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CHAPTER XV.
NEW BORN TO GREATNESS

Tulane’e horse frightened by the 
thunderclap fled before him through 
the brush. Circling the camp the 
drenched man dashed under the 
dripping trees and reached a shel
tering rock. He felt that Pemella 
had hidden Louise somewhere near 
the camp and was waiting for 
nightfall to hitch the horses and 
move on under cover of darkness. 
The riderless pony, the deserted 
Gulch and no trace of Louise con
vinced him that she had been cap
tured by Pemella and carried off to 
a rendezvous. But eventually he 
must come to camp by the rock 
guarding the trail. From his posi
tion Tulane could observe the trail 
running red with water and the 
tents rocking under the gusts of 
wind.

Not until the storm had passed 
and twilight fallen did he stir from 
the rock. He would go back to the 
ranch. It was possible that Louise 
already was there and Pemella in 
town moojred by the storm. As he 
trailed back over the path it carried 
him upward before it veered off 
toward the clearing to the south 
and the ranch.

It occurred -to Tulane as he was 
scaling the incline that Pemella 
might have carried Louise to the 
cave. The surmise forced him to a 
new decision. Instead of turning 
out on the plain he continued on up 
the mount. Goaded to decisive 
action he climbed hastily through 
the gathering dusk. Not once 
checking his footsteps he arrived at 
the top breathless, puffing but 
suspended gasps, expecting to see 
Pemella and Louise struggling 
furiously, as if they could have 
fought on through the storm until 
night.

At the very summit Tulane 
crouched low, in surprise. There 
before him lay a man face down
ward. HUf trained eye told him he 
had been lying there a long time 
for his clotfling was soaked by the 
storm. He swept the rocky shelf 
with his eye, searching for the 
man’s foe. Only the displaced 
boulder sealing the cave transfixed 
his attention. Tulane walked 
slowljr forward expecting an attack 
from ambush. Nervously he turned 
the man’s body.

It was Jpck Corcoran.
Mystery piled upon mystery in 

Tulane’s wondering brain. An 
intense show of consternation crent 
to his eyes. The incomprehensible 
situation of Jack lying there near 
the overhanging cliff, alone, seem
ingly lifeless, stirred his imagina
tion into a phantasmagora of 
puzzled pictures. Tulane bent to 
touch Jack’s arm. Before his finger 
nerves could register the sensation 
he looked up, startled, to see Louise 
and Singing-in-the-Rain approach
ing from the side of the cave.

Tulane stopped back speechless. 
Louise fell forward and placed her 
hand on Jack’s face. It was wet 
and warm, and the warmth sent a 

1 bound of hope through her body. 
Behind her the Indian stood im
mobile.

“Jack are you hurt? Jell me," 
she pleaded urgently. A large 
blue mark showed above his fore
head. Louise wiped the dirt and 
grime from his face and raised his 
head but it fell back against her 
breast. She' rubbed his hands 
animatedly, pushed back his drip
ping hair and spoke to him, her 
voice quivering as that of a mother 
bending over a sick child.

“Jack! Jack!" she whispered. 
"Won’t you speak?"

A long tremor shot through hie 
body. She thought she saw his 
hand move—just a semblance of 
motion.

“Jack speak to me. Are you 
badly hurt?”

He opened his eyes slowly for a 
moment that passed as a year. 
When he reopened them her face 
was over his and he caught the 
gleam of her eye.

“ Jack this is Louise.”
“Louise!” he ejaculated, as if 

unable to understand.
“Yes, Louise. Do you recognize 

me ?”
“ Yea, yes, but he’s gone.”
"Who’s gone?’,’
“ Pemella !"
Tulane leaned closer as he heard 

the name. The scowl of contempt 
shot from his twitching face.»

