I explained it.
| ““Then came the news of you
| coming here to visit Jack. I was
| glad, mighty glad, for I wanted
to ‘meet his father. But I never
dreamt that it would be you. When
1 saw you—well, John, fifteen years
makes a difference in men at our
tage of life. . We recognized each
! other, of course, but the unexpect-
ancy of the meeting confused us.”

‘“But I recognized® Joey at a
glance,” interrupted Senior Cor-
coran with emphasgis. ‘‘ Those blue
eyes, why even the same expression
of her father, but——""a gush of
disappointment swept upon him,
| ** well maybe I did associate her
with you, John.”
| Suddenly the speaker acted asif
| some tormoil was- taking place
| within his mind. He brushed_his
| forehead with his palm and with
| concern outlined upon his face bent
over toward Louise. A question
had come to his lips and he must
have an anewer. Without a word
| he reached for her hand.
| Louise was almost prompted to
! withdraw it under his close scrutiny,
| his unexplained action. But she

ordered six.
It was well after seven that even- |

| ing when Sheila took a last, critical |

survey of their home. She had |
worked unceasingly and each room
looked it. The rose shaded lamp on
the living room table cast soft
shadows on the davenport with its
cright colored pillows thumped
smooth and plump ; on the polished
floor and the shining furniture
tastefully arranged about the room.
On a side table was a frail vase and
in it were two of the roses. Her
mother’s room was in crisp, fresh
white, while two more of the roses
bent their fragrant heads towards
her favorite statue of the Sacred
Heart. Then the well-ordered
kitchen, with. its gay cretonne
screen behind which stood the table
set for two. Sheila had polished
the silver and brought out the best
linen for the occasion and placed
the last of the precious roses as a
center piece.

She had always stopped in St.
Paul’s on her way from business :
This visit was a part of Sheila’s
life, however, tonight the girl had
been go late leaving the office that |
she hurried home without following
her daily habit. Now as she looked
at the clock she decided.

“I've just about time to run out
to St. Paul’'s. The-:side door is
never locked until eight.” As the
Kernans lived within a few minutes’
walk of the church, Sheila was soon
saying her prayers in the flickering,
uncertain _ light of some dying’
tapers on the side altar. Devoted-
ly, attentively, the girl prayed and
finishing, she slipped quietly to the
side door, through which she had
entered.

It was securely locked.

‘‘The janitor, he’s getting so old
—he muet have looked in and failed
to see ‘'me and locked up for the
night,”’ she told herself in a bewild-
ered sort of way.

Hastily she walked to the three
other street doors. They were' all
locked, too !

| Mass in the morning—who would

| tapers had
| and save for the dull red of
| sanctuary lamp, the church was in
| darkness.

| and knelt there in mute appeal be-

| that deep, masculine voice, yet in

| all
| T
| annoyed—fastidious, correct, man of

| taken ?

| of her employer, but the more kind

{ You don’t happen to have any with

| was you who were locked in there

pray, but soon she found herself |
only murmuring half broken ejacu- |
lations and wondering what she was |
going to do. Suppose she were
forced to remain there till' early

meet her mother—and what would
her-mother think to come home
and find her gone? These and
numerous other thoughts flashed
through her mind., By now the
completely died out
the

Guided by this light,
she groped her way to the railing

fore the tabernacle.

Suddenly her body became almost
rigid with terror. She listened
intently, yes, there could be no
doubt about it, up the middle aisle
a footstep was softly, steadily
approaching nearer—nearer. When
it was almost directly back of her
it stopped. Summoning all her
courage Sheila turned and de-
manded

‘“Who are you 7"

“I beg your pardon.
worshipper here and have been |
locked in. [ thought 1 heard a
slight sound in this direction and
followed to see if it might prove to
be some one who could unlock a
door,” the speaker hesitated.

Where had Sheila heard that
voice before ? So familar it sounded, |

I am a |

these surroundings, the girl failed
to recognize it at once.

‘‘Have you any idea how we are
going to get out ?”’ went on the

| speaker, ““for I conclude you too, |

" |

have been locked in.

