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CHAPTER XV.,—CoNTINUED

Louise could scarcely realize her
situation, alone, above the world,
with her beloved in her arms. Time
stood still, the stare came closer in
a body, as if a million witnesses to
her happiness. It was all so quiet
and lonesome up among the crags,
among the scenes tragic and melo-
dramatic. She felt it a glorious
climax to a day of peril. In but
a few short hours life seemed to
have changed for her, she had been
snatched from & burning hell to
a paradise of peace.

Now and then imperious voices of
the gypsies below came floating up
to her. She recognized the orders,
the same old sharp commands of
camp breaking. It was good to sit
there in the starlight and know that
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the gypsies were going away, per- |

haps out of her life forever., She
Ustened again—more intently. Then
came to her the sounds of creaking
wheels, the whinnying of horses on
the start, guttural voices of the
older-gypsies and shrill eries of chil-
dren. Out beyond the grove moved
the cavalcade, out and to the north,
down through the river channel

swollen by the rain and acroes into |
the flats, until the caravan became |

silent and welded into the blue and
brown where sky and mesa meet.
Jack stirred and opened his eyes.
** Louise.”
“Yes, Jack.”
““You slways come when I
you most.,"”

I help you 7"’

* Louise I'll
You came to me before when I
wanted help. And now you're here
again, with me when I need to have
you close.’

*“I'm happy to be with you, always
happy when I'm with you. Why,
Jack, I want to be with you
always.”

“Do you really, Louise ?
glad to hear you say that.
ever sure that you cared.””

“Jack 1 always cared. I cared
weeks and weeks ago, even when
I first met you. And then you saved
my life, saved me from Pemella.
But the gypsies have gone. They're
out there in the North now.”

* They couldn’t have gone with-
out a chief. Tulane must have—
must have taken hold, for Pemella’s
dead.”

* Dead, Jack ?”

““Yes, the lightning struck him
down. He fell back over the cliff.
He must be dead.”

“ Louise clasped his hand passion-
ately.

““Then there’s no
you—just you, Jack.”

Jack started to raise himself to
answer. But Louise held him close
to her bosom.

** Jack I'll have you now to pro-
tect me always, won't I 7"’

“* Now and forever Louise.” His
worde echoed back and forth across
the distance of her soul as she knelt
closer to him and clasped him
tightly to her breast

A loud haloo from the plains
reached their ears.

‘“ Here come the
ejaculated ringingly.

Louise returned the call. A few
minutes later the riders, led by
Buster Christian, came puffing up
the slope. A shout of delight rose
in chorus as they perceived Jack
safe in Louise’s arms.

‘“ Jack, Jack, how are you?”
Buster cried, springing to his side.

‘* Stunned a bit but raring to go.”

‘“ At-a-boy, Jack,”” andashelooked
across the short distance that separ-
ated Jack from Louise he saw the
twinkle of happiness and content-
ment in Louise’s eyes. *‘ Louige
it’s great to see you safe and—happy.
Why from the way the Indian talked
you were both just hanging on.”

Louise laughed softly. ‘' Well,
we both want to get back to the
ranch. It seems ages since I've
been there.”

‘““ Well, the sooner the better.
Mrs. Trichell is running up here
afoot. John Trichell can’t hold her
back.”

Buster lifted Jack in his arms.
Slowly in the darkness the group
passed down and out upon the plain
to the ponies.

Near the bottom of the pass gray
forms ¥lided behind the rocks and
watched the intruders pass. When
they had gone they returned to snap
and snarl and leap at the body held
fast in the jutting rocks above.

always need

I'm
I wasn’t

one now but

boys,” Louise

CHAPTER XVI.
A SECRET OF THE PAST

‘“ The beginning and the end came
at the same time,” replied Jack
when Louise and the Trichells, in
company with Buster Chrietian,
after hearing him relate some of
his experiences of the day before
gqueried him the following evening
about the fight at Roundtop.

‘ Pemella was in the act of leap-
ing toward me when a ball of fire
came right out of the sky and
glanced off hie shoulder. It spread
everywhere, on the rocks, trees, in
the air. He seemed wrapped in a
flame. Something like the blast
from an open furnace rushed on me.
-All my nerves tingled. Pemelia
was swaying back and forth. Then
with a loud ery he fell backward
off the cliff. The flash of vivid
light blinded me and I experienced
a sensation as if I were being swung

need |

o ~__ | visit the Grand Canyon this summer. |
** Do you need me now Jack ? Can |
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out into a pool of fire. That’s about
all I remember until I awakened.”’
1 Jack looked recollectively up toward
| Roundtop, where, hidden under a
| clump of trees, a fresh mound told
| its story.