" Where is he ?” inquired Louise.
“ Gone, the lightning struck, he’s 

gone.”
Tulane’s black eyes glinted with a 

new fire. He gazed awkwardly and 
with an intentness that showed 
some great thought had swung into 
his brain. Then he leaped toward 
the brink of the gulf. Far below 
on a small ledge he saw the dark 
form, twisted, broken, caught 
among the crags. Tulane’s eyes 
peered down through the gloom as 
an animal's seeking prey, his 
quarry in sight. Overcome by a 
feeling of exultation, a cry of 
triumph as if it had been stored up 
for years, sprang from his throat. 
In a bound he reached the head of 
the trail and plunging, sliding, 
hurried down the slope. Near the 
bottom he dashed under the wet 
trees, slipped along high boulders 
and climbed toward the ledge wflere 
hung the body of his brother. In 
the blackness of the small gorge he 
perceived a red sear across his face
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turned blue in agonizing death. 
Even his eyes seemed to be shot 
with a ghastly color accentuated by 
the livid flesh. The eight of 
Pemella's body in' the rocks filled 
him with fear, the outstretched 
arms annealed to him for aid. 
Instead h/unleashed hie impounded 
desire for unlimited possession. 
Tulane cringed for a moment. 
Flinching and cohering until the 
gathering shadows hastened him to 
his purpose, he reached up, pulled 
the ring with the large blue stone 
from Pemella’s finger, gloated over 
the prize momentarily and turned

Suickly toward the camp. Gross, 
omlnant, flushed with triumph, in 

that supreme moment he felt a 
mastery over space, the stars, the 
sky. The camp under the trees was 
his vehicle to move to greatness, the 
world was hie kingdom. What 
cared he now for a mere woman. 
Louise was but one of a hundred 
who had come into his life. But he 
was chief of the band, monarch of 
his survey/ *

Nava was near the evenipg fire. 
A long line of shadows rocked back 
and forth before her, on her, like 
phantoms in ribald action.

Tulane slipped up from the sur
rounding darkness and shouted in 
stentorian voice: "Fetch ‘the 
horses ! Hook the teams ! We go 
now—Arizona, California, Mexico, 
on to the fiesta.”

"Fool!”
The lone word flung icily in his 

face chilled and then heated his soul.
“ Get ready 1 say you daughter of 

Pojar. We go, now, now ! On ! 
Pemella is dead. I lead the band.
I go to Orizaba and speak for the 
tribe this winter.”

“ My curse will----- ’’
His answer was to glide snakelike 

toward her and dangle the ring in 
front of her startled eyes. The 
light from the campfire glinted on 
it until it assumed huge propor
tions.

Nava gasped in dismay and pain
ful surprise. Inwardly she blazed 
with indignation, but she must 
obey. With sluggish step she 
turned and shouted commands to 
the men.

Tulane slipped through pools of 
water to Pemella’s tent. It was 
dark and the objects smelled damp. 
Queerly, he thought, the ring felt 
heavy upipn his finger. He looked 
at the stone and rubbed it slowly, 
then vigorougly. It seemed to light 
with a beautiful fire. Down in the 
body of the stone he could see eyes, 
big, black dilated orbs but they 
were dead. Tulane looked about 
him in fear, then clasped the ring 
between his hands as if to shut out 
the stare from the lifeless eyes. An 
uncontrollable impulse to run from 
this hideous thing sprang upon 
him. Rushing out to where the 
men were hitching the horses he 
urged them to greater speed. He 
ordered his tent thrown and with 
jumbled paraphernalia the men 
clambered into the wagons, shouted 
to th*e horses, and the camp moved 
on.

From the rim rock near the river's 
edge Tulane looked back to where 
the campfire was sending sparks up 
through the wet leaves. Down in 
the gorge along the rocky footpiece 
of the hill Tulane saw two eyes 
gazing at him from the clump of 
trees long after the wagons had 
passed on through the shallow flats. 
With writhing feelings he opened 
his clasped hands and gazed at the 
wide golden band. The stone was 
dark but as he peered there came 
stealing from the gloom, as stars 
through murky clouds, two eyes, 
glowing, filled with life. They 
were sad with no hint of malignant 
stare and as he gazed they grew 
livid, glassy, the same eyes that 
looked down from the cadaverous 
body hung in the rocky hollows of 
the mount.

Across the river bed and on, the 
wagon train rattled, the wheels 
creaked, even until the gypsy chil
dren, huddled in ugly masses, fell 
asleep. On past the last clump of 
bluejacks where the night wind 
sang its requiem for the dead, the 
horses moved on and on until the 
mesa lay peaceful under the spell 
of the moon. Nature spoke to 
break the silence and at times the 
husky, sleepy drawl of the drivers 
sounded harsh. Back in the traitor 
van, a gypsy, new born to greatness, 
lay in dreamy seance. The shadow 
from Roundtop, now dim in the 
distance, seemed to follow in the 
wheeltracks of the caravan. A 
rocky jolt forced the man’s eyelids 
open and he glanced back over the 
sage to where the mountain tapered 
gauntly to the sky and blotted out 
a million stars with its peaked cap. 
Two pinpoints of light grew into 
globes of fire and stood there, sad, 
sunken, jaundiced. Never dimming 
they glowed on through the night 
while the gypsy fought the groups 
of winged scorpions and spirits that 
laid his conscience bare.

