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CHAPTER 1.
A SPECTRE IN THE GLOOM

The rain imps danced upon the
yellow tent. Nava rose from her
sagging cot as the first drops
splashed and drummed upon the
canvas. At last the drought was
broken. The great swirling dust
devile would fly no more. The
camp could now move on from the
shimmering prairie caps, cracked
and blistered by untemper desert
heat, on past the shrivelled skulls
of corroded rocks penciled to pastel
shades by the everlasting beat of
fiery suns, and on until the broad
mesa, tranquil under the rain of a
million star-thrown shadowa, sweeps
into view. The gypsy adyanced to
the opening, cupped her coppery
hands and shouted :

‘“‘Bluebonnet.”

The call floated clear upon the
evening air. It lifted high over the
sand hills burnt dry through count-
less torrid summers, up, up, across
gaunt ridges and melted into noth-
ingness out there where the beet.
ling crags keep watch, as they have
watched through ages of sunlit
peace. Through the red and pearl
and gray of fluted canyons, where
night had early trailed her dusky
garments, the cry penetrated, and
further to the crotches of the hills
until lost in diminuendo whisper in
the gulf of space beyond.

““Bluebonnet ! Bluebonnet !"’

The cry rose sharper. A little
woodland nymph hidden in a nearby
grove started and gave answer.
The call was as a sword-winged dart
that cut her soul, crushed it with
its import. She had heard it a
thousand times before from those
same lips and each time it had
meant & bitter command to rise
from the reverie into which she
inevitabiy had fallen. She rebelled
againet it inwardly but what had
rebellion meant but a resurgence of
gusts of bitter passion ? Tonight
the feeling of repulsion toward the
very word ‘‘gypsy’ seemed
nourished by the thought of what
would transpire between the going
down of the sun and its rising on
the morrow.

Bluebonnet was seized with a
desire to tear herself away forever
from the summons of this tyrant.
It was as if she passed into a world
of peace and happiness wherever
she stole from the routine of the
camp, a8 though she were driven
through a roaring torrent one
moment and then, in the next,
drifting into the hush and calm of a
broad expanse of river. Here in
the grove life came to rest. In
sunshine she could trace her fingers
along the arabesques that shadows
wove upon her dress. Then it
always brought dreams, indistinct
dreams of other days that she
couldn’t quite bring forth from the
world of phantasy into a realization
of what they possibly could be.

Her dream world shattered by
the cry that came rushing over the
shoulders of the ridge above,
Bluebonnet arose, dipped her
bucket into the cool water bubbling
forth from leaves and dancing sand
and started to mount the slope.

Up near the crest light from the
leaden sky was gradually receding.
Bluebonnet gazed far into the
distance, over and beyond the high
caps that merged with the plains,
gazed until she stumbled and
sprawled among the leaves. Some-
where out there in the hills Pemella,
the gypsy chief, was coming toward
her. And she, a frail, young thing,
child-like, with a world of pleasure
missed and a world of sorrow
gained, would be his bride.

Pemella! The very word sent
the thought of a viper rising to her
weary brain. She beheld a vision of
a copperhead with monstrous jaws,
its black fangs darting in and out
of an iron-edged mouth. She
buried her face in the wet leaves, a
thousand moods taking possession
of her at once. Shame, fear, anger,
disgust mounted in one full sweep
to her mind and loosed tears from
her eyes. She would not, she could
not marry Pemella. His dark,
lowering eyes, with the faint
glimmer of gloating behind them,
shop deep into her soul whenever
he spoke to her or laid his large
rough hands like coils upon her.
Bluebonnet pushed her wet face
further into the leaves and wished
that she could lie there until dawn,
until a thousand dawns had come.
Her wounded feelings, bruised in
countless places, had narrowed her
vision until she felt as if she were
forever walking in a cavern,
groping, now driven, now led
brusquely, her footing uncertain,
her face bleeding, her hands filled
with thorns. Life to her was only
toil and torture and each night a
wait for the coming dawn.

“‘Bluebonnet !"’