" But the best piece of news,”
Jack brightened and continued, ** ig
| that Tulane has gone.”
| " Well, Jack, now that he’s gone
we might as well tell you that he
swore he would get you,” Buster
spoke.

“Yes ? Well now that he's gone
I might as well tell you that he
came mighty close to getting me.
Do you remember the night of the
stampede 7 Well, Tulane was the
boy who shot me in the shoulder ?”

A cry of astonishment flew from
their lips.

‘“ And you never said a word !”’
exclaimed Mrs. Trichell. ** Jack,
that's just like you. If you had,
the boys would have riddled him.
But thank God he’s gone.”’

‘“And young lady,” counseled
John Trichell, turning toward
Louise. ** Hereafter I believe it

gypsy camps.”’

to, bereafter,” put in Mrs. Trichell.
““Tulane’s going is & good riddance,
By the way, Louise, was there any
mail yesterday 7 I'm beginning to

think that you'’re a mighty poor |

mailman,”’

“Oh, yes, two letters for you
and one for Jack. I left them in
the mail pouch ; I'll get them.”’

* From Dad,”’ announced Jack in
| eagernese. ‘‘ Excuse me ; I'll read
it. You won’t mind will you ?”’
At times during the reading of
| the letter Jack's eyes brightened.
At the end he read aloud :

*“ The Gallagers and Janet are to

I have induced them to stop off at

Terlton and I shall go along with |

them. We will leave here Sunday
night and should arrive in Terlton
| by Wednesday. You probably know

| what time the Golden State stops |

there. 1 will be so glad to see you,
but let me say that Janet has lost
some of her seashore ardor. So
don’t be disappointed.”’

‘*“Can you imagine that ?
thinks the Golden State
stops here regularly.
arrange in Chicago to have it stop
he’ll be lucky.
great to see them all again.”

Later the same day Louise joined
Jack upon the porch that swung
around the side of the house. Jack’s
head was throbbing not only from
the stunning lightning flagh but
from wondering how his father
would like Louise, what he would
say when his eye fell upon her. How
should he introduced Louise to him,
explain her family ?

The appearance of Louise brought
on a question.

‘“ Janet is the same girl you were
telling me of recently, isn’t she ?"’

*If you mean .the one who has
forgotten me, yes. You see what
Dad says, ‘has lost some of her sea-
ardor.” How well Dad puts it.
other words, Jack old boy, you have
dropped piumb out of her mind.”’

‘“ Are you sure 7"’

“Just as sure as a jack rabbit
hops. There’s plenty of evidence.
She hasn’'t written me a line in a
month. Does that look as if she’s
running over with affection 7"’

‘“ But perhaps when she sees you
again the old friendship will come
back.”

‘“ Not when she takes & peep at
you.
will. She probably thinks the West
as ovild as in '89 and that there’s
nothing here but Indians and tepees.
But you’ll like Janét even if she
is a bit independent. Wouldn’t you
call a girl who refused to answer
your letters independent ?”’

“ Rather. Jack I'm wondering if
your father will want you to go
back East with him.” She failed
to cloak her grave concern.

‘“ Hardly, unless I've told him
that I’ve won a fortune. After all
that’s what I came West for, to win
a fortune and I believe I've done
that.”

‘ When 7"’
whisper,

‘““Oh, in the last few months.
Fortunes don’t always come out of
the earth. Sometimes they walk
on top of the earth.”

‘“ In the East, perhaps.”’

‘“ No, in the west, in Oklahoma.’’
Leaving the intimation to Louise he
continued, *‘ But won’t I be glad to
see Dad again and explain every-
thing to him? I've told him all
about you, or as much as I know,
at least. But you will have to tell
me all about yourself before Dad
comes. If you don’t, how in the
world can I [explain your family
to him ?”