Louise turned but a fleeting 
glance toward Tulane as he dashed 
down the trail. While his actions 
puzzled her she was too busy devot
ing her attention to Jack to dwell 
upon them. Under her tfflnistra- 
tions his eyes closed. A flash of 
regret mingled with contentment 
came to her mind. She wanted to 
hear him speak for the sound of his 
voice thrilled her as if eternity had 
come nearer with him resting in her 
arms. The counter-current of 
satisfaction came from the realiza
tion that rest for his unstrung 
nerves was the salient craving of 
his physical being.

Light left the sky ; darkness fell. 
A rustle of air fragrant from the 
wet earth, came out of the west and 
died as suddenly as it was born.

Misty clouds floated in detached 
squadrons here and there, train 
bearers of the storm. The Indian 
stood picturesque by her side, his 
arms folded, as a spirit watching 
over the Hush and calm of the 
world. «

“ Do you know where the Circle H 
ranch is ?" Louise inquired anxiously.

“Me know long time,” he an
swered in monotone.
“Well, that's its light down 

there. See ?"
" Me no see light but me find 

ranch. Pony down there.”
“ Well hurry to the ranch and tell 

the boys to come for Jack and me."
The Indian disappeared down the 

trail. A little later Louise saw him 
in the dusk crossing-to the south. 
It would be only a matter of a few 
minutes now until help would come.

Jack’s announcement that Pemella 
had gone puzzled her. She would 
have liked to have questioned him 
further but he seemed to be resting. 
His head against her breast awak
ened faint dreams within. It un
locked a store of thrills to be so 
close to the one whom she—she dare 
not mention it. Who was she any
way, to presume love from such a 
man as Jack and she in turn to love 
him ? After all she was only a 
waif risen from the rut of gypsy 
life, rescued from a slave pen of 
cruelty, of crushed ffespair, of 
stuzted life. A product of sordid 
places and loved with the unquench
able love of an uncouth gypsy, 
dragged from city to desert, cursed, 
mistreated, she had ceased to hope 
for another life or another love. 
She had felt herself an unutterable 
part of creation, one of its lowest 
order. She could not gaze upward 
for all the light had been shut out 
from above. Her part was to 
grovel, to crawl in abasement, at 
the feet of those to whom she owed 
even her miserable existence. Now, 
tonight, had come the answer to 
her questioning of years. Was she 
born just to suffer and die, could 
that be all? Was there no glimpse 
of Paradise on earth ? Must Une 
wait until the next life for even a 
shadow of happinegs ? Was there 
never to be spoken a kind word into 
her ears or her heart to throb under 
the wonderment of love ? Must 
this strife and pang and pain within 
her breast forever endure until 
struck down in the dust or crushed 
by savage hands? Yes, the answer 
had come. It was created from the 
night’s silence closing in about her, 
from the throbbing heart of her 
lover- pulsating against her aide. 
Strong and full and free the answer 
came in her transport from agony 
and shame and filth to flowers and 
stars and peace. What was the 
answer to be divined from this 
heart roll thudding against her 
bosom, this fullness of life, this 
music within her ears ? It had 
come now and she knew. She was 
in love.

10 BE CONTINUED

DESIREE
Under the flowery canopy of a 

pink may tree in a secluded corner 
of the gardens of Ashwood Manor, 
Reine, the twelve-year-old daughter 
of the great house, and her play
mate, Desiree Ford, were reading 
together with intense interest a 
well-worn Life of Saint Teresa.

When they reached the end of 
their favorite chapter Reme lifted 
her head dreamily ; her blue eyes, 
grave and tender, rested pensively 
on the vague outline of distant hills, 
and her slender white fingers 
caressed the coral rosary hanging 
loosely from her wrist.

