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GERTRUDE MANNERING

A TALE OF SACRIFICE
BY FRANCES NOBLE
CHAPTER XX.—CoNTINUED

““Dear Mr. Graham,” she began,
feeling that she could not now
address him more familiarly, even
for the last time, knowing as she
did how completely the engagement
was broken between them—'‘my
cousin will give you this note this
evening, when she tells you I am
gone away, quite of myself, without
her advice or any one's. You will
not be surprised to find it so, know-
ing what useless pain it would be
for both of us to meet again,
when all is over, and when
you would only have the same to
say, and I could not alter a word of
what I had to ask you. But I could
not go without saying good-by,
without asking you to forgive me if
1 was abrupt or unkind at all need-
lessly last night, if I said one word
uselessly to hurt you ; for I know
you are gincere, and that you think
you could not grant what I asked
without injuring my happiness as
well as your own. If you were not,
you would not have told me so
plainly and honorably the exact
truth of what 1 must expect if I
became your wife ; when so many
others in your place might have
brought themselves to think it
almost right to evade my question-
ing, or even have given a promise,
careless of how it was meant to be
kept. And for this I want to thank
you again, with a gratitude which
will be life-long ; a gratitude which
you will hardly understand know-
ing so little of the priceless treasure
of our holy faith. I shall never
forget you in my prayers, though
we may never meet again on earth ;
for the thought of your suffering,
even if it be mixed with anger
against me, is harder infinitely than
my own ; because I have a dear
home and father to return to, and as
yet you have no one. But that God
Himself may console you for my
loss, and bring you one day to hap-
piness and contentment even on
earth, shall always be the prayer of

GERTRUDE MARY MANNERING.”

Then taking out the ring from its
case, she enclosed it carefully in
the letter, and, having sealed up
the envelope and addressed it, she
went back again to her cousin,

“You will give it to him as soon
as you see him, Julia, won’t you ?"’

Lady Hunter took the letter
from her gently, and put it care-
fully away in her pocket-book.

‘“At once, love, of course. Gerty,
I may tell Sir Robert, all may I
not 7"’

““Oh, yes! Julia, of course,
How could I wish to keep the truth
from him, running away like this,
when he has been so kind ? Besides,
Stanley”’—and she hesitated pain-
fully a minute—"‘would wish him to
know at once, I am sure, as he must
do in time in any case.”’

Then they sat together before the
fire for a while longer, until it was
time to start ; and when they were
all ready and the carriage waiting,
Gerty went to say good-by to the
two ladies who were in the house,
who had not gone out with the rest;
going as bravely as she could
through the ordeal of their well-
meant expressions of solicitude for
her health, and their kind raillery
as how quickly Mr. Graham would
follow her when he returned and
found her gone home unwell.

“Don’t you think you might have
stayed, Miss Mannering, and let us
all help to nurse you, Mr. Graham
at the head of us ?”’ asked one of
them playfully. “But of course
you know best how your father
would feel in the matter, about
his only daughter too,’” she added,
perhaps with an instinctive feeling
that there was more in it all than
met the eye, more than they knew
as yet, something perhaps in
Gerty’s own unconscious look aiding
the impression.

Feeling painfully that it must all
seem somewhat strange to them,
Gerty made her adieux, and was
soon driving away by her cousin’s
side—away from Nethercotes, to
which only three days since she had
come in such joyous hope.

She sat quite still’ and almost
silent, trying to realize that it was
all over, her brief dream of happi-
ness—all over, after the many
months of waiting and hoping ! It
had come, only to be rudely shat-
tered ; and she was going back to
the old life, to be apparently, in all
things external, as though Stanley
Graham had never existed—he of
whom she had made a god in her
heart all this time.

She tried to rouse‘herself as they
neared the station.

“I will write to you, you know,
Julia, tomorrow,”’ she said.

“If you knew, love, how I shall
be looking for your letter !”’ sighed
her cousin. ‘‘And you shall hear
from me in a day or two ; you would
like to do so, I know, dear.”

““Yes, Julia thank you.” And
Gerty’s lips quivered as she thought
of what her cousin’s letter would
contain.

They reached the station, and
went to telegraph at once to
Mr. Mannering, Gerty dictating the
words :

“Do not be alarmed. I am coming
home today by the train that gets
to Moston at four o’clock, and will
explain all. Do not come yourself
to meet me. Send Mrs. Leeson if
you get this in time.’

She felt her father would under-
stand that she had some reason for

wishing to meet him first quietly at
home, and that he would not come,
a8 she did not wish it.