The woodland nymph startled by
the nearness of the cry looked up
into the face of Nava, The muscles
under the wrinkled skin of the
gypsy queen were ironed, an ugly
contortion worked in her bulging
neck, There was an intense
show of indignation in her blood-
shot eyes. Her lower jaw was
caught up by its muscles until it
closed like a steel safe. She
crouched for & moment, brandished
a large club over her head and with
violent oath rushed forward. Blue-
bonnet erushed her face into the
sand and dirt but the sharp, bruis-
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iuf blow she was expecting never
fell,

“Don’t Nava, Nava!” she
screamed, her plea narrowing the
eyes of the queen into knife-like
slits, Her throat was dry, her body
quivered in agony. But there came
no hise, no guttural harangue,
furious and raging, from the queen.
A moment of silence passed. Blue-
bonnet lifted her face and gazed up
into Nava's eyes. Intothose wicked
orbs had come a new light. Dark
shadowes seemed to leave. Their
coal-black depths were filled with
liguid merriment while a wan smile
played across her face as sunlight
in. & dark ecanyon. But to Blue.
bonnet it was sickly. It reminded
her of adobe walls under a high
noon sun., It was ghastly because
uncommon, weird because new.

Nava shook her jet earrings as
she pointed back to the tents and
commanded :

“Come to camp.”’

The huge, lumbering form of the
gypsy ambled to the crest and dis-
appeared over the ridge. Blue-
bonnet followed sheepishly, her
head throbbing with wonderment at
the inexplicable action of the camp
queen. What did it foretell ? Would
it mean that her life of torture, of
harrassed, haunted existence was
over 7 What did the coming of
Pemella portend ? Was she to be
taken from the rack and her body
freed from the pain of years?
Never had she known Nava to drop
a threat once goaded into fury.
She felt that back of her action was
& purpose she could not divine.
Each step toward camp only in-
creased her amazement.

Arriving near the fire Bluebonnet
set down her bucket and stirred the
glowing ashes. She piled high and
dry cottonwood until the flames
leaped to the lowermost boughs of
the overhanging trees. Great
raindrops hissed upon the black
pot. Nava had disappeared into the
darkness of her tent,

Everywhere there was hustle and
excitement for the camp was in
consternation over the return of
Pemella. He had gone to Arizona a
month before to attend a monster
meeting of the gypsies near the
border. Well-known in the South-
west and Mexico his reputation had
extended as far as Sinaloa. In
some Spanish-speaking communi-
ties it was said he was a diviner or
seer. Pemella had declared he
would return to camp on the full
moon of October. Tonight the moon
was duetorise, round and golden, and
Pemella kept his word. It was his
law.

Anemia that had blued the veins
in the under parts of her arms
poured into Bluebonnet’s spirit a
desire to crawl away from camp to
the high hills and sleep. Continual
slavery in camp condemned her
weakened body to nights of torture.
And it was ever thus from ,the
Dakotas to New Mexico. Now the
camp was moving slowly southward
for the winter but the furnace
winds of Oklahoma imprisoned them
until rain beat down the dust and
sand and made traveling possible.
For weeks the sun had shone from
brassy skies, the wind driven from
the Southwest unceasingly ; every-
where were moving sheets of
biting sand that stung the face and
burned the earth into a huge brown
puffball. Out on the plains the
desert sun heated the ugly bodies of
the tarantulas until they slipped
under rocks to protect themselves
from the rays ; here in the cotton-
wood grove it had shriveled the
leaves on the trees until at each
flare of wind they crackled like high-
pitched voices of ghosts.