Desiree watched her without 
speaking. She knew very well 
what was in her companion's mind, 
for she and Reine Ashwood had 
loved and understood each other 
from babyhood, dissimilar though 
they were in many ways, Reine 
being of patrician birth, exquisite 
to look upon in her frail, delicate 
beauty, talented, accomplished, and 
pompssed of quite remarkable piety, 
while Desiree was just a sturdy, 
ordinary child, the daughter of the 
Manor head, gardener.

They had been drawn together 
chiefly by reason of their being both 
Càtholics, #and of Anglo-French, 
parentage, * and by their mutual 
clinging to French, the language of 
their cradle-songs, as the language of 
love and prayer. Heine’s mother, 
Lady Ashwood, who had early learnt 
to regret her impetuous marriage 
with a Protestant and dreaded the 
influence of the Protestant atmos
phere on her child, had been only 
too glad to encourage the intimacy 
between Reine and the little girl 
born in the same year to Celeste 
Martin, the faithful maid who had 
come intc exile with her when she 
h^d left France as a bride, and who 
had soon afterwards married Ford.- 
the gardener.

So ft was that Desiree became ^ 
constant visitor to the Manor, the 
companion of Heine’s daily walks, 
and the occupant of a seat in the 
luxurious motor which took Reine 
and her mother to daily Mass and 
frequent Benediction in the little 
Church of Saint Cecilia in the sleepy 
old county toifea three miles away.

Under the shadow of the pink 
may. Reine, after a little while, 
spoke her thoughts aloud.

“ And when I am grown-up, Des
iree,” she said softly, ” I, too will 
be a nun.”

Desiree nodded eager assent, 
feasting her eyes adoringly on the 
speaker’s lovely face, angelically 
fair and sweet in Its frame of flow
ing golden hair.

S|ie had heard Reine say that very 
often before, but the repetitiqp 
never wearied her, so entirely

delightful and appropriate did she 
find it that God should :all this 
qalntllest. loveliest and altogether 
most wonderful creature In the 
world to belong to Him alone, and 
that Reine should look forward 
longingly to the time when she 
would be able to respond.

'Desiree thought she could have 
imagined no other future for Reine 
Ashwood. So choice a flower could 
never have been mèant to bloom for 
the world/^dellght, or for a mortal's 
plucking.

Silently she interpreted the chang
ing expressions on Heine's face, and, 
sharing the joy and the fervor and 
the awed gratitude of her friend's 
innocent heart, she pictured to her
self the holy, calm, exalted life of 
the clois.er* and thought how her 
beloved little playmate would shine 
out in it, a star even amongst chosen 
souls.

" Oh, how happy you will be, 
Mademoiselle Reine I” she exclaimed 
warmly. You will become a great 
saint, oh, a very great saint 
itadeed !"

Reine kissed her.
" Pray that, I may,” she begged, 

sweetly. „
" Begin now, Desiree. Where 

are your beads? We will recite a 
Rosaçy together’"

Desiree produced with great care 
the pretty amber beads which had 
been her First- Communion gift 
from her friend.

“ Mettons-nous en la presence de 
Dieu, et adorons le," said Reine 
softly, raising her hand to make the 
holy sign.

Their Rosary recited, they were 
about to take up their book anew, 
when a voice was heard calling 
authoritatively, “ Desiree! Desiree!" 
and a woman in a neat gown of red 
and white linen appeared at the 
bottom of the tulip-bordered path 
which led up to the spot where 
they sat.

“ It is Maman !” said Desiree, 
springing up from the rustic bench 
in surprise.

“ Run and see what she wants," 
advised Reine. " I won’t- begin 
another chapter till you come 
back.”

Desiree went fleetly to meet her 
mother, whom, to her astonishment, 
she found agitated and trembling, 
with great tears raining down her 
plump olive cheeks.

“ Maman !” began the child, in a 
tone of distress, but Celeste silenced 
her immediately.

“ Hush ! Hush, Desiree ! Come 
here,” she said, and feigned to adjust 
the bow on her little daughter’s 
hair. “ Listen to me, petite, but 
make no sound that Mademoiselle 
Reine can hear. Something terrible 
has happened to Miladi. A runaway 
horse dashed into her motor as she 
was driving into town, and she was 
thrown out and killed on the spot. 
They are bringing her home now—up 
the drive. I saw them coming, I 
was at the House when the news 
came. I had taken round some lilac 
for Miladi’s room. Oh, Desiree, 
they have left it to me to tell 
Mademoiselle Reine ! But how can 
I do it ? It will break the sweet 
angel’s heart.”

