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A TALE OF SACRIFICE
it
BY FRANCES NOBLE

CHAPTER XVIII.

Stanley, before you go out, I want
to speak to you—to say something.
Can you come into the library for a
few minutes 7"’ And Gerty tried to
smile brightly, to hide her agitation,
a8 she made her request to Stanley
as soon as breakfast was over next
morning. y ¢

He was going to ride with Sir
Robert into the town, on business
upon which he had often accom-
panied him before in his visits to
Nethercotes, and upon which he h:';d

romised to accompany him again
gefore Gerty had arrived. The
baronet had now wished to excuse
him, knowing that they should be
detained all day, only to return in
time for dinner ; but Gerty had
insisted that he must not lose
Stanley’s company and advice just
for her sake. )

“l am not quite so selfish, Sir
Robert,” she had said, “and I am
not going to fly away in Stanley’s
absence, you know.”  And she had
so requested Stanley to go that,
much ag he now grudged every hour
not spent in her company, he could

not be selfish when she was so
generous.
So he and Sir Robert were to

start about an hour after breakfast,
and Gerty knew that she must get
through her task before they left,
if she wished her letter to her
father to be ready for that day’s
post. g

“Can 1 come to the library with
you, Gerty ? Do you think any-
thing should prevent me, after that
invitation?”” And Stanley laughed
with that gentle tenderness which
8o softened the beautiful features,
stern as they were.

Gerty led the way to the library,
where she knelt in her favorite
attitude on the hearthrug, gazing
into the fire, while Stanley stood
leaning against the mantlepiece,
looking down at her, little guessing
how the heart was beating in that
girlish frame. Z

“Well, and what is it, Gerty ?|
Novery dreadful secret, I hope, my
darling 7"’

She l(mkui
laugh. ;

“Are you afraid I am going to
tell you 1 have committed a murder
in my life, or done something else
very dreadful, like a sénsation
novel 7 Do you know, Stanley, it is ‘

|
|

up with a merry

a good thing you are going out, or
I should never get my letter
written to papa, such a long one as
it will be. 1 may invent all sorts of
messages for you, may I not, Stanley?
I may tell papa you will take me
home, and get to know him and the
dear old Grange ?”’

‘““May you? Nay, you must dear;
for I mean to take you home,
whether you ask me or not; you
might be stolen on the way, other-
wise, Gerty. And I am impatient
to know your father, darling,” he
added earnestly.

“And how impatient he will be to
know you, Stanley!” And Gerty
rose from her lowly position and
stood up by Stanley’s side, placing
one little hand gently on his arm.
“Stanley,” and her voice trembled
audibly as her heart beat very fast,
“it won’t—annoy you, it will not be
a trouble to you—to have—a—
Catholic for—your wife, will it?”’

She was looking into the

|
[
fire |

again now, and so did not see the | going to Confession—our consoling | your home myself,

painful expression which contracted |
Stanley’s features ere he replied, |
gently, taking both the little hands |
into his strong grasp : i

“Why should I let it trouble me, |
Gerty 7 You cannot help it; you |
were born a Cstholic ; you did not |
become one of yourself.” |

The tone was gentle and tender, f
but something in the words chilled |
the beating heart strangely.

‘““Because, Stanley, I have—so
much—to—ask you about it before
—I write, you know, to papa; so—
much to say to you.”” And as the
sweet eyes looked up now with a
half-frightened pleading, something
made proud Stanley draw her still
closer and hold the trembling hands
still tighter in his own, though he
said nothing.

“First of all, Stanley (and it may
seem a strange, unreasonable thing
to you,) when we are to be married,
I cannot go at all to—a Protestant
church for—the ceremony ; I can —
only be married by a priest in our
own ; and it may seem unreasonable
to ask you—to consent.”

But Stanley only smiled.

“Don’t look so frightened, my
precious Gerty ! There is no need.
I think you know, my darl-
ing,”” he added seriously, ‘‘that
1 have pretty much the same
opinion of all forms of relig-
ion, though naturally, perhaps, the
most exacting—which is yours—is
the most displeasing to me.” And
for the first time Gerty listeped to
his sentiments openly expressed to
herself. ‘I will not conceal from
you, Gerty, that the less of relig-
ious ceremony there is the better I
shall like it ; but as merely a civil
one would not satisfy you, then I
would as soon be married according
to your rite (it being legal now) as
any other.”” And though the
haughty lips curled slightly, per-
haps unconsciously, and though the
godless words shocked, without
surprising, the religious heart of the
trembling little listener, still
Stanlby’s gray eyes smiled kindly,
and a sigh of relief escaped Gerty

| last) which has implanted all these

| could I promise not to try to save

| you about now

Was the dreaded task going to
prove so easy, so much lighter than
she had thought ?