It was then that it suddenly
dawned on Sheila who the stranger
was. He was John Hopkins! Of |
persons on earth to be thus

affairs that he was ; even under the
trying circumstances, Sheila’s deep
sense of humor caused her to smile
before she replied :

“Why, Mr. Hopkins, I believe I
recognize your voice. I am Sheila
Kernan ; 'yes, I, too, am locked in
x:nd”have no idea what I’'m going to
ao.

Then followed a silence, a silence
so . profound that Sheila waited
terrified—could she have been mis-
Was it some one elge ?

‘‘Well,, Miss Kernan, this is
indeed a strange coincidence.”’ Once
more Sheila at least breathed free-
ly, for it was John Hopkins, but |
how changed his voice sounded. |
Not the rigid, business-like tone

voice of & friend, a young person’s
voice. For, indeed, John Hopkins
was gtill a young man, as well as a |
very successful one, but aside from
the fact that he was unmarried and |
& member of St. Paul’s, Sheila |
only knew him in a strictly business |
way. |
“I dropped in here on my way to |

the club this evening, knowing that |

| the side door was always open until |
| eight,”” he went on, "*but it must be |

the janitor looked in a bit vﬂrly|
and failing to see anyone, he locked
the door.”
“I've tried the other entrances,’
ventured Sheila.
“Yes, 1 have, too,”
kins.

added Hop- J
“Now if only I had my keys.

you, do you Miss Kernan?" he ques- |
tioned. ‘

““Oh, I had forgotten. There are
some in my purse.”” A moment |
later she reached for his hand and |
gave him several various shapvd\

| Keys.

“This thin one may a skeleton key.

| Let’s see if it will do us any good,” |
| suggested Hopkina. |

Together they haltingly reached |
the side entrance and the key was |
inserted. Vigorously Hopkins turned |
the knob and with a loud creak, the |
door opened.” With a laugh, he |
held it open, while Sheila su-ppvdl
out. |

‘“Well, of all persons, to think it

too,” he said, as they reached the
walk.

““My vyisit to 8t. Paul’s is always
a daily one. It was only chance
that caused me to neglect it till
evening,”” said Sheila.

““An extremely lucky chance for
me,”” Hopkins remarked, as he
looked admirably down at the trim
little figure beside him

‘““And you'll let me
home, Miss Kernan,” he added,
““my car is right here,”” he pointed
to the conservative car at the curb.

“Thank you, Mr. Hopkins, but
I'm not going home,”” replied Sheila
in her prim little way, and wonder-
ing at the same time how on earth
she was ever going to reach the
station in time to meet her mother.

‘‘But,” he went on, “‘I'll*gladly
take you anywhere you may be
going.”’

She hesitated a moment, then
remarked, ““Well, I'm to meet
mother at nine at the Central
Station, if you could take me there
it would be a convenience.”

“We have just twelve minutes to
make it,” Hopkins glanced at
his watch and led her towards the
car.

From the depths of the luxurious
cushions, Sheila looked out as they
glided swiftly past the lighted,
crowded business section, past the
majestic municipal buildings, the
public library—on—on. Once or
twice they were detained by the
signals at crossings. During these
brief intervals she studied John
Hopkins from her position in the
rear of the car. Strange, she
thought to herself that she had
never noticed how good looking he
was—and young-—why, he did not
seem much older than she was,

drive you

{ ecould

| in her gentle voice.

| a | o »
and rvmninw” For a while she calmly tried to| The train had already arrived

when they stopped at the station
entrance. Nheila thanked him and
would have been lost from view in
the hurrying masses, had not Hop.
kins called :

“I'll wait here
mother home."”

She modded and entered the huge
waiting room, where Mrs, Kernan
was scanning each new face for
sight of her.

‘‘Sheila~~baby,”’ in an instant she
gathered the girl in her motherly
arms.

“You dear, forgetful mother,’
Sheila kissed her tired face, ‘“how

and take your

’

|glad I am to have you again—and

we're to ride home in a car, instead
of the trolley. Mr. Hopkins is
waiting for us.”’

“And how do you know him 7"
demanded her mother, “‘isn’t he the
man you work for 7"’

“I didn’t know him, mother, until
half an hour ago,” whispered
Sheila, as she took her mother’s
bags and led her towards the car,
“but I'll tell you all about it
later.”

