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CHAPTER LVl.—Continued
The young prieit repaired to one 

of the inner apartment* to which 
the attendant, lummoned by Den- 
nler, conducted him. Lord Heath- 
cote met him ;not aitting, a* Father 
O’Connor had seen him on the two 
previous occasions, but standing, 
and nervously tapping the floor with 
a cane.

" Mr. O’Connor,” he said, speak
ing rapidly, “ 1 cannot convince my
self of the truth of the strange tale 
you have told me ; reflection but 
makes me think that this man, 
Sullivan, fabricated the whole to 
hide his own guilt ; you see there 
are no proofs further than Sullivan’s 
own statement, and though he has 
been imperatively summoned here, 
there is not even a reply from 
him.”

" Pardon me, my lord. Father 
Meagher is here, and he can testify 
to the insanity of your dead wife ; 
he can also bear evidence to the 
fact that Carter came to reside in 
Dhrommacohol with a boy in hie 
charge who answered to the descrip
tion of one of your sons.”

” Pshaw !” said his lordship im
patiently, ” the assertions you make 
are not proofs — my wife having 
died insane is no evidence that she 
was not guilty, and this boy whom 
Carter had in his charge—who is to 
prove that he was my son !"

He paused, waiting some reply, 
but Father O’Connor was silent.

“ No,” resumed his lordship, “ I 
am not convinced ; and if Carter, 
who is here in the castle by my 
order, denies the charges brought 
against him, I shall refuse to credit 
what I have heard.”

The priest ventured to say : 
“ Even, my lord, in the face of the 
evidence given by the picture about 
your neck ?”

“ No, no ; I do not mean that ; 
this young woman whom you 
brought to the castle, and whom 
1 saw, 1 know to be my daughter ” 
—his voice trembled “ but 1 mean 
regarding the guilt of Marie 
Dougherty.”

“ Well, my lord,” Father O'Con
nor said again, “ if you rely for 
your full conviction on a confession 
from this man, Carter, you will be 
disappointed—unless some influence 
can be exerted which will force 
him to confess ; otherwise, if he 
finds there are no important proofs 
against him, he will have effrontery 
enough to perjure himself.”

“ And in that case,” said Lord 
Heathcote sharply, “ in the cane of 
his refusal to confess, and my 
refusal to believe, and consequently 
to acknowledge my offspring, would 
you still keep my secret—would you 
retain from this young woman the 
story of her birth ?”

“In justice to her, my lord, 
I could not do so ; she has bitterly 
sacrificed herrelf for a man whom 
she still believes to be her father, 
as you are already aware from my 
recent tale, and so devoted is she, 
that she has not ceased to be anx
ious about this poor wretch since her 
arrival in Dublin. No inducement 
can make her leave him, can cause 
her to abate any of that self immo
lation which she deems to be her 
duty ; would it be just, my lord, to 
permit this to continue for the sake 
of sparing your pride ?”

“ You would then tell her,” said 
the nobleman somewhat bitterly, 
” that she is the daughter of an 
English peer ?”

” Yes, my lord ; but when with 
that information I must also tell 
her that the English peer, refusing 
to credit the testimony which has 
been given him, refusing to obey 
the promptings of his own heart, 
believes his wife, the mother of this 
girl, to have been a wretched, guilty 
woman, how much of sweetness 
will be left in my announcement ? 
Ah ! my lord", your daughter would 
rather have an heirloom of virtue 
than all your titles and estates.”

The nobleman bit his lip, and was 
silent for a moment ; then he said 
with startling abruptness : “ You 
have not yet told me the name of 
the boy whom Carter had in charge, 
nor where he can at present be 
found.”

“ Pardon me, my lord, I think I 
told you at our first interview that 
he was leading an obscure life 
among the Irish poor, with no desire 
save that of performing well his 
humble duty ; he will not trouble 
your lordship.”

“ But who is he—I would know- 
give me his name—speak !” And 
the stern eyes were bent upon the 
priest.

“ Since you would know, my lord 
—I am he.”

And Father O’Connor stood with 
folded arms and bowed head. He 
made no motion to approach Lord 
Heathcote—he did not even look at 
him, but kept his eyes turned to the 
floor.