““And, Stanley,” she continued,
looking up again with her own
sweet, earnest expression, ‘‘after-
wards, when I am—your wife, you
will always—Ilet me be just as I am
now, & strict Catholic? You will
not try to prevent me from-——prac-
tising my religion, though—you—
dislike it so, because you do not
know and understand what it is,
what faith is, Stanley 7"’

But even ere she paused, the pale
face, as she looked at it, contracted
with a strange expression, half
stern, half painful, while the grasp
which held her hands almost hurt
them with its tightened pressure,
though it helped her to stand firm
in her agitation.

“Gerty,” he said, in a low tone,
“by practising your religion, tell

me what you mean, what you
expect.”

An unspoken prayer rose from
the poor little heart ere she
answered :

“I mean, Stanley, that—before I
become your wife, I shall have to
ask you to promise me solemnly
that you will never prevent me
from going to Mass ; never ask me
to go to service in any church which
is not a Catholic church ; that you
will never prevent me keeping the
holy-days and fast-days ; that you
willalwayslet mego, as I donow, to—
Confession and Communion.” And
she trembled even still more on that
last sweet, sacred word, as though
it were profaned by being spoken
in those infidel ears.

“Gerty, listen to me!”’ And
while the look on the proud features
had deepened to one of terrible
pain the tone was of almost pas-
sionate remonstrance and entreaty.
“Thinking, feeling as I do, knowing
a8 I do, the wretched system of
superstition (forgive me, my
darling, when I say to you now at

ideas in your heart, which would
enslave you still, alienating you
from all independence and freedom,

you from it, to lead you by the
gentlest influence tosee itas | do?
Gerty, could I see my wife, my one |
treasure, continue to frequent that ’

| —detested Confession, for instance,

knowing each time I saw her gni
that she was seeking guidance .and
advice from another than her |
natural protector—from one who
who would tell her that her
husband was a heretic, an infidel,
and must.be viewed and defied as |
such ? Would our life be a happy |

| one like that Gerty?"”

Gerty was very calm now, calm |
with the resignation of despair, as
from before her eyes she saw fleeing |
the happy, undisturbed future |
which she had fondly pictured,
and rising in its stead the vision of
strife and care, of daily, hourly en
durance, which might be her lot as
a wife. That he, her heart’s idol,
would persist in refusing what she
asked, she would not believe ; and
his word of honor once given, all
she would have to fear then would
be his occagional estrangement and
displeasure ; and this she was ready
to bear for his love, hoping to win
him one day by her patient ex-
ample, not only to continue grudg-
ingly to allow her to practise her
religion, but even to love it himself.
But she tried to smile, as she
looked into his face with that sweet
pleading :

‘0 Stanley, how little you know !
How terrible you are mistaken
about it all — about God’s holy
Church altogether—to fancy that |

preparation, you know, Stanley, |
for receiving the still holier, greater |
Sacrament of—the—Holy Euchar- |
ist—to think that Confession could
make 8 wife wish to alienate her-
gelf from her hueband, or that in it ‘\
she could be told to defy him!|
The only thing upon which I should |
be interrogated, in regard to which ]
I should be obliged to disobey you,
Stanley, would be what I am asking |
beforehand, if ynu]
refuse to allow me to|
continue to practise my religion.
In everything else I should be
advised, nay, bound to defer to
you; and though you might not
know it, I should be a better wife
to you, Stanley, for going to Con-
fession ; better a thousand times
than if I gave it up to please you
for the time, knowing as I do that |
should be offending God and risking
my soul by doing so. And I need
never let it trouble or inconvenience
you, my religion ; I can practise it
quietly, so that outwardly you shall
hardly notice it. Why, Stanley,”
and she tried to smile playfully,
“1 have always been to Confession,
all my life since 1 was seven years
old, and it has not made me 8o very
dreadful, you see. Perhaps, but
for it, you might never have loved
me, Stanley ; I might not have been
as pleasing to you as I am ; I might
not have had even as much good
about me as I do possess, if it had
not been for its holy influence,
though you may not understand it
yet, Stanley.”

Moved to the depths of his proud
heart, but unyielding still, nay,
more inflexible than ever in his
hatred of the religion which shared
his darling’s heart with him,
Stanley, still holding her hands in
one of his, with the other drew her
to his breast, encircling her with
hig arm.