To Louise came the resurgence of
feeling that she had experienced
once béfore when Jack had ques-
tioned her about her family. In
gsearching for an answer only &n
immenge void met her straining
mind. How she could piece together
a reply from the fragments of
broken memories, vague, indefinite.
Were she to lay bare her soul she
could find no echo of the unknown
early days. But she could equivo-
cate no longer, she must ery out
that her past was as nameless as
the soft stirrings of her soul within.
It would be running counter to her
conscience to keep silent under it
all. The only way left was to
throw open her life and bow to the
inevitable. There was shame, yes,
but not the burning consciousness
of wrong dome. It clung to her
from association, It could not be
scored against her yet it was hers
to fester and pain. Were some kind
providence to whisper but one word

Dad
Limited

was Louise’s startled

| —her name—within her ears she
could rise and face the world. She
would be transformed from a name.
less urchia to high womanhood in a
fleetinig second. The stigma would
fade under the light of knowledge
Louise was overcome with an eager
desire to unburden her soul to Jack,
to tell him her innermost secrets, to
depend upon his understanding, his
friendship, perhaps his love, to see
it all. Before she could again weigh
the situation she found herself
speaking.

** Jack the secret of my family
went last night when the gypsies
moved to the north.”

*“ Why, what do you mean 7"’ he
asked, startled with the enigma.

‘““1 mean that the only person in

| the world who knows my family is

Nava, the gypsy queen,”’

‘““Nava ? How did she come to
know 7"

‘* She claims that I am a gypsy.”’

“A gypsy?’ gasped Jack,
astounded. ‘‘ You don’t believe
that 1"

would be a good idea for you to |
stay at home and not snoop around |

| OLD JOHN, THE SEXTON
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My brother, Mr. Jim, the servants
call him, is a great story-teller, and
lo these many years it has been his
wont to entertain my little folks
with his wonderful stories, espe-
| cially of Winter evenings does he so

while away the time, seated before
the bright open fireplace, with its
| huge black and brass andirons, its
big back-log and piles of smaller
wood, all burning and cracking so
merrily. With little Jimmie, his
name-sake on his knees and Willie
| and Johnny and Mary, all little
| stair-steps sitting around him, and
he with his big brier pipe in his
mouth, the smoke curking about
| him, is sure the very picture of con-
tentment, and the children—why,
their smiling faces and bright eyes
tell their childish pleasure. I am
rather proud of my big brother Jim,
my old-bachelor brother who has
made his home with us these mandy
years, and Oh ! but wouldn’t we all
miss him! Fairy stories and the
| like are the sort brother generally
tells the children and I enjoy them
| most a8 much as the little folks ;
but this particular evening he
seemed rather sober-like, and after
supper we all huddled up close to
| the fire, the weather being winter-
| ish, and he told us this true story.
| I was so much taken with it and its
| beautiful lesson that as soon as I
{ got the children to bed that night |
| sat down and made some notes of
| the pretty story, and I will now try
to give it just as Jim told it to the
| children and me.
| ‘'Sister, you recall the funeral of
| John, the sexton, at St. Mary’s
| some six weeks ago, and do you
| remember Father James in his short
| sermon on the occasion réferred
briefly to the deceased, saying his
life ‘'was & most splendid example
| of the power of the Rosary 7"’ Of
course I remember the funeral of
| poor simple old John, who had been
| sexton at St. Mary’s for a dozen
| years or more, and the children,
| too, remembered him kindly, for
| the little ones at the parish
{ chool all loved old John ; he was
| always so kind and friendly with
ithem, keeping the play-ground in
Isuch nice shape for them always,
| the school rooms so clean and neat.
‘“Well, you remember, too, that
| Father James in his short talk said
|in his opinion John Randolph (no
one ever heard his last name until
Father mentioned .it then,) was a
near saint and he believed his
departed soul was then enjoying the
Beatific Vision; that he would at
‘ some future time give & sermon on
| the Rosary devotion, using incidents
‘ in the life of this humble old sexton
to show the great power of God’s
Holy Mother with her Divine Son.”’
| Father James, you must know is
our assistant pastor and has been
ordained only a few years ; further-
more, he is named for Brother, as
his father and James are very close
friends, in fact old classmates in
college years and years ago.

“Well, folk-ses,”” continued my
brother, “Father James gave me
the other evening—you know the
evening I took supper with him and
our good pastor ?—the intensely
interesting life story of old John and
as he will refer to this in his sermon
next Sunday at High Mass, Rosary
Sunday, you know, I guess there
can be no harm in my giving you
and the kiddies the story. It's a
beautiful one, most of it, and sad,
too, but it’s well worth the telling.