As the train came up and Gerty
took her seat in the corner of a
carriage, Lady Hunter insisted on
wrapping her up well in her rug and
furs.

““Don’t let me have the sin of you
getting your death of cold, in addi-
tion to the self-reproach now, love,”’
she whispered ; and Gerty saw that
her tears were falling.

“0 Julia! don't say that of
yourself—never think it even!”
she pleaded, struggling hard to
keep her own tears from the sight
of her one or two fellow-passengers.

‘“ Well, good-by, my darling
girl,” Lady Hunter addvd. in a
still lower whisper. * Pray for
me, Gerty, if it is not gelfish to ask
you to think 80 much of me at a
time like this. You do pray for
me, I know ; but, if you can, pray
more than ever for me from today.”

Another clasp of the hand and the
door was shut, and then directly
the train steamed slowly out of the
station ; Gerty, with her hands
tightly clasped under her rug, try-
ing to say her rosary to herself ;
praying for a renewal of the help
from God which was enabling her
thus to flee from the temptation
which, though conquered, would
have been dangerous and alluring
still to the idolizing heart by its
close proximity and persuasive
presence.

CHAPTER XXI.

The train arrived duly at Moston,
the station nearest to Whitewell
Grange ; and at once, as Gerty
looked out, she saw that the old
housekeeper was there to meet her.
Jumping out of the carriage quick-
ly, she ran up to her.

‘“ Papa wasn’t frightened, was
he, Mrs. Leeson ?”’ she said anxious-
ly. as she shook hands.

‘ Well, Miss Gerty, perhaps just
a little at first ; but he soon saw, of
course, that if you were very ill
you could not be coming home by
yourself. And there was so little
time to think about it, because the
telegram only came in time for me
to get here in the carriage. There
is nothing the matter at Nether-
cotes, Mies Gerty, I hope ; or you
are not ill 7’ she asked, with the
respectful familiarity which was
the privilege of her long years of
faithful service.

Even under the homely, kindly
gaze Gerty’s color rose.

“1am not very well,” she gaid ;
‘“ and so I knew it was best to come
home and be quiet with papa for a
while, as the house there is so full
of visitors, you know. But Lady
Hunter and Sir Robert have been
very, very kind,” she added, not
wishing to raise any suspicion of
unpleasantness on their part.

Perhaps the shrewd old house-
keeper was not wholly devoid of a
vague idea in the right direction as
to what kind of trouble had driven
her young mistress home so sudden-
ly, though she had, of course, never
heard even the mention of Stanley
Graham’s name in her life ; but she
only said very quietly :

““ It was the wisest thing to come
home, indeed, miss. To be feeling
out of sorts in a strange house full
of visitors is enough to bring on a
downright illness. But you'll be
all right now, quiet at home, won’t
you, Miss Gerty ?”’

“1 hope 80.” And Gerty tried to
smile her own bright smile, and to
assume the old gayety of manner,
to hide her breaking heart. ‘‘Don’t
make me out a regular invalid,
though, or else I shall fly back
again, and perhaps make myself
into one, you know.”” But even as
she spoke her eyes wandered out of
the carriage window—out into the
familiar road, with its vivid recol-
lections.

Was it only three days since she
had seen it before—only three days?
And it seemed years—years in ex-
perience and suffering, the short,
too blissful interval of happiness
being but like a delicious dream,
but a dream which left with its
loss all the pain of reality.

It was quite dark when they
reached the Grange, and as Gerty
ran up the hall-steps her father
was there to meet her.

‘“ Gerty !”” was all he said, as he
clasped her in his arms, his darling
treasure, who had come back to
him so strangely.

Again Gerty forced herself to
smile before Mrs. Leeson and the
one or two servants who were tak-
iog in her luggage.

*I'm so afraid I frightened you,
papa! But I'm not so very well,
8o I knew it was best to come home,
though my cousin was so sorry to
part with me.”” And the cheery
voice quite deceived the servants, if
it did not wholly succeed with the
anxious, tender father.

He led Gerty into the breakfast-
room, where he had been sitting in
the firelight, listening for the sound
of the carriage-wheels, and looking
out at intervals. They were scarce-
ly shut safe in there alone when the
courage and firmness which Gerty
had kept all day broke down com-
pletely, deserted her at last for a
time now that her task was accom-
plished.