‘“My darling owe anything to—to
a practice like that! Want me to
believe that I could ever have
known her and not loved her! You
are what you are, Gerty, in spite of
it, not because of it. Gerty, could

should

a8 he paused.

you agk me to see you, my wife, the

mother of my children, perhaps, prac-
tising a form of religion which you
would know to he hateful to me, and
in which they could have no part 7”

TO BE CONTINUED

ELLESORA

—_——

The great Italian cireus had come
to Dublin to gladden the hearts of
young and old. The first time it
had arrived, sixteen years ago, all
the world was at peace, and hearts
were gay and the majority of the
Irish had adopted for their motto:

“Come day, go day,
God send Sunday.”

As every man, woman and child
in  Erin loves horses, dogs and
nearly everything that walks on
four legs, the excitement was great
at the advent of the famous eircus.
The traffic was held ' up, the
windows and balconies were filled
with admiring ladies, seated on the
gaily caparisoned, curveting horses,
stepping daintily past to the accom-
paniment of = “pe band ; for Signor
Cheretti’s circus was of world-wide

fame. The first performance wag
wonderful. Hundreds had to be
refused admission. Among the

fortunate folk who got past the
barriers in the front place near the
ring, a pretty young mother sat
among a group of boys.

“Look! Mother, here are the
wonderful dogs,” exclaimed a dark
faced lad, with a reckless, open
countenance and raven curly hair.

The lady nodded and fixed her
attention. She was as youthful as
her bevy of gons.

After the dogs their attention
was fixed on lovely horses and the
fair riders, waltzing, dancing, flying
through rings of fire, and holding
the audience spellbound by their
feats.

Last came a tiny little milk-white
pony ridden by & cherubic girl of
four. She stood on his back and |
danced with fairy-like grace. On
the bills her name figured as ‘‘The
Marvellous Child Rider, Ellesora.”

With a wild pirouette, she grace-
fully rode off blowing kisses. The
circus was over,

**Come on boys,”
Daly.

““Mother, I'll buy a doll with the
gilver 1 have in my money-box, for
that lovely little girl,”” said Rory
enthusiastically.

“Very well,’
mother.

So the next day he
the hotel where the circus folk
were located, armed with life- |
sized doll, and asked tosee Ellesora.
Ushered into the presence of Signor |

exclaimed Mrs. |

his

observed

appeared at

a

Cheretti, Rory Daly, awed to
silence, bashfully presented the
doll. The Signor’s eyes twinkled.

““Very kind of you. Isthis bam-

binb for Ellesora ?"”’ he inquired,
holding it admiringly at arm’s
length.

‘“Yes, gir,”” stammered Rory.

The Signor rang the bell, and told
the maid to send for the child. A
few minutes afterwards, she
entered the room at a gallop,
followed by a brown-faced nurse.
Her rapture was boundlees, when
she beheld the golden-haired doll.
She sprang into Rory’s arms, pour-
ing out her gratitude in fluent
Italian.

““Mother would be very grateful
if you would allow Ellesora to
spend this evening with us. It's
Sunday and she won’t be required
at the circus, sir,”” Rory said
diffidently to the Signor.

“Certainly I shall conduct her to
he fnswered

gratefully.

In less than no time, the de- |
lighted Ellesora was led dancing |
into the hall of “The Revels” the

Daly domicile. Mrs Daly learned

that Ellesora was an orphan. Her
meother, an Italian of high birth,
had married her riding master.

Thrown over by her family ghe had
to take the roads of the world with
her husband. He had eventually
joined the celebrated circus, and he
and his bride had not fared badly.
However he had been fatally
injured riding, shortly after
Ellesora’s birth, and after his death,
his wife pined away. She had
written to her mother, a grim old
lady, asking her to adopt Ellesora,
as she was dying. No reply had
been vouchsafed to her pathetic
appeal, so the kind hearted and
childless Signor and Signora
Cheretti took the lovely little infant
to their hearts and she had been

happy.

‘*See this rosary, Signora.”
Cheretti said to Mre. Daly. He
produced a guaint-looking pair of
beads. The ‘‘Paters’ were of

chased silver, the ‘“Aves”” of coral.
This belonged to the child’s mother
and, in accordance with her dying
wish, her child wears it on her neck.
We are God-fearing folk, and she
hears my wife and myself recite the
rosary nightly. The little one lisps
it with us, using her necklace as
she calls this chaplet.”’