“ My God ! my God !” came 
from the white lips of the peer ; 
still neither did he make any motion 
to the clergyman ; he only con
tinued to look, his gaze growing 
more wild and thrilling as it tra
versed every part of the priest’s 
person. “ If I could only fully 
believe,” he said, gaspingly ; “ but 
it may not have been my son whom 
Carter had in charge ; and yet my 
heart misgives me that it was , and 
the resemblance comes out now as 
I did not notice it before—the pro
file of the face, the form, are like 
Walter’s—yes, it must be >uy son— 
my son !”

The thrill of that heart-cry pierced 
Father O’Connor—with one simul
taneous movement the priest and

the peer were in each other’s arms.

The delay seemed long to the little

fiarty which Father CrConnor had 
eft—all the longer because every 
nerve was strained with hope and 

expectation ; and the excitement 
and anticipation of the two girls 
were increased by Dennier’s unusu
ally joyous and animated manner. 
Even Father Meagher had caught 
the extraordinary eagerness, and 
watched with restless longing for 
one of the doors of the apartment 
to open and admit some one who 
would put an end to all this sus
pense.

At last his wish was gratified ; a 
door opened, and Lord Heathcote, 
accompanied by Father O’Connor, 
entered. Both bore traces of recent 
agitation, but the nobleman had 
recovered his wonted manner suffi
ciently to bear himself with his 
accustomed dignified carriage, and 
to throw upon all aides of him his 
old piercing glance ; the latter, 
however, was tempered by a smile 
which softened hie countenance, and 
imparted to it a singular charm. 
Dennier immediately approached 
him.

" Introduce me to these people, 
Walter,” he said quietly ; and Den
nier, with his own courtly grace 
now enhanced by the joy which 
shone so unmistakably in his man
ner, offered his arm to the noble
man, and conducted him first to 
Father Meagher. The gray-haired 
priest returned the kind salutation 
in his simple, hearty manner, and 
Clare was next introduced, her 
heightened color and animated eyes 
forming a pretty picture as she re
sponded to his lordship's greeting. 
Nora was next, and to her Lord 
Heathcote said, as he extended his 
hand : “ We have met before, and 
I have not forgotten, young lady, 
the request which you asked of me 
then.”

His manner, even more ;han his 
words, seemed to indicate that he 
had given her plea some favorable 
reflection ; her heart beat high with 
hope and gratitude, and she could 
have fallen at his feet and embraced 
them in the excess of her joy. Her 
ardent feelings were portrayed in 
her beautiful face, never more 
beautiful than at that moment 
when she stood directly under the 
rays of the chandelier, and the 
nobleman, as if suddenly impressed, 
and struggling with feelings which 
h1 could not master, continued to 
hold her hand and to gaze into her 
eyes. But he conquered himself at 
last, and he turned away, saying 
kindly, and looking from one to the 
other of the little party :

” I thank you, good people, for 
obeying so promptly my mysterious 
summons to you all. Your presence 
here was necessary to help to prove 
the innocence of a certain party, 
and I have adopted this means in 
order to attain my end. I must 
crave your patience a little longer, 
and then all shall be explained to 
you.”

He gave a signal to Dennier ; the 
latter left the room, but returned 
in a moment, and in a few seconds 
more—seconds that were like hours 
to some of the mystified and anxious 
party—another door opened, and 
Mortimer Carter was ushered in. 
With his very first glance of the 
assemblage he comprehended its 
purport, and he braced himself to 
meet it :—throwing about him an 
unflinching look, he advanced to the 
nobleman, and with startling firm
ness made his obeisance.

“ Look about you, Mortimer Car
ter,”—said Lord Heathcote sternly, 
“ and meet the evidences of your 
guilt—acknowledge the innocence 
of Marie Dougherty—confess the 
crime which despoiled me of my 
wife, and stigmatized my children!”

“ I know not what you mean, my 
lord !” and Carter drew himself up 
undauntedly, even defiantly.

Lord Heathcote, despite his 
efforts to be calm, was growing 
strangely agitated.

“ Restore to me my son, whom 
you abducted from his home after 
you had caused his mother to leave 
him ! here is a witness ”—with a 
sweep of his hand indicating Father 
Meagher —“ who can prove where 
you fled to on the disappearance of 
my family, and also that you 
carried with you a boy who corre
sponded in age to my son.”