“ 0O papa, I shall never want to
go away again! I have come back
to stay with you always.” And
with her head on his breast and her
arms round his neck, she wept out
the pent-up pain in a perfect agony
of sobs ; wept out the yearning and
regret for her lost love, for the
idol she had renounced.

‘“My darling!” was all her
father said, as for the first few
minutes he let her weep freely, only

stroking her hair with the old fond
caress ; the pretty hair, from
which she had thrown aside her hat,
and which lay tossed and tumbled
now against his shoulder.

‘“ Papa,’' she whlupered as she
grew somewhat calmer, ** you have
been praying for me, I know, you
and Father Walmsley, or—or—I
could not have done it ; I should
have been too weak. It makes me
tremble now to think of—last night,
to go over it all again.” And as
the sobbing words escaped her, Mr,
Mannering knew what kind of
trouble had come to his little Sun.
beam, robbing 1[ for éver of its gay
brightness ; he knew what manner
of story hlB darling was about to
pour into his ears.

* God help me to furglvv him !
was his bitter thought, ** the man,
whoever he is, who has stolen my
darlmg 8 heart, only to break it, to
gend it back to me like this. Why
are my fears realized so soon ?”
TO BE CONTINUED

THE LIGHT IN THE
WINDOW

mip—

Bridget, why does grandpapa
put Our Lady g statue in the win¢
dow at night-time ——wnh a lighted
lamp in front of it 7’

Old Bridget, who had been with

'

the Grant family ever since Philip’s |

grandpapa was not even as old as
Philip himself, smoothed out her
apron and looked somewhat dubi-
ous.

““ Why does he, my dear?”’ She
paused again. ‘‘ Sure, I'm afraid I
ought not to tell ye.”

" ()h. do! l'leasv do! It's a
gecret 7 I know it’s a secret ! And
8o you've got to let me into it!”
cried Philip, jumping up and clap-
ping his hands excitedly.

Round the table he pranced, near-
ly upsetting the flour-barrel and
the pasteboard along with it—roll-
ing-pin and all. For Bridget was
busy making pastries for tea and

Philip loved to wateh her at it. |
But now he had something more |

interesting to think about and there
was nothing for it but to satisfy his
curiosity.

Sure, it’s myself that feels
gullty for telling ye such a wicked
story ! cried the old woman,
solemnly wagging her head.
tha story of a bad, wilful boy.”’

*“Oh, do tell me about him!
did he do to be wicked ?
his name ? Where did he live ?”’

“'Tis of your own grandfather’s
son I'm speaking. His clittle boy
that was ; God resthhis soul ! (She
crossed herself.) For he’s dead and
gone long ago, I'm thinking ;
though master has it that he still
lives—and that he’ll come back to
him one of these fine days! Well,
now, I'll tell ye about his, Master |
Philip—but mind, you're not to |
breathe a word of it to anyone. Do
ye promise? Ye do ? Ah!
know I can trust ye. Well, listen
now :

‘“ The old master had a little son
Danny—which is the short for Dan-
iel. Danny was a handful of mis-
chief from the very start of it; a
gore trouble to his parents. There
were six children in all ;
eldest.
thirteen—your age, Master Philip—
a terrible thing happened. 'Twas
your father’s birthday, and your
grandmother—God rest her soul !—
was making pastries for tea—same
a8 I'm doing now. At tea-time
Danny was all eagerness to devour
those cakes; he was so fond of
them. His mother always allowed
two to each person, but on this occa-
gion she somehow overlooked the
number ; and so it happened that

when them pastries were handed |

round Danny only got one. He
flew into a terrible rage, for he was
hot-headed—always. Your grand-
papa scolded him—said he wouldn’t
have any pastry at all and sent him
to bed. Danny went upstairs,
purple in the face with rage. They
could hear him shouting and stamp-
ing overhead, but took no notice of
him. They were used to his freaks
of temper. By and by, when all
was quiet, your grandmother went
upstairs to look for him. But
would you believe me 7—Danny was
not in his room, nor anywhere in
the house. But .on his pillow his
mother found a note pinned. On it
was scribbled this message in
pencil :

“Dear Papa and Mamma.—This is
to tell you that I'm leaving home
forever. I shall never return.—
Your son, Danny.”

From that day to this his where-
abouts have never been discovered.
But on the night of his disappear-
ance your grandpapa put him under
Our Lady’'s protection, begging her
to bring back to him his lost boy.
Every night he placed her statue in
the window, with a lighted lamp in
front of it, to remind her to look
out for him—to beckon him home.
Years have passed ; your grand-
papa’s children have grown up and
married. Your parent’s died when
you were quite little, and 'twas your
grandpapa—God bless him—that
brought ye up and minded ye for
the sake of the lad he has never
ceased to miss from the old home-
stead.”