While the elders chatted, the
children had the time of their lives.
Gladly Rory and his brothers went
on all fours. Personating horses,
while Ellesora sprang from back to
back laughingly. At the end of a
perfect day, they said ‘‘good
night,” and in the years to come,
the children never forgot the
delight of that memorable evening.

‘“Mother ! What do you think 7"’
said Rory Daly sixteen years later
to his mother, one August evening
as they sat at dinner in the dining-
room of ‘‘The Revels.” “The
Italian circus is again in Dublin,
and Ellesora’s name figures on the

bills.”

Mre. Daly looked up. Years had
dealt lightly with her, and Rory at
twenty-eight was the beau ideal of
young manhood,

“Is it possible 7"’ she exclaimed.
"I often wondered what had become
of them. They wrote for a year or
two and then somehow they dropped
out of our lives. However, you
will, 1 dare say, patronize the
circus tonight and renew old
acquaintance.”’

‘I mean to Mother. I want to
gee what sort of a girl Ellesora has
grown into,”’ he answered with a
smile,

Queues awaited for admission,
and while waiting Rory studied the
posters. Yes surely there was
Ellesora, fairylike and graceful as
of yore, dancing on the back of her
picture-steed. Later he beheld her
in the flesh, poised literally in mid-
air, as she lightly sprang from back
to back on the lovely team of
Arabian steeds, which seemed to
live but for her,

Then & magnificent coal-black
steed came into the ring, ridden by
a splendid type of young manhood.
“Avelardo, the World-famed Italian
Cavalryman.” He and Ellesora
performed wonderful feats of
horsemanship, the finale literally
taking the audience’s breath away.
As they flew round the enclosure

Ellesora stood on Avelardo’s hand, |

while riding at full gallop, and thus
the marvelous performance

was |

brought to a close amid rounds of |

applause.

Mrs. Daly left cards at the hotel, |

and the next afternoon, as Rory
entered his mother’'s drawing, room.
he beheld beautiful Ellesora seated
there, as charming as of old. The
circus had gone round the world
several time since they had met,
she told them, and it was at her

request, that they were now in
Dublin.
“l had,a hazy remembrance of

you all,” she told them.

‘“What about the dogs?”’ Rory
asked her. ‘' Those I saw last
night surely were not the company
of our childhood.”

“Oh, no!” laughed
““Those are all dead.”’

the girl.

She had a eweet voice in keeping

| with her beautiful personality.

"I see vou still wear your quaint
rosary, Ellesora,” Mrs. Daly said

*“Oh, yes,” she answered fingering
itlovingly. ‘‘NeverhaveIneglected
to offer daily my crown of roses to
the Madonna. But my . grand-
mother has never written and
although my mother tried to see
her in Italy, she refused.”

“Pray on dearest!” said Mrs
Daly encouragingly. *‘‘Your prayer
will surely be answ e

red

““While 1 am Dublin, I must
visit all our Lady’'s shrines,” the
girl continued. “‘This is such a

delightful Catholic country ; 1 feel

quite at home here. I am rich, as
Signor Cheretti has means. But
nothing contents me. 1 often

think, Signora, that I shall enter
a convent. I would not delay only
that I could not leave him alone.”

Rory glanced at her glowing face
in dismay. Ellesora had ever been
his dream maiden.

“Shall 1 conduct you to the
churches, Signora ?”’ he inquired.
“l have my favourite shrines,”’ he
went on, ingratiatingly, ‘“and you
may be sure, you will get
heart’s desire in Dublin. Our Lady
never refuses her clients.”

your |

She thanked him and next after- |

noon sailed forth, under his escort.
Ag ghe knelt in & dim old church on
the mosaic pavement, Rory watched

her rapt expression. The light
from myraid lamps and candles
shone on her lovely face. Forget- |

ful of her surroundings, the silver |

and coral beads slipped through her
slender fingers. Worshippers in
the sanctuary looked inquisitively

at her, and a Friar, passing down |

the aisle, paused with a puzzled

glance, his eyes fixed on the quaint |

old rosary. He waited until
stood up and then followed he:
the porch.

““Pardon me, madam,”
“but might I ask you to tell me the
history of that old-fashioned rosary
of yours? I speak not out of idle
curiosity as I am on a quest.”’

Ellesora was surprised.

““This rosary was left me by my
mother,”” she told him simply. “‘It
was a family heirloom.”

She handed it to him.
examined it minutely.

“Yes, it is the same,”
mured.

“Come inside, my dear, and let
me tell you a story.”