“Father explained he knew next
to nothing of John’s life as a young
man, a8 he was naturally reticent ;
that, in fact, it was only a year or
8o before that he by the merest
accident got an inkling of the real
character of the sexton and only by
the greatest tact did he learn the
outline of the old man’s history ;
but I'll let Father James tell it in
his own way as nearly as I can
remember his language :

‘‘About a month or so before
John's death I had a sick call about
one o’clock in the morning and it
was necessary for me to eall John to
hitch up my horse to our old buggy.
I went to John’s little cabin and
rapped on his door ; not receiving
any response I tried the door, found
it unlocked and entered. Imagine
my surprise when I noticed poor
John’s comfortable bed was unoccu-
pied, in fact the covering undis-
turbed! And my suspicion was
doubly increased when by the
dim light from the moon peering
through the slazy curtains of the
one window I saw John asleep on the
bare floor with his coat for a pillow.
Now I had once before accidently

"

noticed the oldd man on his knees
before the Blessed Sacrament, hay.
ing gone into the church at 10
o’clock one night for my Ordo, that
I had left in the sacristy. Jobh on
that occagion was kneeling upright
and unsupported on the very top
step of the altar ; so absorbed at
his devotion was he that I slipped
out without attracting his attention.
I had frequently observed him in
the early morning hours making
the Stations, but [ had no idea he
was doing really heroic penance in
hig little cottage.

“I woke the man from his hard
couch on the floor, and asked him
to hitch up old Ben and drive me
himself out to old Mr. Lynch to
whom I was taking the Holy Viati-
cum,

“It was unusual for me to ask
John to drive me on these sick calls,
as | generally went alone, but the
knowledge of his grand character
as demonstrated in the penitential
attitude I had witnessed that night
made me feel sure he would esteem
it a great privilege to accompany
me with the Blessed Sacrament.
Returning home that night 1 scolded
John for his seeming carelessness of
his health shown in the way he was
treating his old body, but he simply
laughed it off with the remark,
‘Well, Father James, there was
a time when I treated this old body
of mine by far too indulgently, &0
turn about is fair play ; and you
gee, too, Father, I'm none the worse
for wear.’

*“The more I thought of this little
incident, as the days passed by, the
more I came to the conclusion that
John R. was not the poor ignorant
gimple soul he pretended to be ; so
ong.evening I got him closeted with
me in my study, and in a diplo-
matic, tactful way (yod know,
James, I'm a born diplomat—trust
my Irish blood for that!) dug the
whole story out of the unsuspecting
man.

“John was not simple, at least
had not alwaye been so, nor was he
uneducated, but in fact proved to be
a classical scholar, a graduate of
one of the gmeat secular univergi-
ties. Indeed it was his university
training that came near to being his
undoing, for he had simply absorbed
all the materialistic ideas of the
philosophers of unbelief and mater-
1alism ; had asa result seemingly
lost his faith, the belief of his
sainted old mother, and in our talk
I ascertained had at one time pub
lished one or more books which
proved big sellers and made him a
rich man. When he told me the
name of one of the books, 1 was
dumbfounded. 1 had heard of it
often, and often too of the dreadful
results of its reading in the lives of
many young students in the years
gone by, and I recalled too that a
new edition had been promised by
the publisher, which for some
reason until then unknown, never
appeared.

‘““‘By using my Irish wit and ten-
acity I dug the whole story out of
him. It seems about the time the
new and revised edition was ready
for the press John met with a
simple accident which changed his
entire life. Passing along the
street in one of our large cities one
morning some electrician repairing
one of the big lamps of the great
white way accidently dropped a
wrench, a large heavy one, from a
considerable height and it struck
John, who was passing by, on the
head, and poor John was taken to
the Sister’'s hospital where he
lingered between life and death for
gseveral days. When John came to
this part of the story, tears were
streaming down his cheeks and in
broken words he explained how
during the days of his recovery the
face of his dear dead mother kept
coming before him, and scenes of
his happy childhood, the happy
family in the old home and above
all the picture of his good mother
with the children kneeling about
her and all reciting the Blessed
Mother’s Beads at the bedtime
hour. He couldn’t get away from
these old scenes, try however he
would, and then he remembered
how this same good faother when
dying had made each of her
children promise her faithfully that
come what might in their lives he
or she would never, never forget to
say the beads every single day, and
John had promised with the others.
But John grew careless as time
went by, until finally he dropped
the practice altogether and his
faulty university training did the
rest. But, and here with a thank
God! John continued, ‘Father
that new edition of that unfortun-
ate book then and there died aborn-
ing and my mother’s old Rosary
Beads, for she had given them to
me, replaced it. And, Father, in
the Providence of a Loving God, it
was my mother's beads and those
early days of their devout recital
that made a man of me, for, thank
God, I've been more of a real man
here as the old sexton of St. Mary’s
than I ever had been in the days of
my false pride, the days of my
riches and worldly renown. As a
great thinker and writer I was only
a Whitened Sepulchre ; as John, the
poor gexton, I am Mary's child.
Then it was hell for my poor soul,
now, please God, it will be heaven
and my dear old mother again!”
—F, L. Clements.

e

Everything we read makes us
better or worse, and by a necessary
consequence, increages or lessens
our happiness.

