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CHAPTER IH.—Continued

The squeak of the swinging 
lantern became lost and left only 
the sound of dripping rain. Blue
bonnet looked about her in the 
darkness. The car was empty, 
only a few scattered piles of chaff 
lay here and there. Her dripping 
clothing clung to her flesh, water 
ran from her shoulders in a cold 
stream. Later she scraped to
gether litter into a small mound in 
a corner. Then sounded four long 
blasts from the locomotive. The 
engineer was calling in the rear 
flagmeq. A moment later the first 
few cars jerked and stopped, then 
the rumbling came down the length 
of the train as subdued thunder. 
One by one the cars moved until the 
entire line was in motion. Blue
bonnet peered toward the strip of 
light that marked the open door. 
Not a soul was in sight. Five 
minutes laterthe lightsofTexokadid 
not throw their shadows on the red 
cars of Number 62. It was rum
bling northeastward through the 
plains of the Oklahoma Panhandle.

Bluebonnet leaned her head back 
against the rough splint»ry sides of 
the freight car and listened to the 
rythmic beat of the wheels upon the 
raffs. The train was gaining mo
mentum and the steady click clackof 
the wheels grew rapid. A tower 
with a flash of light slipped by. 
Out in the offing a dot of light 
appeared. Some happy home, she 
thought. Perhaps a mother or 
father smiling down upon a loved 
child. In a moment she was dream
ing of her own parents. Where 
could they be ? Perhaps in some 
far off city they were thinking of 
her this moment and here she sat 
huddled in a freight car. hounded, 
chilled, fearful, with no haven or 
home to turn to, only a terrible past 
of bitterness and anguish. In the 
agony of her desolation she gazed 
disconsolately out into the void but 
not a single gleam of hope came to 
her mind. She saw only the relent
less gypsies eager to rend her to 
pieces for her desire to return to 
American people. A white flame 
of horror burst within her at the 
thought of Pemella's clutching 
hands. Then arose in her mind a 
grim, persistent fear that she 
would never be able to conquer the 
future, to twist out of the net in 
which she was ensnared. Blue
bonnet closed her eyes for a mo
ment, the low rumble and vibration 
of the cars was making her lids 
heavy. It was like traveling in 
gypsy wagons over open desert 
wastes. It was as somnolent as the 
smoky veils of heat that rise from 
the red-walled canyons of Arizona. 
Slumber was coming to her as when 
the furnace winds blow off the 
Painted Desert wastes in the even
ing. In fancy she slipped back to 
the broad mesa chamelonizing in 
the sunset, the fluted mountain 
flanks in the distance, the white 
alkali sand, the upreared cacti and 
the everblowing South wind crisp 
and parching. She opened her ears 
to a strange sound. A soft pound
ing grew louder. It was the brake- 
man walking on the roof. Then 
the noise lessened. He had crossed 
to the following car.

Again the deep rumble of the car 
condemned her to a lethargy to 
which she was slowly surrendering. 
She drew up closer to the wall for 
warmth for the night air was chill
ing. Great, torturing thoughts 
hovered in her brain. What cruelty 
would Pemella force her to endure 
should he find her ? The chief 
would never permit her to slip 
away so easily. He had guarded 
her too long to let her escape with
out instituting a search that would 
cover the nation. But it would be 
difficult to trail her after the rain. 
The gypsies could do nothing until 
the next mdrning. Then she would 
be miles and miles away. They 
would not suspect that she had 
ridden the freight. The reality of 
the thing even surprised her.

Each turn of the wheels was 
taking her that much farther to
ward freedom. When would the 
train stop ? Where would she go 
when she left the protection of the 
car ? She must eat and drink. 
Perhaps the train would stop miles 
from a town ! That would be 
tragedy in itself. But she had 
firmly decided never to return to the 
gypsies for down in her heart she 
felt she was no gypsy. The 
magazines that Pemella had brought 
to her in camp had planted within 
her the seed of rebellion and dis
gust toward nomadic life. That 
which he had intended to strengthen 
her in his purpose had cut a gorge 
between them, one that time would 
never bridge. Instead of becoming 
an enlightened queen she was 
transformed into a wise rebel. But 
It was not altogether the pictures 
of the home life of the American 
people, the hearthstone, the happy 
children that had fired her to repu
diate the loathsome life, as it wafe a 
vision that recurred to her always 
in serene moments in camp. It had 
etched itself into her young 
memory. At times Bluebonnet 
believed it a figment of her imagin
ation but the persistency of the day
dream gave her proof that it 
sprang from some scene of her 
early days. The recurring picture 
was that of a large cotton field and 
in the background a massive home 
with high pillars. It seemed that 
she was being led through the field