“ Which does not prove, my lord, 
that it tens your son,” answered 
Carter ; “ and I, knowing my inno
cence in this matter, shall not take 
the trouble to show that the'boy 
you speak of is the son of one who 
was an intimate and dear friend of 
my own—a Charles O’Connor ; the 
baptismal certificate of the boy has 
proven his identity long ago. I 
perceive that you have him present, 
my lord,”—and he indicated with a 
most brazen bow Father O'Connor.

The nobleman, to Carter's secret 
triumph, was evidently disconcert
ed ; a look of bitter disappointment 
came into his face, but he resumed 
after a moment’s painful silence :

“ Will you deny, also, that my 
daughter lived in your vicinity, 
within your sight, from her infancy 
to her womanhood ?”

“ No, my lord, for that would be 
a falsehood.” The same effrontery 
marked Carter’s manner.

“ And you suffered this,” resumed 
Lord Heathcote, "without acquaint
ing me—you knew of her where
abouts and you did not tell me ?”

” I forebore to tell you, my 
lord, for this reason : when I 
arrived in Dhrommacohol with the 
child of my friend, intending to 
make my home there, I found that 
strange accident had brought me to 
the very spot where Marie Dough
erty’s child had found a home as 
comfortable as that from which her

mother had taken her ; but her 
mother was dead—had died insane, 
1 learned, and her reputed father 
had disappeared for the time. 
Your lordship, if you remember, 
had already told me at our final 
interview that you wished never to 
look upon the children of her who 
had so deeply disgraced you ; that 
her infamy might shroud her and 
hers ; of what use, then, would it 
be for me to acquaint you with the 
whereabouts of your child ? she 
was well done for, and so long as a 
comfortable home was assured to 
her. It could make Httle difference 
to her who was her father ; after, 
when chance threw me In the pres
ence of him who had reported him
self to be her father, and I saw the 
miserable vagabond-beggar he had 
become, and 1 knew also, that he 
did not seek any longer to claim 
the child, pity for the unhappy 
creature—for I saw that he was 
unhappy—deterred me from endeav
oring to bring him to justice— 
beside, no justice could restore the 
innocence of her whom he had 
caused to fall.”

Lord Heathcote groaned, and 
passed his hand wildly across hie 
forehead ; but again he quickly 
recovered himself. “When, in your 
business of informer,” he said with 
bitter irony, "you met and recog
nized me in the garrison of Tralee, 
why did you not apeak of these 
things?”

“Your stern mariner to me, my 
lord, forbade it—I felt that my 
revelations would but further anger 
you, since the guilt of your wije 
would stxll remain.”

'There was a taunting emphasis 
on the last words. Lord Heathcote 
flushed angrily. "After,” he said, 
"when you became courageous 
enough to brave my manner”— 
speaking with stinging sarcasm,— 
“and you dropped hints of the past 
in my presence, why did you not 
speak of these things then ?”

“You forget, my lord ; you your
self closed my lips by commanding 
me to stop, and to continue to bury 
within my own breast all that I 
knew of your history.”

“But again,” said the nobleman, 
"when this child, claimed herself 
by this wretched man, sacrificed 
herself for him—leaving home, 
friends, and all that war. dearest to 
her,—why did you not speak then 
to save her?”

"Because of my desire to save 
you, my lord.”

“It is enough !” said the noble
man, and he waved him away.

Carter, with an unflinching look 
about him, walked triumphantly 
from the room. Lord Heathcote 
turned to Dennier, who had not left 
his Bide, and said faintly :

"Assist me to another room—I 
would see you alone ; and ask these 
people to wait a few moments.”

Dennier did as he was requested, 
and the little party were once more 
left to themselves.

Clare, so wildly expecting to hear 
favorable tidings regarding her 
brother, felt her heart sicken with 
disappaintment : perhaps this was 
all they had been summoned for— 
to listen to some revelation which 
for her had no very special interest ; 
for so far, all that she had heard 
had not caused her a suspicion of 
the truth, further than to think 
from the conversation which passed 
relative to Father O’Connor that 
his might be a case of mistaken 
identity. Neither did Nora dream 
that she was the daughter spoken 
of, and while she too was disap
pointed that tiie nobleman had not 
as yet made good the promise he 
had seemed to imply by his remark 
to herself, hope did not leave her, 
and she sought to cheer Clare by 
whispering her own reasons for 
confidence.