If our hearts were inflamed with
love of our heavenly country we
should eagily bear exterior cold.—
St. Francis of Assisi.

BELGIUM’S CATHOLIC
LEADER MOURNED

GEO. A. HELLEPUTTE, DEPUTY,
CABINET MINISTER AND
COLLEGE PROFESSOR
By Rev. J. Van der Heyden
(Louvain Correspondent, N, C, W, Q)

The city of Louvain, its univer.
sity, and in fact the whole of
Belgium, are mourning the passing
of a citizen, whose work as teacher,
social worker, statesman and econo-
mist proclaimed and will continue
to proclaim for generations a great-
ness that was wholly built upon
love for the Church and love for the
people.

George A. Helleputte, Deputy,
Minister of State, Professor of
Architecture, co-founder, with the
late Abbe Mellaerts, of the power-
ful League of Peasants, was for
vears one of the great leaders of
the ‘Catholic party in Belgium, an
orator and debator who could sway
the masses at will and in the
Chamber, compelled attention, even
when disorder reigned.

He was but twenty-one years of
age when, in 1872, he graduated,
the first of his class, from the
Engineering School of Ghent Uni-
versity., His college achievement
obtained for him at once a place as
engineer of the Belgium State
Railways and a year later a pro i
fessorship at the Catholic Univer- |
sity of Louvain, where he "l‘x'h'ui,
the course in architecture. '

A lover, 3,
poor and lowly, George Helleputte
could not be content with devoting
his talents to the teaching of the
sons of the well-to-do. The children
of the workérs claimed his atten-
tion as well. To assure to them the
advantages of a sound technical
preparation for their respective
tasks in life, and to see them
thoroughly imbued with Christian
and Catholic principles, he founded
in Louvain, in the shadow of the
University, a mode! trades’ school.
In it he interested the best of his
University students and with them
made it a flourishing institution, of
which the city and the country at
large are justly proud. He re-
mained paternally devoted to it all
through life. It trains mechanics
and craftsmen in their various
trades and at the same time pre-
serves them from the influence of
socialism, which has made sadly
destructive inroads in many indus-
trial centers in Belgium.

His great dream was at one time
the restoration of the Middle Age
Guilds, in a form adapted to
modern conceptions and circum-
stances. The nearest approach to
the realization of this dream were
the Democratic Léague, which owes
its existence to him and the
Peasants’ League. Both, especially
the latter, have been mighty
bulwarks against further develop-
ment of Marxist theories.

The concern manifested by Pro-
fessor Helleputte for the welfare
of the masses, his activity and his
oratorical talents, sent him, in the
year 1889, . to the Chamber of
Deputies. The voters kept him
there uninterruptedly till the day
of his death. For twenty-two
years of this long parliamentary
career, he sat on the Miniaters’
Bench,—in Belgium the King's
Ministers are generally chosen from
among the Members of Parliament
—either as Minister of Railways,
Minister of Agriculture and
Minister of Public Works, or of two
of these departments at the same
time.

His democratic tendencies drew
him early into the long-drawn-out
fight, still going on, of the
Flemish-speaking people for the
same linguistic rights enjoyed by
their Walloon fellow - citizens.
Though Flemish was not Helle-
putte’s mother tongue, he mastered
the language so thoroughly that the
Flemish Academy elected him to
membership and the Davidsfonds,
a Catholic association for the pro-
motion of Flemish literature and
art, hailed him for years as its
president.

His country, his King, and many
foreign lands showered honors
upon the man who wrought on and
on for half a century to foster his
land’s weal ; but of all the honors
and titles that became his, there
was none that he prized, with any
degree of comparison, as he prized
his title of Christian and Catholic.
On his obituary, the long nomen-
clature of distinctions heaped upon
him at home and from abroad
beginse with the modest mention :
““Member of the Third Order of St.
Francis and of the Men’s Sodality
of the Blessed Virgin.”” He was,
indeed, a Tertiary and a Sodalist
who assisted at Mass daily to the
day of his death inclusive ; for it
was while a Jesuit Father cele-
brated the Holy Sacrifice in a
private chapel opening into his bed-
room that George A. Helleputte
breathed his last.