of cotton and ever and anon she 
would look up into the eyes of a 
woman who smiled down sweetly 
upon her. It must have been her 
mother for the smile appeared 
maternal, ineffably sweet, tender, 
full of solicitude. Her eyes were 
large and lustrous and In those 
depths reposed a world of lov<. 
But she could not go back no 
farther, something seemed to drop 
out of her mind, leaving her 
stranded with only the picture of 
the Colonial pillars and a sweet
faced woman. If this vision had 
■iwum into her brain once it had 
cuire a thousand times. Blue
bonnet had loved to dwell upon it 
for It was something different from 
gypsy existence. There was seren
ity about it that was In contrast to 
the driven life in camp. It was her 
foundation for the conviction that 
she was white, American, and not 
an Hungarian gypsy.

But whenever she had spoken of 
the vision to Nava, the queen would 
wrench her muscles into anfery con
vulsions, the blood would rush to 
her face and for * the hundredth 
time she would hiss. "You're a 
gypsy. You’re the daughter of 
Lodhka. Hah ! White. Gypsy,
like this-----” and as she pulled the
yellow cloth from her arms she 
would point to the bulging blue 
veins that ran like ■ straightened 
snakes up to her elbows. 7

A Hood of these memories came to 
Bluebonnet in the gloom of the car, 
flitted back and forth. The dark
ness of the enclosure sent forth its 
stealthy, noiseless shapes, sceptre 
and human, man and phantom, each 
on the other’s trail. At times it was 
Pemtlla, crouching low and then 
straightening to smile stoically! 
Then came Nava searching here and 
there, striking at an unseen foe, 
her rounded shoulders half-hiding 
a large moon face sagging with 
wrinkles. During a surcease of 
imagination Bluebonnet dropped 
into slumber.

Sometimeduringthe nightthe rain 
ceased beating on the roof of the 
car. The mass of heavy clouds 
broke into small phalanxes that 
here and there let through the eyes 
of the night. On, on, through the 
darkness the engine cut its wide 
swath of light across the prairies. 
It crawled slowly up an elevation 
and screeched down through miles 
of plains where cattle lifted their 
head to gaze at the monster with 
fiery mane. Cinders fell into 
puddles of water that stood near 
the track. The wind had almost 
disappeared.

Number 62 pulled and coasted 
through the night into the pre
dawn darkness. It stopped once to 
take water, again it slowed almost 
to a standstill for a stubborn steer 
took his stand in the middle of the 
way. Then down in the path where 
the engine was pointed came a few 
streaks of light. Dawn was throw
ing its effulgence into the heavens 
which in turp cast the light to 
earth. One by one objects became 
visible. The ranch houses, the 
herds of cattle, a group of trees 
near the habitations and far down 
the track Terlton hove in view. A 
group of warehouses, as red as the 
Rock Island can paint its posses
sions, was glistening, the wet 
boards reflecting the morning sun. 
A long-drawn whistle, a short 
season of grinding and sparking 
wheels and the shaking cars jerked 
to a stop. Number 62 pulled into 
the siding here to let the mail train 
by. It was every day routine.

The village seemed in slumber 
save for a lone rider who sat on 
his horse laconically. A dark crop 
of coppery hair, like a mop, showed 
from beneath his Mexican som
brero. His leg thrown sideways 
over the saddle gave him an appear
ance of listlessness accentuated by 
small clouds of cigarette smoke 
that hung about his face and 
refused to be blown away by the 
stirring breeze. He was stooped 
though hi.- wide shoulders gave 
evidence lof great strength. Occa
sionally he flecked ashes on the 
mane of his pony who, from time 
to time, stomped at flies and closed 
his eyes from attacking insects. 
The dream/, lackadaisical air was 
staged not alone by the quiet 
village but by the sun bursting out 
of the East, red and hot and bright. 
In its rays bobbed and zigzagged 
a million flying creatures early 
venturing upon their day of dance.

With an air of indifference the 
cowboy jingled the rowel of his spur 
against a saddle ring at the same 
time beating against the horn with 
a pen-knife to a s.ng that ran like 
this :

Ga along, thar, Jerry,
Whoa ! Haw ! Buck !

Bound fer Arkansas,
Dern my luck !