Father Meagher was so bewildered 
and so agitated by all that he had 
heard that he could not keep his 
chair. He paced the room with his 
hands behind him and his head down 
—his whole appearance indicating 
troubled thought. One by one he 
was linking incidents of the past ; 
going over in minute detail the 
death of Marie Dougherty, every 
circumstance that had attended 
that strange and sad demise ; then 
his thoughts adverted to the arrival 
of Carter in Dhrommacohol—Carter 
having in possession a noble looking 
little boy,—and succeeding these 
reflections cam" others, equally as 
agitating, on the remarks which 
had passed relative to Father 
O’Connor ; and then with still more 
startling anxiety, his thoughts 
adverted to all that had been said 
of the poor dead mother. He 
looked at Nora ; could it be that 
she was the daughter of whom Lord 
Heathcote had spoken. Unable to 
contain himself longer, he hurried 
to impart his startling conjecture 
to Father O’Connor, who, absorbed 
in his own melancholy thoughts, sat 
with his head so deeply bowed that 
his chin touched his breast. He 
never for an instant doubted Rick’s 
story—the earnestness, the truth
fulness of the poor creature had 
been -too unmistakable ; and he 
grieved now, not that his father’s 
heart, which had but just opened to 
him, had closed again because of 
Carter’s miserable falsehood, but 
because of the sorrow which 
Carter’s wretched lies would bring 
to other hearts than his own. He 
looked up at Father Meagher’s 
touch, but at that moment Dennier 
entered.

What had occurred to so change 
the young man ? his joyful mien 
had entirely disappeared, and his 
mouth was compressed as if from 
intense inward suffering.

" I would see Father O’Connor 
alone for a moment,” he said ;

"and you, my friends, be patient a 
little longer.

The two withdrew Into one of the 
adjoining rooms, and there, when 
the door had closed upon them, 
Dennier turned abruptly, and faced 
his companion. All the mysterious 
longing which on the occasion of 
their first meeting, six months 
before, had shone In his eyes, came 
into them now, and the singulaf 
feeling bv which he . had been 
actuated then aroused again with 
renewed force ; but now he under
stood its cause. He extended his 
arms, and cried :

“William ! I have heard the whole 
story, and I feel that you are my 
brother.”

The young priest needed no 
second invitation to clasp to his 
heart one whom he had already 
learned to esteem and to like, and 
long end tender was the embrace 
which united at last the twin 
brothers.

“And you are the son of Lord 
Heathcote who was taken to Eng
land in your infancy ?” said the 
priest, when each had released the 
other.

“Yes and then followed from 
Dennier, or rather Walter Berkeley, 
a brief account of the strange 
events in his life." But I cannot 
linger,” he said abruptly ; “I am 
only here on Lord Heathcote’s 
bidding. He desires you, Welter, 
to tell the others all, but only on 
proviso that they pledge themselves 
to keep it a profound secret. He 
intends to have another interview 
tonight with Carter, the result of 
which will determine our fate— 
whether we are to be acknowledged 
as the children of his lordship, or 
whether we are to lock within our 
own breasts the story of our birth ; 
should Carter confess, it will be the 
former ; should he persist in deny
ing, Lord Heathcote's stern pride 
will not allow him to acknowledge 
to the world that we, the offspring 
of such a guilty mother, are also 
his children. Go, William,”—how 
sweet the name was to the ears of 
Father O'Connor, or rather Father 
Berkeley !—“take them back to the 
hotel and tell them all this—later, I 
shall join you with the result of 
the approaching interview with 
Carter. Now you understand why 
I kept away from you ; I could not 
trust myself in your presence, and 
that of Nora, without betraying 
myself. Tell her so, William, and 
tell them all—how it was my pro
position to bring Carter here and 
confront him with you all. I sug
gested to Lord Heathcote that, since 
we were denied direct proof of the 
traitor’s guilt, perchance a sudden 
accusation, before those whom he 
so cruelly injured, might extort 
from him an involuntary confession; 
and Lord Heathcote, who had 
already given me his entire confi
dence, revealing phases of his heast 
which could not but excite my pity, 
allowed me to manage everything 
as 1 would ; but so far all has 
failed.”