He opened an arched door, and
Ellesora, and the mystified Rory
followed him into the Priory
reception room.

“I have lived many years in Italy,
Signora,” he began. ‘“‘I was a
chaplain to a lovely old lady dwell-

she

to

}
n

The priest.

he mur-

ing in the Castle of Varaduova,
several miles from Pavia. Her
beloved and only daughter had

married against her wishes years
ago, and news of her death had
reached the Contessa. There was
word that a baby girl had been left.

All search for this child had
proved useless; so the old lady
concluded she was dead. She is

filled with remorse for her harsh
treatment of her daughter, and
longs, hoping against hope, for
gome news of the child.
This old lady possesses a pair
of beads, the exact counter-
part of yours, and the only one of
the same pattern belonged to her
daughter. Today 1 said Mass at
the Contessa’'s request that some-
thing might be heard of the girl,
and behold, I enter the church unex-
pectedly, and see you holding the
heirloom or quaint rosary of the
de Varsovarias at the shrine. You

e said, |

Current Account

bills by cheque
drawn at any tin

4%
5%
53%

Interest
Any an

longer.
months.

Investment Plan
Interest is paid 1
1st of December
$100.00 or more

every three months

deposited at any time

R T g ey
Which Plan of Saving
Will Suit You Best

(o

Plan—Interest (4% ) is added
You may pay all of your
Entire amount may be with-
1€,

Special Savings Plan for terms of 1 year and

(5%) is added every six
1eunt, small or large, can be
Not subject to cheque

for terms of 1 to 5 years.
)y cheque on 18t of June and
in each vear on any sum of

Capital Trust Corporation

10 Metcalfe Street

Ottawa Under Dom. G

LIMITED

Temple Building

ovi. Inspection Toronto

_

Stocks Bonds

WE CAN SERVE YOU WITH
GILT-EDGED
INVESTMENTS

Government. Municipal Industrial

BONDS

List of offerings on request
Phone or write for it

Jones, Easton

McCallum Co.

LIMITED |

Investment Brokers

391 Richmond St. London, Ont.

Phones 213 and 294

Private Wire
1 '

New York, Chicago
Montre Tor Winr

onto and e

Grain Provisions

We install a
First Class
Heating
System

At a price that will prove our ability
to be of service to you. The work
we do in Heating System Work is
first class and satisfaction with it is
assured, as well as satisfaction with
the cost.

Let Us Look at Your House
and Give You a Figure
THE

BENNETT & WRIGHT
CO., Limited

77-81 King St London, Ont

_every fifth year
since commenc-
ing business 1892

Business-in-forée,

1923 $351,402,105
oo, Auéts.
1923

56,235,142

B %ﬁ(‘ﬂk(’nl/”/l.lgswl(i;iﬂ

DOMINION EXPRESS
" MONEY ORDER

} SorSale &t CPR.STATIONS and |
|DOMINION EXPRESS AGENCIES |

it

Every 10c ™\
Packet of

WILSON'S

'FLY PADS

WILL KILI MORE FLIES THAN
\ B8 WORTH OF ANY
TICKY FLY CATCHER -

Sold by ali
Druggists, Grocers and
General Stores

Clean to handle.

ARCHITECTS
l Randolph 7887 Kenwood 1680

' J.M. COWAN

Architect
( Registered )
Churches, 8chools 991 Bay Streot
Colleges a Specialty TORONTO

WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Assooiation
ARCHITECTS

|
|
| Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Ohamber
i LONDON ONT

W. G. MURRAY
ARCHITECT

DOMINION SAvVINGS BUILDING
LONDON, ONT.
TELEPHONE 1557 - W
JOHN M. MOORE & (0.
ARCHITECTS
489 RICHMOND STREET
LONDON, ONT.

Members Ontario Association

of Architects

J. C. Pennington John R. Boyde

Architects and Engineers
John W. Leighton
A
BARTLET BLDG.

London Dioce

oclate

an Architects

\l'4~4":.";l:‘-.i:'1“»‘;“:" ‘) wtical and
Benjamin
General Contractor

CHURCHES

and Educational Institutions a Specialty |

Estimates furnished on request

1 CHATHAM, ONT.

Stained El;!ss

' Memorial Windows|

We make a specialty of Catholio
Church Windows

| 8. Leaonard %%

John 8t
Quobec. Que.