Grease up th’ blacksnake 
An’ let’s make dust,

We gotta get a goin’ fer 
It’s Arkansas or bust.

As the train approached the 
drawling died within his throat. 
He answered the wave Y>f the 
engineer with a hint of smile that 
displayed his depravity and vicious
ness, akin to that seen lurking on 
the faces of Mexican gamblers at 
their winning points.

The brpkes had scarcely ceased 
snarling when Bluebonnet rubbed 
her eyes to awakening. She was 
conscious of light streaming into 
the enclosure. Then something 
slipped before her vision that made 
her spring to her feet in alarm. 
She gave vent to a startled cry. 
The shock made her gasp for 
breath, something seemed to coil 
around her throat, pressed it with 
the grasp of a giant.

Two black eyes—gypsy black— 
were peering in at her through the 
open door.

TO BE CONTINUED

A CHILD’S PRAYER
A TRUK STORY

fly Rev. Richard W. Alexander in The 
Missionary

A class of reverent little maidens 
sat one day, in the office of the 
Directress of a certain large 
academy, listening to the last in
structions of the gentle nun who 
wa« preparing them for their first 
Holy Communion.

She was a queenly woman with a 
countenance of great beauty, spirit
ualized by close communion with 
God in prayer. She had been 
the guiding spirit of th» institution 
for many years, and she had left the 
Impress of her rare personality on 
every one who came in contact with 
her. Ever zealous and watchful she 
had guided these little girls all 
through their preparation for this 
unique and specially sacred occasion 
of their lives, and now she was 
giving them the last evening’s in
struction. '

All eyes were on her noble face 
with loving reverence as she con
cluded her instruction with these 
impressive words :

"My dear children, you have been 
to confession, and your young 
hearts are purq and spotless, and 
in all these past days you have been 
preparing moat fervently to receive 
our dear Lord with proper disposi
tions. There is one more thing I 
wish you to do. When you return 
home this evening be serious and 
recollected, and at a fitting oppor
tunity go to your father and 
mother and kneel down and ask 
them to forgive you, if you have 
ever given them any pain or suffer
ing by your conduct. Ask them to 
come to the Chapel tomorrow morn
ing and witness your happiness in 
making your precious First Com
munion. If any one has a father or 
mother not a Catholic pray fervently 
for their conversion at Mass, and 
when you go home, ask them to 
grant you one request on your First 
Communion day to make you happy, 
and that is to come into the holy 
Catholic Church ! I am sure our 
Lord, whose Presence will still be 
with you, will touch their hearts, 
and some day your request will be 
granted. Now, this is all. May 
God bless and take care of you. 
Remember you must be very recol
lected this evening, and think of 
the great blessing in store for you 
tomorrow."

The nun paused ; and the little 
maids looked at her with reverence 
as if her words had been 
heaven-sent. The evening sunlight 
streamed through the basement 
window and lighted up the scene ; 
but most of all, the tall queenly 
figure whose beautiful smile and 
sweet gentle presence had made 
these evening instructions a memory 
never to be forgotten. They 
silently rose and left their Convent- 
school with subdued steps and 
voices.

One earnest-faced little girl 
lingered, a blue-eyed fair-haired 
child of ten, into whose heart these
last wordsof Sister H-----had deeply
sunk. Her father had never been 
in a church to her knowledge, 
although she had heard he was once 
a Catholic. Her mother was a 
Methodist. The child had been 
attending this Catholic Academy 
because the winning kindness and 
graciousness of the directness had 
laid hold of her parent’s hearts 
when they sought an institution 
where she would have every advan
tage of culture and education ; and 
they had made no objection when 
their daughter wished to make her 
First Communion with her little 
companions, as, happily, she had 
been baptized a Catholic, and some 
lingering memories of his Faith had 
tugged at her father’s heart 
strings.

As she lingered at the great door
way, Sister H-----took the little hand
and said with a smile :

"I know what you want to say, 
dear ; ask father and mother, both, 
to come tomorrow. I know that 
father does not go to church, but 
perhaps our dear Lord will make 
you the instrument in his conver
sion. What a great happiness it will 
be ! Be sure to tell him Sister 
H-----is looking for him.

A delighted smile broke over the 
face of the child, and without a 
word she bounded forward to join 
the rest, and then as if recollecting 
herself subdued her steps to a quiet 
gait.