TO BE CONTINUED

THE TWELVE-INCH 
RULER

By Isabelle E. Keeler in Rosary Magazine
The outer office of V. J. Mackey 

was astir with the activities of a 
thriving lumber concern in a mid- 
western city of promise. Type
writers clicked to the accompani
ment of flying fingers while the 
group of patient clients scattered 
about the room felt themselves 
fascinated by the swift action of 
those expert fingers. Occasionally 
their eyes would wander to the 
magic door which bore the sign that 
kept them duly in abeyance—

V. J. MACKEY—PRESIDENT 
PRIVATE OFFICE

Behind that door sat “the Boss” in 
deep absorption, studying maps of 
the lumber regions near his camps 
in Wisconsin. For weeks he had 
done little else, for the forest fires 
this year had taken a heavy toll of 
him, and hie fertile brain was ever 
on the alert to further schemes for 
the protection of the mills and 
camps that were the source of his 
mounting millions.

The height of his mon y pile 
interested Vincent Joseph Mackey 
far more than any other one phase 
of his narrow, well-cared-for, bach
elor existence, and to know that the 
undaunted forces of nature were 
attacking his property, damaging 
his interests in spite of all his puny 
efforts to safeguard his camps from 
the fire-demons was, to the finan
cier, mental anguish. His steno
grapher laid a stack of neatly typed 
letters by his side and then with
drew to the mirrored recess at the 
further end of the room and quietly 
began her preparations for depar
ture. Disturbed on the surface, by 
her actions, the lumber king’s mind 
leaped from maps to letters that 
must have his weighty signature 
before they would produce any 
results. Impatiently he glanced 
over the array and, coming upon 
one which began, “Dear Rev. 
Father” he paused to read it more 
carefully than he had the others. 
With an angry motion he turned in 
hie revolving chair and glared at 
the back of pretty Miss Donovan 
who was just in the act of perching 
her hat at a becoming angle atop 
her auburn curls. His rage was at 
white heat but it cooled a little 
before he could summon the words 
to his lips fully to express his ire.

"How could you take such—initi
ative, Miss—ah—Donovan, as to 
presume that I would contribute to 
the fund for Father Ryan’s new 
school building?”
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“ Miss — ah — Donovan” slowly 
turned from the mirror to face her 
employer and her guile was like 
that of an angel.
. “Why, I had heard you called a 
princely patron of Catholic endeav
ors before I came here to work, and 
I didn’t think it worth while to 
worry you with Father’s appeal, I— 
I was so sure you’d want to 
respond.”

Her bronze-gold eyes were wide 
with incredulity and the steely grey 
ones of V. J. Mackey softened 
before their gaze. He choked over 
hie dying rage as he spoke testily 
but the hint of a twinkle at the 
edge of his veiled eyes gave Mies 
Donovan courage to endure hie acid 
remarks, even to venture a further 
defense of her position.

"You say that Father Ryan docs 
not need a new school ; that the lots 
St Stephen's owns at Rosemont had 
better be used for summer homes— 
but what would be the use of sum
mer homes if half the families in 
the parish have their children 
killed at the dangerous crossing in 
front of St. Stephen’s school ?”

“Nonsense, can’t the cops take 
care of the kids ? Traffic can’t be 
suspended three times a day while 
school children fool on the tracks, 
can it ?”

“It should not be stopped,” 
replied Miss Donovan with dignity, 
"that is why Father Ryan is anxious 
not to interfere with traffic, and he 
knows his two hundred children do 
get in the way. To prevent acci
dents and inconvenience he has been 
urging the building of a school at 
Rosemont right near the little mis
sion church out there. He has soipe 
Sisters who are ready to take care 
of it for him but he can’t raise the 
money—unless men like you are 
generous and help him !”

This long speech had brought the 
color flooding into the rather thin 
cheeks of the youthful stenographer 
and Vincent Mackey found his 
truant brain formulating plans to 
bring that wildrose bloom into 
effect quite often. He toyed with 
the coins in his pockets and studied 
the neutral tints on the ceiling 
until Miss Donovan thought he 
must have forgotten her existence. 
But he jumped to his feet and held 
the door open for her as she passed 
him in silence, rebuked and crest
fallen.