*“And will Our Lady ever bring
him back again ?”’ asked Philip
earnestly.

“Ah ! that ie not for me to say,
my dear. But faith! I believe she
wiil. ‘“‘Sure, a Mother never for-
gets her son. And lost Danny is
Her boy, for your ;zrandpapa placed
him under Her care.”

Philip lighted Our Lady’s lamp
himself that night. He asked his
grandpapa to let him—but did not

mention why. He was anxious to
do Her a little service and to coax
Her to bring Uncle ])nnny home
without fail !

He went to bed thinking over old
Bridget’s story. He could not get
it out of his head. It seemed to
haunt him. Bit by bit, the strange
history—all the more remarkable
because every word was true—kept
repeating itself. At last he fell into
a doze from which he suddenly
awoke, owing to the window being
gently opened by somebody outside,
and to the fact that he was a very
light sleeper.

His bedroom was on the ground
floor—the window overlooked the
garden. He had never troubled to
bolt it at night because he liked to
let in the fresh air, Outside he des-
cried the outline of a man’s figure
—gtanding on the gill, pushing down
the sash. He could not see his fea-
tures very clearly, but noticed that
the lower sash was hidden by a long
beard, and that he wore a slouch

"Tis |

What |
What was |

he was the |
When he grew to be about |

| hat

Philip held his breath to prevent
| himself screaming, for he felt very
| frightened. Then he closed his eyes
‘un as to let the man think he was
‘as]vop and breathed a prayer for
God’s help and protection, He lay
very still after that—and listened,
wondering what would happen next.
He heard the man step into the
rcom and cross it. Then the-door-
handle clicked slightly and he knew
the man had gone. He
gigh of relief.

His wits began to sharpen up
now. To rouse his grandfather was
his next idea, so he jumped out of
bed and crept upstaire to his room.
Finding him asleep he quickly woke

him.
“Eh? What’s the matter !’ eried
old Mr. Grant suddenly opening his

ayes.,

*‘Sh.sh! Don’t make a noise,”
whispered his grandson. ‘“‘Get up
at once. There’s a strange man in
the house.”

“What !”’

‘“ He got in at my window, but I
shut my eyes tight and pretended
to be asleep. He's downstairs
somewhere ; maybe in your private
room. P’raps he means to rob
you.”

*“My God!”
man.

He rose, threw on a garment or
two, bade the lad stay where he
was, then hastened down to his
sanctum ; first taking the precau-
tion to arm himself with a revolver
| —which he always kept handy.

Entering as noiselessly as a cat,

| he suddenly switched on the electric
| current. Crouching by the safe,
| where he kept his cash, documents,
| ete., was a man, shabbily attired,
his back to him, who, the instant
‘thc light flooded the room sprang
| to his feet with an oath, turned,
| faced him, snatched from his
| pocket a shining object which he
\pmnted at him—then staggered
| back as if he had seen a ghost, let-
| ting the weapon drop weakly out of
his hand.

In turn Mr. Grant pointed his
revolver, but the man’s livid coun-
tenance and the queer look he fixed
on him filled him with a new inde-
scribable emotion, and he laid the
weapon aside.

‘“ Father !”

In &8 moment the vagrant had
flung himself in the old man’s
arms, weeping like a child.

‘““Danny ? Danny come back to
me ?”’ murmured the veteran in a
gsort of stupor, as if awaken-
ing from a dream. Then the whole
| truth burst on him and he woke up
| in a great, a grand reality.

“My God! It is Danny!” he
said. ‘‘ Danny’s here! Danny’s
come home ! My boy—my son!”’

And go, between sobs and caresses
and tender, fatherly welcomings,
the wanderer found peace at last.

Little by little Danny acquainted
him with the history of his doings—
and wrong-doings—abroad, where
he had emigrated when a boy. He
had first worked for a well-to-do
farmer, then, through associating
with bad companions, had fallen
into disgrace and received dismissal.
His next job was a page-boy to a
country surgeon, but he had tired
of that, and finally settled down to
a small posifion in a government
office, where he had remained for
some years. Unfortunately he had
again mingled with bad companions,
by whose evil influence he yielded
to temptation—practising fraud and
the like ; in short, he led a dishon-
est life. Twice he had been impris-
oned. At last he had returned to
his native land, hoping to do better.