' Casavant Freres
| CHUROH; LIMITEE
Organ Builders

S§T. HYACINTHE

‘

|

| Where Do You Go When
You Wish to “Say it With" u

The West Floral Co.

| 249 Dundas St. London, Ont.
|

'UPHOLSTERING

OF ALL KINDS
Chesterfields Made fto Order

OHAS. M. QUICK

Richmond St. London, Ont.
Opposite St. Peter's Parish Hall

CLINGER
London’'s Rubber Man
846 Dundas St., London, Ont.

TIRES and VULCANIZING

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

MANUFACTURED

Furs

Coatsand Jackets
Scarfs and Chokers

GOURDIER’S

KINGSTON ONT,
—HIGHEST

CHURCH WS

MADE IN CANADA
l—"BY COMPETENT ARTISTS

J.PO'SHEA&Co.

15. 19 PERREAULT LINE MonTREAL, Que !

WINDOws

JULY 12, 1924
DR. REBECCA HARKINS
DR. MARIE H. HARKINS
OSTEOPATHIC
PHYSICIANS
Abrams Method of Diagnosis and Treatment

The Bt. George LONDON, ONT,
Wellington St, Phone 15660

PHONE 7308

DR. LE ROY V. HILES
Foot Specialist

202 DUNDAS STREET
LONDON
HOURS : « ONT,

g0 124 m.
L30 to 6 p. m.

Tuesday, Thurs, and Bat
Kvenings 7to §

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORE

MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, NOTARIES®

Idnlly

Bollcitors for the Roman Osatholio
Episcopal Cerporation
Buite 68, Bank of Toronto Ohambers
LONDON, CANADA Phone 172

Telephone 7224

J. M. DONAHUE, B.A.
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
and NOTARY PUBLIC
169%2 Dundas St. LONDON, ONT.
FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS SOLICITORS, NOTARIES, Bte
A. K. Knox R

T. Loa P
E. L' Middlston Seoge  isuphes

Cable Address : “Foy"
Telophones { Main 461
Offloes 1 Continental Life Buallding
OORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STHE

TORONTO

ETE

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

Federal Building
tichmond St., West

TORONTO

Churches and Schools a Specialty |

WINDSOR, ONT. |

Blonde | “we:

QUEBEG |

ll R. 1. WATSON

|
{
|
|
|
l Harry W, 1
|
|

DAY, FERGUSON

BARRISTER

& CO.

James K. Day

John M. Ferguson 6 Adelalde Bt. West
| Joseph P, Walst TORONTO, CANAD
7 ~ c .
LUNNEY & LANNAN
BARRISTERS NOTARIY

Alphousus
— __OCALGARY, ALBERTA
JOHN H. McELDERRY
| BARRISTER, SOLI( ITOR
| NOTARY PUBLI(
UNION BANK BUILDIN(

GUELPH, ONTARIO
UANADA
| K ide 1305, :
| p- W
Hillcrest 109 Vain 158
Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins

Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries

Donogh

|
|
|

TORONTO. CANAT v
| KELLY, PORTER & KELL}
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
NOTARIES

W. E. Kelly, K. C. J. Porter David E. Kells
vn Attorney County Treasurer
Solicitors For Norfolk County Cou
SIMCOE, ONT., CANADA.
DENTAL

|
\
1
1 Cro
|
l

MICHAEL J. MULVIHIL!
L. D. 8., D.D. 8.
2% PEMBROKE STREET W,
PEMBROKE, ONT
PHONE 175
OPEN EVENINGS

DR. VINCENT KELLS

DENTAL SURGEON
|' Clinic Building, 241 - 243 Queen’s Ave
| LONDON, ON1

Phone 1400 Res

Phone 6§

Government and Industrial

BONDS
BOUGHT a SOLD
i Phoue 1637TW 213 Dom. Savings I
i LONDON, ON1
| BEDDORIE, BROWN ,«/
| CONY sl A,
{ CRONY \\. ~\/J \r
POCOCK -~ D o
'.u\\ 0 ‘.’)I,\-
| S e VELE!
{ e T R 69
S e’
e 392 RICHMOND ST
LONDON, CANADA

MONEY TO LOAN

James R. Hasleti

Sanitary and Heating
Engineer
Agent for Fess Oil Burners
821 Richmond 8t. London, Ont,

F. E. LUKE |
OPTOMETRIST
AND OPTICIAN

187 YONGE ST. TORONTO

( Upstairs Opp. Simpson's)
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PHONE 529W

Westlake

PHOTOGRAPHER

Opporite the Armouries

E. MULLEN

14 May St.  LONDON, CANADA
Phone 8714M
Painting and Paper

Hanging Samples on request