That evening at home every one 
knew that Amy was getting ready 
for her first Holy Communion. She 
spoke little, and after tea while her 
father and mother sat in the 
library and the other children had 
gone out, she came in modestly and 
kneeling down between them 
clasped her little hands and in a 
broken voice begged them to for
give her if she had ever pained 
them by her childish faults. The 
effect can be imagined. Her mother 
clasped her in her arms, and with 
tears kissed her and told her she 
had always been a good child. Her 
father took her on his knee 
and silently pressed her to his 
heart.

“Who told you to do this ?” he 
said.

"Why, Sister H-----." She said
it was our duty ; and she wants you 
both to come up to the chapel and 
be there when I make my First 
Holy Communion, for it will be the 
happiest day of my life," said little 
Amy.

The parents looked at each other.

"Well, we’ll see !" was the reply.
But when morning came only her 

Protestant mother accompanied 
Amy. Her father would not,— 
could not go. Long forgotten 
memories of a First Communion 
day of his own, stirred under the 
cruet of years, and he dared not 
trust himself. Grace was knocking 
at his heart, and while he resolute
ly barred the entrance, his peace 
was gone. And all through the day 
the vision of those innocent blue 
eyes and the fair little face in Its 
pleading rose before him.

The ceremony of First Commun
ion in the Convent Chapel was 
beautiful. Each little girl was 
accompanied by an "Angel’’ bear
ing flowers and a taper to do 
reverence to the Lord of all as 
He came to each little heart. With 
downcast eyes and folded hands 
they returned from the altar rail 
and tears rose to the eyes of many 
who watched them. Amy's mother 
was deeply impressed. After Mass 
during the breakfast, at which the 
parents assisted and which Sister 
H-----'sgtnerosity provided, happi
ness shone on every face. Was 
it not indeed the great day of their 
lives ?

That evening when Mr. C-----
returned from his office, his wife 
gave him a full account of the beau
tiful events of the morning, and 
Amy who still wore her white dress 
confirmed her mother’s story by the 
beautiful joy that shone on every
feature. Mr. C-----was silent but
his face showed his interest. He 
went into the library, and sat down 
with his newspaper, but Amy fol
lowed him and softly closed the 
door. She nestled close to her 
father, and caressing his face said :

" Papa, will you grant me a favor 
on my First Communion day, to 
make me happy ?"

" Why, daughter, I thought you 
couldn’t be happier. What in the 
world could I give you that would 
increase your joy ?” said her father 
smiling.

"Just one thing Papa!" said 
Amy.

“ And what may that be, dear?"
“ Why, Papa, weren’t you once a 

Catholic? You won’t be happy 
while you are not going to Church, 
and your little girl won’t be happy 
either!”

The man of the world grew pale. 
Wasn't it true ? Had he been really 
happy all these years ? Life was 
passing. How long would it last ? 
Was his little daughter, standing 
there clothed in white like an angel, 
her pleading eyes fixed on him, was 
she to be his accuser ? He moved 
impatiently. He could not answer.

In the silence which followed Amy 
feared she had displeased him. 
Taking hold of the Masonic emblem 
which hung from his watch chain, 
she pleaded :

" Won’t you come back to the 
Church, Papa dear, and be a good 
Catholic!" His glance fell on her 
hand which unconsciously held the 
trinket. He pushed her gently 
away.

" Some time, maybe ; you mustn’t 
worry Papa now. Let me do some
thing else, dear,” he added, notic
ing the disappointed look in her 
face.

’’ Well, then," said Amy, in a sad
dened tone, " Sister H-----told me
to ask you to wear this, under the 
lapel of your coat ; she sent it to 
you in memory of my First Com
munion day " and the child drew a 
little gold League pin of the Sacred 
Heart from a small box and showed 
it to her father.

” Did Sister H----- send that to
me ?” he said.

“ Yes, Papa, she did ; and I was 
to give it to you whether you 
granted my request or not.”
“Pin it on," he said, raising the 

lapel of his coat. “ I’ll wear it for 
your sake dear, and for hers.” He 
remembered the gentle nun who 
received his little daughter into the 
academy when he placed her at 
school.

"For my conversion !" he repeated 
with a fcmile. “ Well ! I need con
version, and you both will be a 
strong team ! But run along dear, 
and enjoy yourself. I will give you 
some other remembrance for your 
First Communion day.”

Amy looked at him earnestly, but 
said nothing. She softly closed the 
door, and the man sat thinking.

He took his masonic emblem in 
his hands.