However, it was Hopkins, not
Sheila, who told Mrs. Kernan all
about™it. Above the low hum of
the motor, as the car crept forward
between trucks and buses, pedes-
trians and trolleys, he boyishly

| related how he and Sheila had been

locked in St. Paul’s.

““And in a better
l)u l»(‘kvr!‘”
Kernan, with

declared
a rich,

When they reached home, John
Hopkins insisted upon carrying the
luggage up the three flights
stairs and into that home-like living
room.,

“Now, wouldn’t you stay and
have a bite to eat with us, for I'm
sure Sheila has something ready.”
Mrs. Kernan was the soul of hoe-
pitality, so true to her race.

“If I were sufficiently urged, I'd
be very glad to,”” replied Hopkins,
looking directly at Sheila, who was
helping remove her mother’s wraps.
She smiled her welcome and he
stayed.

Later that evening, when dinner
was over and Mrs. Kernan had
gone to say her beads beside her
beloved statue with its pink roses,
John Hopkins remarked to the
charming girl in the rose-shaded
front room.

“For over a year now, I've
wanted to know you, to know you
a8 I have tonight—Sheila.”

“WILD BILL” DONOVAN

| INSPIRING STORY OF THE MAN

KLAN WOULD KEEP FROM
OFFICE BECAUSE OF HIS
RELIGION

‘* Every one should learn to take
a punch on the nose, to give, one
and be in shape to give and. take,”
says ‘' Wild Bill”' Donovan, after
asserting that ‘‘the fellow who gets
used to the soft seat of an automo-
bile is liable to look for the soft side
of popularity.”” In other words
Donovan believes that the big
danger in America is the softening
of our citizens, and his remedy for
the perils which threaten is fitness

| —preparedness physically for what-

ever may come. Who is Donovan ?
Hugh Fullerton, in the Chicago
Tribune’s weekly Liberty, thinks
Donovan ‘' is the sort of human
being God planned when He decided
to create a Man,” and introduces
us to him thus:

Father Duffy, the warrior-priest
of the ‘‘Fighting Sixty-ninth”’ New
York, officially the One Hundred
and Sixty-fifth Infantry, came upon
three doughboys ecrouched under
cover near the Oureq River. Oane

was blaspheming and abusing his |
The two others |

lieutenant-colonel.
were trying to convince him the
lieutenant-colonel was the greatest
man in the A, E. F., and by rights
should /be King of Ireland. They
were not convincing him but over-
powering him by force of a two to
one argument, and he compromised.

‘* He's a blank, blank, blank——"
he conceded, ‘‘but he’s a game one.”

The priest, overlooking the swear-
ing because of its sincerity, chuck-
led, and slipped away to tell the
lieutenant-colonel. The latter did
not laugh.

‘** Father,” he said, seriously,
“ that’s what I want for my epi-
taph.”’

The lieutenant-colonel was ** Gal-
loping Bill,” ** Wild Bill,”” ““Hard
Boiled Bill”—Col. William Joseph
JDongvan, C. M. H.,D. S.C.,D. S: M.,
now William J. Donovan, Assistant
United States Attorney-General,
the most feared and hated, the
most loved and idolized of American
soldiers who served in France.

Donovan is the finest object lesson |

in preparedness I ever have found.
He was ready at college to carry
the ball when the extra yard was
needed ; ready to whip the leader
when a gang of road workers made
trouble ; ready when called to the
Mexican Border with his troop:
ready when the World War came ;
ready and fit when called to lead
his men over the Ourcq and into
the welter of death in the St. Mihiel
smash; ready when drafted to
clean up vice and crime in Buffalo:
ready when former United States
Attorney-General Harlan F. Stone
summoned him to help clean up the
Attorney-General’s office in Wash-
ington.

And he is ready and fit now,
whether he should be called upon to
die, to box Jack Dempsey, or to be
President.