Desiree stood as if turned to stone. 
Numb with horror, she looked across 
the trim garden at Reine, sitting 
with her golden head downbent over 
her book, turning the leaves in 
search of iomy pet passage, all 
unconscious of the tragedy which 
had befallen her.
“Oh, go, ' cherie,” whispered 

Celeste sobbingly, “go up to the 
House and wait for us, and pray 
the good God to have pity onMiladi’s 
soul, and to comfort The poor child 
who has no mother now but Our 
Lady in Heaven.

i Desiree lingered a moment watch
ing Celeste on her way to the little 
figure under the may tree, then she 
wheeled round and fled up the sun- 
flecked, path her lips mute, but her 
heart crying wildly in an agony of 
love and grief :

Reine ! Reine ! Reine ! God 
have pity on her ! Christ have pity 
on her ! Comforter of the Afpicted,
pray for her !”

; * * *
Desiree sat alone under the haw

thorn tree.
There were no blossoms on it now, 

only clusters of bright crimson 
berries, daily thinned by hungry 
birds, and the gardens, which in 
May-time had been a riot of bright 
bloom, were leaf-strewn and bare, 
denuded by sharp night frosts of 
even the hardy chrysanthemum.

Huddled up in her thick astrak-. 
han coat, Desiree sat in the wan 
light of the chill wintry afternoon, 
mourning the loss of her childhood’s 
friend. For the Manor was deserted, 
and Reine was across the sea in far
away, unknown France, where she 
had been sent three months ago to 
the care of her mother’s sister, 
Madame de Verdreuil. Her father, 
Sir Edwin, was wintering in Egypt, 
to distract his mind from his grief, 
so it was thought, though there were 
not wanting those who whispered 
that his grief had no very great 
depth to it, and that it would not 
sui prise them to see a new Lady 
Ashwood at the Manor before 
another winter came round.

From time to time Desiree raised 
to her lips the silver crucifix Reine 
had given her at parting, with 
aching heart reflecting how bitterly 
the little donor had wept on that 
dreadful day when she had left her 
beloved home and her friends for 
strangers and estrange land.

The letter which had reached 
Desiree from France had not tended 
to reassure her 6n her friend’s be
half, but on the contrary, gave her 
the impression that Reine was find
ing life far harder there than she 
had done at home.

“ Aunt Blanche is very handsome 
but she Is not In the least like 
Mamma. She dresses more magnifi
cently than any one I ever saw, 
and she and my cousin, Rosalie, who 
ie only a year oldpr than 1 am. look 
exactly like elegant fashion-plates. 
They laughed a little at me forbeing 
so dowdy and countrified.

" But that dodp not mean, dear 
Desiree, that theytare unkind to me, 
for I am happy. A.unt Blanche has 
bought me some very pretty frocks 
and takes me about a great deal. 
Paris is not very far away from 
here, you know, and T have already 
seen my dream of a convent school,. 
with dear, gentle nuns for teachers 
and disappointed at having to give 
up innumerable places of interest in 
that wonderful city.

“ I am not to go to school, as 1 
had hoped. Aunt Blanche said that, 
as Mamma had always considered 
me too delicate to be sent away from 
hume, she preferred toe to share 
Rosalies governess. She, Mile. 
Delorme, is very lively and witty, 
and Rosalie seems much attached to 
her. but I fear she is neither as 
intellectual nor as devout as my 
dear old Miss Winter, to whom I 
owe so much.

“ Rosalie does not care very much 
for lessons, except in singing and 
dancing, but she reads a great 
many novels. So do Aunt Blanche 
and Mile, Delorme. The house 
seems full of them. Yesterday I 
began une, but I did not understand 
it very well. Rosalie thinks I am 
very stupid.