“I will read over Father Ryan's 
appeal before I sign that letter, 
Miss Donovan, perhaps there is 
some sense in what you say, after

"Oh, thank you ! Thank you in 
little Theresa’s name, for if she 
were killed I don't know how I 
should ever go home to mother and 
—and tell her.”

"Why, have you a sister going to 
St. Stephen’s V’ asked Mr. Mackey 
in shamed surprise.

“Yes, in the third grade, and I 
have to make mother feel sure that 
she is safe at fc'.ooI or she would 
never allow her to go You see 
mother is an invalid from an auto
mobile accident, and < ver since 
daddy’s death I have had *o be "the 
man of the family.’ ”

Touched by her story, in spite of 
the layers of stony indifference 
which blocked up the heart of the 
millionaire, Vincent Mackey spoke 
more gently than he had been 
accustomed to speak in his dealings 
with the men and women of the 
callous business world.

“You keep right on making Mrs. 
Donovan feel that the kiddie is 
safe. I’ll" sign that letter right 
now. Goodbye and good-luck to 
you,” and her hand shake was a 
whole volume of gratitude.

Scarcely had the door closed upon 
the hurrying figure of his steno
grapher when the desk ’phone began 
its tattoo of demands for hie advice 
in lumber deals, while the restive 
tide of seekers after a “personal 
interview” held in chefck thus long 
only by the plausibility of an under
secretary, refused to be put off any 
longer. The game was on—and 
Vincent J. Mackey had reason to 
feel conscious of his power when 
the last big contractor had been 
placated and the last freight agent 
of the Northwestern had been 
promised a large shipment of two- 
by-fours over his lines the following 
week, and so on—until the outer 
office was cleared of humanity and 
contained only locked machines and 
the fumes of smoke. Then, he was 
free to take down his hat and coat 
from the mahogany costumer and
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BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS

MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHT
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES
Solicitor, for The Home Bank of n..u.

Solicitor, for the Roman Catholic 
Kplaoopal Corporation

Suite 63. Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON, CANADA Phone IIS

Telephone 7224. Home Bank Chambers

J. M. DONAHUE, B. A.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

and NOTARY PUBLIC 
121 Dundas St LONDON, ONTARIO

FOY, KNOX * MONAHAN 
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS. NOTARIES,»»

» ?' Ui'.vn , T. Louie Monahan
B. L Middleton George Keogh

Cable Address : “Foy"
Telephone. { Main 4M

Offices : Continental Li/e Building 
CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

Austin M. Lalchford, LL, B.
BARRISTER & SOLICITOR 

Federal Building 
Richmond St., West 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
_ „ ^ BARRISTERSJames E. Day *
John M. Ferguson ^ Adelaide St. West 
Joseph P. Walsh TORONTO. CANADA

LUNNEY&LANNAN
BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Luuney, K.O., B.A., B.G.L.. 
Alphonsus Lanuan, LL. B.

CALGARY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
UNION BANK BUILDING 
GUELPH, ONTARIO 

CANADA

Rotidenoe Park imw cable Addroee •Leedno. 

Hillcrest 1097
Park 1624 W Main 1688

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkim
Barristers, Solloltors, Notarlss, Eto

Bili tel'n™’1- fcrotete K 0’

TORONTO. CANADA

DENTAL

MÎCHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

26 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE, ONT

PHONE 176

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. J. M. SEDGEWICK
DENTIST

425 Richmond St, Near Dundas 
LONDON, ONT.

PHONE 6006,

OPEN EVENINGS

DR. VINCENT KELLY
DENTAL SURGEON 

Clinic Building, 241-243 Queen’s Ave 
LONDON, ONT.

Phone 1400 Rea. Phone 6193

R. I. WATSON
Government and Industrial

BONDS
BOUGHT and SOLD

Phone 1637W 213 Dom. Savings Bldg.
LONDON, ONT.

BEDB0ME, BROWN --
CR0NYN and \fw
P0C0CK

telephone
XVsXtP 693 W

\T 392 RICHMOND ST.
LONDON CANADA
MONEY TO LOAN

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug Store"

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — we deliver