Donovan’s people were poor, but
of good old Irish stock, three gener-
ations in America, Fullerton tells

plﬁf‘n‘ no one |
Mrs. |
Irish brogue |

of |
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| BALLOON TIRE HEADQUARTERS
Vuleanizing and Reps f All Kinds

PHONE
354 Wellington 8t

2334
London, Ont,

Phone 7944 W Estimates Free

C. L. LILEY & SONS

BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT
CONTRACTORS

Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to
340 William S8treet London, Ont

London Vinegar Works

Manufacturers of
Pure Cider Vinegar, Cider, Etc.
White Spirit Vinegar Always on Hand

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

Let Us Buy Your

EGGS and POULTRY

Our prices areright ande
...our settlements prompt

C. A. MANN & CO.

KING 8T, LONDON, ONT

HRCH-W:2
JPOSHEAACo

15. 19 PERREAULT LANE Monrrear Que

FOR EVERY

CAGOODS

TRY
CANADA CHURCH GOODS Co Lo
149 CHURCH ST. - TORONTO

e Fitted | |

assey Bicycles |

DR. REBECCA HARKINS
DR, MARIE H. HARKINS
OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIANS
Atu.-nw‘.‘\{ulhr)\l of lnu.(nuwlnlnml Treatment
Waipowge  LONDON, G
DR. LEROY V., HILES

SPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS

202 Dundas St. Phone 7308
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY
BARRISTERS, I'Ul,l"l'lHNH. NOTANIES
Solicltors for the Roman Oatholle
Kpiscopal Corporatior

Julie 68, Baok of Toronto Chambers
LONDON, OANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN

BARRISTY RS, 80LICITORS, NOTARIES, Eto

\ E Knox T. Louis Monahan

George Keough Arthur Kelly
Offices : Continental Life Building

OORNKR BAY AND RICHMOND STREKTS

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUBON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, BOLI( ITORS, &o,
Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Bullding,
TORONTO, UANADA

l;r:mk J. Hart

Joeeph P, Walsh M. Mungovan

LUNNEY & LANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS

Harry W. Lunney, K.O.
Alphonsus Lannan

CALGARY

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, $OLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO

|
|
\
|
! J’umv~ K. Day, K. C,
|
|
|

Res. Lakeside Oable Address “Lesdon
Main 1683
Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solioitors, Notarles, Eto
W.T.J. Lee, B.O.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, K.O
Hugh Harkigs

6V
' Hillcrest 1097

Offices 241-242 deration Iife Chambers
8. W, Cor Queen and Victoria Sts,
TORONTO, ( ADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTEKS, SOLICITORS

NOTARIES
W. E. Kelly, K. C. J. Porter David E. Kelly
Crown Attorney County Treasurer
Solicitors For Norfolk County Counotl
SIMCOE, ONT., DANADA.,

'THIIA
SIS R V)
L.D. S, D.D. 8.
% PEMBROKE STR \
PEMBROKE, ONT
PHONE 175

Dr.W. S. Westland

L.D. 8., D.D. 8.
DENTIST
| 287 QUEENS AVE.

Office and
Resid

jence—

LONDON

|
| Beddome, Brown, Cronyn
and Pocock

INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 6908 W
392 Richmond 8t. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslett
Sanitary ‘® Heating Engineer

High G wnd Heating

521 Richmond 8t. London, Ont

UPHOLSTER

Of All Kind hesterfic

de Plumbing

ING

e to Orde

| Richmond St

London, Ont
po r arish Hall

Yir
L

Vou Wish to “Say it With ?’
The West Florai Co.

249 Dundas St. Lo

JErome L0l

1864

Q.

L.

Founded
e Department.

Academic Department,

Philosophical Department

A. BENINGER, C. R,, President,

Casavant Freres
CHURQH LIMITER
Organ Builders

ST. HYACINTHE QUEBEO

Benjamin Blonde

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

CHATHAM, ONT

Lighining Battery Service
294 York St. N. R. Freight Sheds
862 Dundas et ure Fonden, Ont.

Phone 8570 12z P et
REGO RADIATOR REPAIR

Hour. In or out o ;mu Oar
“WE ENOW HOW"
Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. G. KAISER
Phone 7249 M Nights 1006 J
180 Fullarton 8t. London, Ont,

Opp. (

OVER 90 'YEARS IN BUSINESS

BOILERMAKERS RENGINEERS

Write For Heating Boiler Catalogue