In the Chamber of Deputies, after
the homage paid to the departed
colleague by the Socialist Presi-
dent, M. Brunet and by the Prime
Minister, M. Theunis, the Catholic
Deputy, M. De Bue, speaking in the
name of the Catholic members
said : ““We mourn with parliament
and country over the loss that is
ours a8 well; but I ask to be
allowed to add the expression of
the sorrow of the right wing of this
asgembly for the loss of so grand a
Christian, whose whole life was an
apostolate, and one of wunusual
activity., The thought of it
prompte our hope that God has
already conferred the merited
reward upon his faithful servant.
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Phone 7944 W Estimates Free

C. L. LILEY & SONS

BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT
CONTRACTORS

Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to
340 william Street London, Ont

London Vinegar Works

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

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

J. F. DOYLE

CARPENTER
ALTERATIONS AND REPAIRS
Oak Flooring a Specialty
PHONE 24710
206 Grosvenor 8t. London, Ont.

“@indows

Chuech Painting
" Tecorating.

Desigms and Bstimales on regaed
ROBERY  MS CAUSLAND * LIMITED
141143 SPADINA. AVE. TORONTO

RCH-WiNDOws

/Q;CJIGNfST
ALITY
—"MADE |N CANADA

—BY COMPETENT ARTISTS

J.PO'SHEA&Co:

15. 19 PERREAULT LANE Monrrear, Que.

London |

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOT A RIES, Eto

A. E. Knox T. Louis Monahan
George Keough Arthur Kelly

Offices : Continental Life Building
OORNER BAY AND RIOCHMOND STREKTS
TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
}L\l'.MIFl‘hKH, SOLICITORS, &o,
Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Builaing,
TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J. Harg
T. M. Mungovan

LUNNEY & LANNAN
BARRISTERS, S0LIOI T'ORB, NOTARIE

Harry W, Lunney, K.C,, B A.. B.O.)
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

CALGARY, ALBYRY

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

James K. Day, K. O,
Joseph P. Walsh

Hes, Lakeside 1596

2696
Hillerest 1087 Main 1583

Lee, O’'Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solicitors, Notarles, Eto.
W. T. J. Lee, B.O.L. J. G, O'Donoghue, K,0
1"'):1 H AKIL
Offices 241-242 Confederation Life O by
8. W, Corner Queen ‘l. d \'xr‘.nx-nfia:'iullo.e"
TORONTO, OAN
y Ty v yr
)‘ TR ) 2. | 7
l\hhl)‘ s I\ ‘Isl hll & }\hlthﬁ
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
NOTARIES
W. E. Kelly, K. C, J. Porter David K. K
Crown Attorney County Treasurer
Solicitors For Norfolk ( ounty Council
SIMCOE, ONT., CANADA.,
DENTAL

lly

MICHAEL J. MULVIH]
L.D.8,D.D. S
% PEMBROKE STREET W,
PEMBROKE, ONT.
PHONE 178

Dr.W.

Office and
Residence—

S. Westland
DENTIST

287 QUEENS AVE, LONDON

Beddome, Brown, Cronyn
and Pocock

INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 608 W
392 Richmond 8t LONDON, CANADA

James R. Hasleft

Sanitary ‘@ Heating Engineer

Agent for Fess Oil Burners

521 Richmond 8t. London, On«

UPHOLSTERING

Of All Kinds Chesterfiel
CHAS.
Richmond St.

Opposit

Where Do You Go Wher
You Wi

1s Made to Order

1. QUICK
London, Ont.
8t. Peter’s Parish Hall

“Say it With" »

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

.,
St. Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT
Business “»ng(: Department,
High School or Academic Department,

College and Philosophical Department
Address

REV. W, A, BENINGER, O, R,, President,

Casavant Freres
CHURCH LIMITER
Organ Builders

8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEO

Benjamin Blonde

General Contractor
CHURCHES

and Educational Institutions a Specialty
Estimates furnished on request

CHATHAM, ONT.

Lightning Battery Service
294 York St. Opp. C. N. R. Freight Sheds
862 Dundas (et siation London, Ont.
Phone 8370

REGO RADIATOR REPAIR

Hour. Inoroutof your Oar
“WE KENOW HOW"

Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. G. KAISER
Phone 7249 M Nights 1006J
150 Fullarton 8t. London, Ont.

YOVER 180 VEARS INBUSINESS

ELEONARD‘&SO S

LONDON CANADA, “'

BOILERMAKERS & ENGINEERS,

Write For Heating Boiler Catalogue