“ If it were not for this,” he mut
tered ; and his thoughts went back 
over the decades of years that were 
gone, and the memory of that text 
of Scripture came back. When did 
he hear it last? "What doth it 
profit a man to gain the whole 
world if he lose hie soul ?" What 
an uncomfortable thing a soul may 
be ! He took up his paper. He 
could not read. He moved around 
the room. Finally he took his hat 
and went out, as he said “for a 
short walk.”

Days passed by.. School was re
sumed. The daily routine of life
began again, but Mr. C-----was not
happy. Work, pleasure, home-joys, 
his children, nothing seemed the 
same. A haunting voice pursued 
him. In vain he strove to banish it. 
He felt the “strong team” was 
drawing him ; and after six months 
he made his resolve. Only God and 
His Angels knew what it cost him, 
but he went to his Lodge and 
severed his connection with it. He 
laid aside his masonic emblem. 
And now he felt he could breathe 
freer. He made a strong effort, 
and finally called on a priest whom 
he knew slightly. And here came a 
stumbling block, that may be a les
son to those who read. The priest 
told him to call again, as he had 
pressing business just then. Dis

heartened and discouraged, for the 
demon seized his opportunity to 
frighten him, Mr. C—— left the 
priest’s house and felt inclined to 
give it up. But the "strong team" 
was at work. And although some 
days passed by, he thought It over. 
In the meantime Christmas was 
approaching. Amy was getting 
ready for a most fervent Commun
ion for her father. Sister H-----
was adding her prayers. A novena 
was under way, because Amy had 
told her dear Sister that ’’ Papa did 
not wear his masonic emblem any 
more." There were strong forces 
at work for him at the Throne of
God, and Mr. C-----had never laid
aside the Sacred Heart pin that was 
under the lapel of his coat.

On Christmas eve Mr. C-----left
his office earlier than usual, and 
passing by the Cathedral, an im
pulse came over him to go in. The 
stately building was in the twilight 
of a winter's day. There were 
quiet groups around the Confes
sionals; and the ruby light that 
trembled in space told cf the hidden 
Presence on the Altar. A solemn 
stillness, and peace, filled the
atmosphere. Mr. C----- sat in a
back pew and thought. His life 
passed before him—he knelt and 
prayed. And then as grace tri
umphed, he rose, entered a Confes
sional, and left the load of twenty- 
five years of his life behind him at 
the foot of the Cross. Absolved I 
forgiven ! peace flooded his heart. 
All the sweet memories of his boy
hood came back when he knelt at 
the priest’s feet, and in God’s name 
was forgiven. Truly, God was 
gstid ! Surely prayer had uursued 
and conquered him. And he had 
been told to go to Communion ! He 
would kneel beside his innocent 
child, and receive h's God !—on the 
morrow ! He was choked with 
tears. Long did he kneel, and then 
he went out into the streets, the 
busy streets of a city on Christmas 
eve, with a heart full of joy.

All at home noticed the glow on 
his face that evening. Amy, and 
her sister who had been prepared 
for her first Communion since, 
were getting ready to receive 
their Divine Lord again. It was 
agreed they should go to the 5 
o’clock Christmas Mass at the Cath
edral. They went, and when the 
time came for Holy Communion, to 
their amazement and joy, their 
father who had accompanied them 
(they thought for curiosity only) 
arose and knelt between them at 
the rail. Amy could not restrain 
her tears. At the breakfast table, 
after the Xmas greetings she threw 
her arms around her father’s neck, 
and parent and child wept joyfully 
together. What a happy Christmas 
it was !

We need not follow the years as
they passed by. Mr. C----- was a
good practical Catholic now, and his 
children were brought up in the 
knowledge and love of the faith. 
It may not be a surprise, then, to 
read that the eldest daughter, Amy, 
after reaching her nineteenth year 
begged her parents permission to 
enter the novitiate of the great 
Order of Mercy, where she is now, 
reader, a professed and a happy 
Nun. serving faithfully and min
istering to the poor, sick and 
ignorant. One unceasing prayer 
was still hers, and also the dear 
Sister’s who guided her childish 
steps the first time to the Com
munion rail. It was the conversion 

| of her mother. God granted this 
prayer in his own good time
Mrs. C----- seeing the happiness
of her husband and her family, 
renounced Methodism, studied the 
claims of the Catholic Church, 
and on the feast of our 
Blessed Lady’s Immaculate Con
ception was baptized, and soon made 
her First Holy Communion. All 
this family is now in the Catholic 
Church through a child’s prayer 
and the influence of a holy Nun who 
is now with God enjoying the 
reward of her beautiful life.