“ Aunt Blanche continues to load 
me with pretty things, and when I 
told her that, indeed, I did not need 
so many, she laughed and said it 
would bo odd if 1 did not think 
differently soon. Then she took me 
into her room and showed me first 
a wonderful new gown which had 
just arrived from Paris, and after
wards her jewels, the magnificence 
of which almost took my breath 
away ; and, when 1 admired them 
all, she picked out a beautiful pearl 
necklace and held it up to the light, 
saying with a smile : ‘You shall 
wear this, Reine, when you make 
your debut.’ ’Oh, -but that will 
never be !’ I exclaimed in reply. 
‘1 have long ago made up my mind 
to become a nun the moment my 
education is finished. 1 do not wish 
to enter society.’ She seemed a 
little displeased at my saying this, 
and bade me never speak of it again, 
for, she said, my father had other 
views for me. I was so hurt and 
bewildered that I could do nothing 
but cry, but I felt better when she 
embraced me and explained that he 
thought I was too young as yet to 
know my own mind, but, no doubt, 
if I were still set on it when I grew 
up, he would not oppose my wishes.

“ If I were still set on it ! Oh, 
Desiree, how little they know ! As 
though anyone couldchange, having 
on* heard the Voice of the Beloved ! 
There are times—it is only to you 
that I could bring myself to men
tion this—when I feel a great doubt 
as to whether Aunt Blanche and 
Rosalie love- their religion very 
much. They and Mile. Delorme 
never go to Mass except on Sunday, 
and even then they are often late. 
One of the maids accompanies me 
on week-days, for it is not thought 
‘becoming’ here that I should walk 
through the village alone.”

The letter concluded with an 
appeal for many prayers and a sad 
little confession of homesickness 
which wrung the reader’s loving 
heart.

The second epistle was shorter, 
Madâmede Verdreuil was entertain
ing lavishly. The house was full of 
guests. Reine had only been able 
to scribble a few lines before start
ing for a matinee at a Paris theatre.

The third ! Desiree had wept 
over that again and again, for it 
contained a piteous farewell. 
Madame de Verdreuil did not 
approve of Heine’s corresponding 
with the daughter of her father’s 
gardener. Such an intimacy might 
be permissible in childhood, but now 
that Reine was growing^up it was 
better discontinued.

“ But I will never forget you, 
Desiree dear,” wrote Reine. “ We 
will always be sisters in soul, and 
sotoe day, when 1 am older and able 
to please myself, we shall meet 
again. Pray for me, Desiree, that 
the years may pass quickly, and 
that the future may bring me all 
the desires of my heart.

And so Desiree, lonelier than she 
had ever been in her life before, 
sought to comfort herself by haunt
ing the places richest in memories 
of Reine. She made no other friends, 
for no one, she felt, could take 
Heine’s place, and fragrant recollec
tions of her absent playmate were 
sweeter to her than the tangible 
presence of one less dear.

Her happiest momenta were spent 
in the little Church of Saint Cecilia, 
for it was there that she felt most 
closely united to Reine ; and, 
although there was no swift, luxur
ious car at her disposal now, she 
kept up her habit of daily Com
munion, trudging cheerfully to and 
from the town, regardless of what 
the weather might be.

Christmas passed, spring came, 
then summer, and with it the news 
that the local prophets had not been 
mistaken. Sir Edwin had married 
again, and was returning to Ash- 
wood Manor with his bride.

Desiree cherished a hope that 
Reine would also return now that 
the Manor was so soon to be open 
again, but it never materialized, 
and her very first glimpse of the 
second Lady Ashwood decided her 
that it was better so, and with Sir 
Edwin’s cold admission that Reine 
was well and still with Madame de 
Verdreuil she strove to be content.
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SPECIALISTS IN PORTRAITURE 

214 Dundas St. Phone 444
Photographer to the Particular

Geo. Wlnterbotlora & Son
Sheet Metal Workers
Agents Pease Furnaces

Phone 6880 W
510 Richmond 8t. London, Ont.

“PERFECT" Bicycles
The Bicycle of Quality

3 STORES
Main — 665 Dundas St, Phone 3426W 

402 Clarence 8t. Phone 1899F 
ABA Hamilton Road. Phone 8767W

HEXTER TAXI
(Formerly Marley-Hextcr)

Phone 2859 £ I)a/-aP,d Nl^hl serviceuuuc o arrd 7 Passenger Sedans
483 Richmond St., London, Oat.
PRICE ® HAWKE

Auto Electric Service 
Presto-O-Lite Battery Service Station

NEW ADDRESS
381 Wellington St. Phone 8500 

London, Ont.