The burden of the world lay
heavy on Bluebonnet. There was no
exuberance in her pature ; adver-
gity had driven it from those barren
shores. There was no smile upon
her face for the tyranny of Nava
had abraised it. She cried rather
than laugh for a hundred tragedies
arose each day to draw tears from
her. She was unhappy yet ehe had
never *kunown happiness. And all
because Nava had early taken a
dislike to her. Nava through her
jealous eyes had seen the beauty
that was to be in the child. She
would have crushed it with her
huge, horny hands had it not been
for Pemella who was saving her for
himself. He, too, saw in her face a
comeliness that could not be equalled
in all the camps from Butte to
Chihuahua. Her blue eyes, though
ringed with circles of brown, had
caught the color from desert skies ;
her tender mouth, twitching always
when under command, was sweet
though sensitive. Although the
suns of the Southwest had poured
color into her cheeks the trying,
exhausting life in camp and the
brutality' of Nava had withdrawn
it. Her appealing beauty had
arrested Pemella’s attention even
when she was a child but when
childhood had given way to the
bloom of womanhood he had felt
himself drawn toward her with a
love that surprised him. Obsessed
by the grace of her face and form,
the tenderness of her expression,
the appealing look in her eyes he
consciouely experienced infatuation
that strengthened and grew fibrous
with each passing day. It sought
out some weakness in her and that
weakness was that she needed
protection. From then on he
became her protector. The cold-
blooded ways of Nava met with
rebuffs and warnings that halted
the gypsy queen and transformed
her into a monster, reminding Blue-
bonnet of nothing less than a giant
horned toad. Pemella cursed her
shyness yet blamed it all on Nava.
The latter cowered glumly until
Pemella had disappeared only to

turn on her victim with increased

ury.

Thus Pemella worshipped at the
tiny shrine he had built to her in his
heart. He had become the gypsy
chief when twenty-five years old
upon the death of Guadalajara. Yet
he was fitted for his post. The
finely cut Greclan features, the
deep set eyes, dark and penetrating
under black brows, showed an unre-
lenting character. Gypsy-like he
held to his purpose if that was
gain, In his veins coursed the
blood of a thousand nomades.
Close-up he was Hungarian and
spoke its gypsy dialect. Far re-
moved the nomadic races of India
gave him his wandering desires and
aversion to a fixed home,

In the long silences of the night
on their trips west to the Gulf of
California Bluebonnet often started
into wakefulness. Somewhere near
camp a tinkle of a bell would tell
of the lead horse grazing. At times
a night bird screamed weirdly by.
At others she could hear naught
but the snoring of the gypsies.
She had thought of escape often,
had tried it once only to slink back
to her cot as she perceived figures in
the gloom. She felt that she was
watched both night and day.

In cursory analysis she often
sought out the factor in this repug-
nance to gypsy life. She could not
fathom the reason. In her heart
rankled rebellion which contrasted
with the satisfaction of the other
children. She firmly believed that
she was not a gypey. She had blue
eyes ; the others had black or
brown. Her skin was whiter, her
ways gentler. She felt that she
must be different from the gypsies
who snatched the warm bones from
the impoverished table and gnawed
upon them for hours at a time.
They could slumber in the hot sun,
in rumbling wagons with only a
saddle for a pillow. She worked
from the moment that dawn came
stealing over the hills until night
grouped its shadows around the
camp. As she grew older dark
shadows crept into her eyes and the
circles under them grew more pro-
nounced. The routine was begin-
ning to tear her apart from within,
crush her slowly, perceptibly ; it
was dragging her down until her
anemic form appeared as a spectre
flitting through the brakes and
deadwood of the grove.

Two looming phantoms stalked
through her life—the tyrant Nava
and her marriage to' Pemella. Blue-
bonnet realized what the return of
Pemella meant. On that dark gray
day in September, when he left for
Arizona, he had clasped her to him,
crushed her lips to his and warned,
“When I come back, be ready.”
His kisses burnt her mouth like
pressed hot steel and his words went
deep until it seemed they seared her
soul. She staggering back into her
tent, reeled blindly and fell. A
wild, fierce passion to hurt, to tear,
to fling back upon him with intense
fury tightened her will but she
was powerless, subdued exteriorly.