“But things don’t seem to be on
the mend,” he protested bitterly.
“I can’t get employment here, turn
where I will ! Tonight I thought I'd
try the old plan—housebreaking.
"Twas the light in your window hat
led me here. I was bent on robbing
you ; but I did not know it was your
house. Father, can you ever for-
give me 7"’

“Forgive you, Danny ? Most will-
ingly. Shall I tell you what light
that was you saw ? Years ago,
when you ran away from home, I
placed you under Our Lady’s pro-
tection. Each night I put Her
statue in the window with a lighted
lamp in front of it. I implored Her
to lead you home ; to let Her lamp
be your beacon, your guide to the
homestead where the old father
awaited you, yearning to forgive.
Sonny, Shehasheard my prayer! You
meant to rob me. Ah! She would
not have it so. She brought us
face to face. You are saved. Now
listen. None here need be informed
of yours past misdoings, nor why
you came tonight. Begin all over
again, Danny. Be true to God and

ejaculated the old

His Mother. Be honest. I'll set

breathed a
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Capital Trust Corporation

10 Metcalfe Street
Ottawa

FOZENA N
RASH ON HANDS

Itched and Burned.
Cuticura Healed.

‘‘ Eczemna broke out on my hands
in a rash of red pimples. It it
and burned causing me to
I could not put my hand
and I could not do my
well. The trouble lasted
mont I read an advert
for Cuticura Soap u.(l Om\ nent
and sent for a free sample. After
using it I got relief so purchased
more, which completely healed me."’
Signed) Miss Sarah Shulman, 255
Manning Ave., Toronto, Ontario.
Cuticura Soap, Ointment and
Talcum promote and maintain skin
purity, skin comfort and skin
health. The Soap to cleanse, the
Ointment to heal and the Talcum
to powder.

Address Canac lian

Fhmph Each Pres by Mall
De * Cu l\nx ’M)r H(n tr

doura, P. O
Lrw e, Ointment 2

EE— Try our new Shaving Stick.

“AUTOMATIC?”
SPRINKLER
SYSTEMS
Installed in Factories, Stores
and Warehouses, Prevent fires
and consequent losses of
money, stock and sales. Esti-
mates furnished promptly.

THE

Bennett & Wright Co. Ltd.

77-81 King Street London, Ont.

“FEEL IT HEAE’

Wl

{TIRED FEET SKIN-IRRITATION, BRUISES
JARS 30c. & 60c.~TUBES 50¢,~At all Drug Stores

The HerDreams

How often the woman in
business reaches the climax
of her earning power before
she has made any provision
for her future!

You will be young only
once. Let us send you informa-
tion about the Mutual system
of insurance at cost.

e MUTUAL LIFE
of Canada
WATERLGD, ONTARIO

The Net Cost Life
Ingurance Company

Under Dom, Govt, Inspection

[

LIMITED
Temple Building

Toronto

ARLHITLLTS

Randolph 7887

J. M. COWAN

Architect
(Registered )
Churches, 8chools
Colleges a Specialty

Kenwood 1680

991 Bay Streoet
TORONTO

DR. REBECCA HARKINS
DR. MARIE H. HARKINS

OSTEOPATHIC
PHYSICIANS

Abrams Method of Diagnosis and Treatment .

The Bt. George LONDON, ONT,

Waellington St, Phone 1660

PHONE 7308

DR. LE ROY V. HILES

Foot Specialist

202 DUNDAS STREET
LONDON, ONT,

HOURS:
9 to 12 a. m, Tuesday, Thurs, and Sat,
L.30 to 6 p. m. Evenings 7 to 9

BARRISTERS, S()LI(AT()RH

MURPHY, GUNN & MUI{PHY
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, NOTARIKS

l.l.my

Bolicitors for the Roman Catholie
Episcopal Corporation

Buite 63, Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON, © \N \]JA Phone 17§
Ie]ephnne A'M

J. M. DONAHUE, B. A.

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
and NOTARY PUBLIC
169%, Dundas St. LONDON, ONT.

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, BSOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Ete
A. E. Rnox "~ T, Louls Monaha:
E. L Middleton litmvk:vNKB?)z:xh

Cable Address : “Foy”
Telephones { ’:{‘:“: “;‘L
Offlces : Continental Life Bulldiy ]
OORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETE
TORONTO

Austin M. Latchford, LL., B.

WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Assoolation
ARCHITECTS
Bixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON ONT,

BARRISTER & SOLICITOR
Federal Building
Richmond St., West
TORONTO

W. G. MURRAY
ARCHITECT

Churches and Schools a Specialty

DoMINION SAVINGS BUILDING

LONDON, ONT.
TELEPHONE 1557 - W

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, &c,
Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Building,
TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J. Hart
T. M. \Ium_,u\ An

LUNNEY & LANNAN

BARRISTERS, SBOLICITORS, NOTARIES

James E. Day
Ju eph P,

K. C,
Walsh

JOHN M. MOORE & (0.
ARCHITECTS
489 RICHMOND STREET
LONDON, ONT.

Harry W, Lunm? K.C., B.A,, B.O,L.,
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY

Members Ontario Association of Architects

J. C. Pennington John R. Boyde

Architects and Engineers

John W, Leighton
Associate
BARTLET BLDG.
London Diocesan Architects
Bpecialists in Ecclesiastical and
Educational Buildings

WINDSOR, ONT.

BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO
CANADA
BRes. Lakeside 1395,
= - 2596 W

OCable Address “Leedon”
* Hillerest 1097 Main 1588

Lee, O’'Donoghue & Harkins

Benjamin Blonde

General Contractor
CHURCHES

and Educational Institutions a Specialty

Estimates furnished on request

CHATHAM, ONT.

Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto,

W. T. J, Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, KO,
Hugh Harkins
Offices 241-242 Confederation Life Chambers
8. W, Corner Queen and Victoria Sts,
TORONTO, CANADA

KELLY, PORTER &‘KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
NOTARIES

Casavant Freres

OHURCH LIMITEE

Organ Builders

ST. HYACINTHE

QUEBEO

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

Crown Attorney County Treasurer

Solicitors For Norfolk County Counecil
SIMCOE, ONT., CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL

L.D.8;D.D. 8.

Kelly

Where Do You Go When e )
You Wish to “Say it With" =

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

% PEMBROKE STREET W,
PEMBROKE, ONT.
PHONE 175
OPEN EVENINGS
DR. VINCENT KELLY

DENTAL SURGEON
Clinic Building, 241 - 243 Queen’s Ave.

UPHOLSTERING

OF ALL KINDS

Chesterfields Made to Order
OHAS. M. QUICK

London, Ont.

St.
Opposite St. Peter's Parish Hall

LONDON, ONT.
Phone 1400 Res. Phone 5198

R. I. WATSON

Government and Industrial

BONDS

BOUGHT and SOLD
Phone 1637TW 213 Dom. Savings Bldg

CLINGER

London's Rubber Man

846 Dundas S§t., London, Ont.

TIRES and VULCANIZING

We repair anything in Rubber.
Galoshes and Rubber Boots a specialty.

LONDON, ONT.

BEDDOME, BROWN

CRONYN and
\)@P\ TELEPHONE

POCOCK
693 W

[LONDON
OPTICAL Co.

Have Your Eyes Examined
Dov_v‘\.ln_!on .tvl.';z: Bullding

Say “‘Bayer’’ - Insist!
Headache
Rheumatism
Colds

Accept only &
Bayer package

For Pain
Neuralgia
Lumbago

Jofe”

whichcontains proven directions
Handy “Bayer” boxes of 12 tablets
Also bottles of 24 and 100—Druggists

Aspirin 18 the trade mark (registered in
Oanada) of Bayer Manufacture of Mono-
aceticacldester of Salicylicacid

Phone 6180

\Sg 392 RICHMOND ST

LONDON, CANADA

MONEY TO LOAN

James R. Haslett

Sanitary and Heating
Engineer

MANUFACTURED

Furs

Coatsand Jackets
Scarfs and Chokers

GOURDIER’S

KINGSTON - ONT.

Agent for Fess Oil Burners
521 Richmond §t. London, Ont,

F. E. LUKE

OPTOMETRIST
AND OPTICIAN

187 YONGE ST. TORONTO
( Upstairs Opp. Simpson's)
Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted

. MULLEIN

14 May St. LONDON, CANADA
Phone 6714M

{IRCH wooss

MADE IN CANADA
—"" BY COMPETENT ARTISTS

J.PO'SHEA&Co.

15. 19 PERREAULT LINE MonTREAL, Que.

~
e e .

Painting and Paper
Hanging Samples on request

G. M. MURRAY

66 KING ST. LONDON

Expert Radiator and
Auto Sheet Metal Worker
BRAZING OF ALL KINDS
PHONES — NIGHTS 08448, DAY 32337