J. A. BARNARD
Sole Agent for Harley-Davldson

Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repairs

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

ART WILKES
BALLOON TIRE HEADQUARTERS

Vulcanizing and Repairs of All Kinds 
PHONE 2334

364 Wellington St. London, Ont.
Phone 7944 W Estimates Free

C. L ULEY & SONS
BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT 

CONTRACTORS
Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to

340 William Street London. Ont

PREVENTS FIRES
SAVES LOSSES

There is no protection against 
nve as reliable as the

“AUTOMATIC”
SPRINKLERS

as installed by us. We can give you a list 
of users who have been saved severe losses 
by our Automatic" Sprinkler System.

E«timates Given

The Bennett & Wright Co.
LIMITED

77-81 King Street London, Ont.

(Eaailanîi 
iSÜiiibohis

ROBERT^ TMKCSIUSLSIND • LIMITED
SI’.YPINA AVE. TORONTO

mJIGHEST 
QUALITY

MADE IN CANADA 
BV COMPETENT ARTISTS

JPO’SHEA&Coî
IS. 19 PERREAULT LAME Moi.Ti.tM.Qvt

DR. REBECCA HARKINS 
DR. MARIE H. HARKINS

OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIANS
Abr?.P1M Of UUgnoeU, mid Troutman tlhe 8L Oeorgv LONDON, ONT.

Wellington BL Phone 1660

DR. LeRoy V. HILES
HPKU1ALI8T IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dundas St. Phone 7S08

BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN * MURPHY

BARRI8TKR8, SOLICITOUS. NOTAB IKfc
Solicitors for the Roman Oathollo 

KptHoopaJ Corporation
Suite 63, Bank of Toronto Chamber* 

_________ LONDON, CANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
UARH1STKK8, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES.Etc

e* l’ T* terni» Monahan«. L Middleton George Keogh
Cable Address i “Foy"
Telephone! { $

Uffloea i Continental Life BuUding 1 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

 TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, tee. 

Room! lie to 110, Federal Untlding, 
TORONTO, CANADA

iSX K- Day. K. O.1 Frank J. Hart 
Joseph P. Walsh________  T, M, Mungo van

LUNNEY G LANNA N
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIE 

Harry W.Lnnney, K.O., H.A., B.O.L.. 
Alphonsas Lann&n, LL.B. ,

0A1AAKY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO

CANADA
Rei. LakeafSe ISW.^ Cable Addreea ' Leeden ' 

" HUloreet 1097 Main 1510

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkine 
Barrister», Solloltors, Notaries, Eto. 

W. T. J. Lee. RC.Lh ^G. O'Donoghue. K.O.

__________TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
C- J- Porter David E. KeUy Crown Attorney County Treasurer 

Solicitors For Norfolk County Counoll 
________HLMCOE. ONT., CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MCLVIHILL
L. D. S„ D. D. S.

86 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONE 176

Dr. W. S. Westland
L. D. S., 0. D. S.

Residence- DENTIST
287 QUEENS AVE.________ LONDON

Beddome, Brown, Cronyn 
and Pocock

INSURANCE
Money to Loan
392 Richmond St.

Telephone 698W
LONDON,CANADA

James R. Haslet!
Sanitary *3? Heating Engineer

Agent for Fees OH Burners
821 Richmond St. London, Ont

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK 
Richmond St. London, Ont,

Opposite St, Peter'! Pariah Hall

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

The Wesl Floral Co.
249 Dundee St. London, Ont.

St. Jerome’s College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT.

Business College Department.
High School or Academic Department.
Couege and Philosophical Department.
Address
REV. W. A. BENINGER. C. R„ President f

Casavanl Freres
‘ CHURCH L,li™

Organ Builders
QUEBECET. HYACINTHE

Benjamin Blonde
General Contractor

CHURCHES
and Educational Institution» a Specialty 

Estimates furnished on request
CHATHAM, ONT.

Lightning Battery Service
294 York St. Opp. C. N. R. Freight Sheds
362 Dundas LODd#D, Ool.
Phnnp 8370 Your Battery Recharged i l UUIIC Owl V Hour In or out of your Car

REGO RADIATOR REPAIR
"WE KNOW HOW"

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

Phone 724UM Nights 1006J
160 Fullarton St. London, Ont.

OVER ®0 YEARS IN BUSINESS

ELEONARD&SONS
LONDON AN AT A. LTD\

Write For he<a,in$ bemer Catalogue

1 u'’Mâiia

/