THE MORAL VALUE OF THE 
DIVINITY OF CHRIST

ARCHITECTS

The vivid expression of the 
Divinity of Christ in the likeness of 
our flesh and before the eyes of 
men is of great moral value. 
Christ is not merely a human 
Christ, but God also and the highest 
in man. His Atonement for the 
sins of men has fully satisfied the 
Infinite Majesty of the Fathèr, 
while His humanity has presented 
an ideal which he makes capable of 
human imitation. Yet if Christ 
bids us to be imitators of His per
fection, He does not mean that the 
capacity for so doing exists in our 
weak and sinful nature. Our 
capacity for imitating Christ comes 
from the indwelling Presence of 
Christ in the mind, heart and will 

■of the regenerated Christian. 
Christ as the living Absolute Truth 
brings into captivity and obedience 
the mind of the true Christian and 
thenceforth the Church (as being 
the reflection of Christ’s mind) is 
unconditionally obeyed. In this 
manner and through the grace of 
His indwelling Presence, He like
wise gains control over and tames 
the will of the sincere Christian. 
Then finally by the unutterable 
beauty of His character. He captures 
the heart of man with all its moods 
of affection.

This spiritual triumph of Christ 
through this Divinity over the 
interior being of humanity is much 
more wonderful and deep than the 
influence of His religion over the 
standards of art, literature, civics 
or social intercourse. Zealous lovers 
of Christianity ought to keep this in 
mind when they are fearful of the
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OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIANS
Abram» Method of DUgno»!» tad Tioolinom

LONDON, ONT
Phone 1660

DR. LeRoy V. HILES
SPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dundee SL Phone 7803

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY. GUNN A MURPHY"

BA It RIOTERS. BOLIOITOBB. NOT AM EH
Bolloitom for the Roman Oathollo 

Eplaoopal Corporation 
Balte 55. Hank of Toronto Chamber» 

__________ LONDON, CANADA Phone 171)

FOY. KNOX A MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOT A RI ES. Etc
E* i®* ftuiAn £ l4)ulfl Moaahan
K. L Middleton George Keogh

Cable ^ddress z "Foy"
Telephone» { Jg 

Office* i Continental Life Building 
OORNEK BAY AND RICHMOND HI REITS 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, BOLICITOKS, Ac. 

Itoom. lie to m. Federal Building 
TORONTO, CANADA

Jamea K. Day. K. C. 
Joseph P. WaUh Frank J. Hart 

T. M. Muugovnn

LUNNEY& LANNAN
BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

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

__________________ CALGARY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
UNION BANK BUILDING 
GUELPH, ONTARIO

CANADA
Rw. Lakeside Cable Addree ■ ■London 1

“ Hilicreet 1097 Main 1683

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solloltore, Notaries, E«o.

T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoghue, BLC 
Hugh Harkins

°fflowil41-Si42Confederation Life Chambers 
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria 8ta. 

__________ TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
O. J. Porter David K. Kelly 

Crown Attorney County Treasurer 
Solicitor» For Norfolk County Council 

SIM COB, ONT., CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MÜLVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

86 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONE 176

Beddome, Brown, Cronyn 
and Rocock

INSURANCE
Money to I-oan Telephone 668 W
30 2 Richmond 8to LONDON, CANADA

James 8. Haslet!
Sanitary ‘3? Heating Engineer

Agent for Fes» Oil Burner»
321 Richmond St. London, Ont

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond St. London, Ont.
______ OppQHite 8t. Peter’s Parish Hall

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

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

HEXTER TAXI
( Formerly Marley - Hexter )

Phone 2859 « DY,a,'l<i NiKhl Service5 and i Passenger Sedan»
483 Bichmond SI., London. Onl.

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

Business College Department.
High School or Ae-ademic Department. 
College and Philosophical Department. Address
RKV. W. A. BENINGER, C. R,, President.

87 YOIMGE ST., TORONTO 
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey
" Something More Than a Drug Store ’

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — wc Deliver

CLINGER
London's Rubber Man
346 Dundas St., London, Ont.

TIRES and VULCANIZING
We repair anything in Rubber. 

Galoshes and Rubber Boots a specialty.

Casavanl Freres
CHURCH LIWI™

Organ Builders
QUEBEC•T. HYACINTHE

Benjamin Blonde
General Contractor

CHURCHES
end Educational Ieetitutiona a Specialty 

Estimates furnished on request
CHATHAM, ONT.

f