The threat that she had heard
drummed into her ears was about
to be fulfilled. Now she understood
why Pemella had guarded her
insanely, * threatened death to the
other men were they even to touch
her. An evil design on the part of
the slothful gypey drones would
have converted him into a furious,
raging beast. His love for her was
sensitive yet strong, born as it was
under the parching suns of Summer
and the ice of Winter. To him
Bluebonnet was a flower that he
guarded while near and dreamed of
from afar.

The thought of living with
Pemella sent the blood sledging
against the base of Bluebonnet’s
brain. It would be impossible ;
she would rather crush her very
life into nothingness, to die sudden-
ly than live and be his bride. For
she was a woman now with all the
complexity of a woman’s heart.
She could not understand thecounter
currents of love for life and loath-
ing for it, were she the gypsy's
bride. She knew that behind his
smile to her was a scowling, brutal
nature. She had seen him rise as
a volcano in action and storm
through camp, wild-eyed, cursing,
breaking that which met his grasp.
Men and women quailed in fear at
his approach. During his spells
even Nava avoided him for she
avered that the god of fire came
down and excited his being. Then
at the sight of Bluebonnet he
would calm, his writhing muscles
would guiet. She seemed to charm
him yet she felt the time would
come when she, too, would be
caught up, shattered and cast
aside.

For some unknown reason he
wished her to speak with him in a
language unknown to Nava who,
fired to revenge, set the dark and
evil forces within her designing
ways to torture the object of
Pemella’s love. Their conversings
in English were taken as plots to
destroy her queenly reign. The
books and magazines that Pemella
brought for her to read were torn
in a thousand pieces. From those
that Bluebonnet saved she gleaned
her information of the doings of
the world that moved far away
from the drab little gypsy camp.

TO BE CONTINUED

You must accustom yourself to
seek God withs the simplicity of a
child, with a tender familiarity and
a confidence in so loving a Father.
—Fenelon.

It is every day in the power of a
petty nature to inflict innumerable
annoyances. It is every day in the
power of a noble character to con-
fer services.

AN HUNDRED FOLD

S—

Naomi West, country-born but
London-bound, knew where to find
the footsteps of spring when she
had a free hour at her disposal.
But for a parish-worker in a Lon-
don slum such hours are few and
golden.

It was her weekly half-day off,
and she sat on a bench in Green-
wich park, just where she could see
the full loveliness of a pink almond
tree standing on a carpet of ero-
cuses against a background of |tree-
shaded water, over which the
February sunshine glanced and
gleamed. But, though Naomi loved
this bit of the gardens best of all,
she was not taking her usual delight
in it today.

There was something on her mind.
She had told a lie. At least, to her
uncompromising, either black.or-
white conscience, it was a lie. She
had told Mrs. Brown, the vicar’s
wife, that she had an engagement
this evening, and so could not come
in to supper, whereas she had no
engagement other than what she
might make for herself. But she
did not want to hurt kind Mrs.
Brown's feelings, and the main
part of her excuse was true—she
could not go there to supper
tonight.

Perhaps it was the crocuses which
paved the path of memory with
their eolorful mosaic—they used to
grow just like that in the old vicar-
age garden at home—but suddenly
Naomi West was swept back to a
world of twenty years ago. There
was happiness and homely comfort
in those old days. Poverty is
almost picturesque in the country,
and does not bite go keenly as in the
town, and there was much love to
sweeten life.

Naomi was housekeeper and com-
panion and heart’s desire to her
book-worm father—her mother had
died when she was a tiny child—and
a life which would have seemed
dull to many was full and happy to
her. She had her housewifely
duties, her garden, her Sunday
school and choir and cottage-visit-
ing, all the many small activities of
the country parson’s daughter.
These filled her life.

Then came that dreadful day
when Jimmy Blake, naughtiest and
best-beloved of village urchins, had
his terrible accident in the harvest
field, hiding in the corn when the
boys were ordered out, so that the
reaper caught his leg. Naomi had
to take him to the neighboring hos-
pital herself and even go with him
to the operating theatre, for she
alone could calm Jimmy’s terror ;
and that was how she first met Dr.
Sinclair, the new house-surgeon.

It was some months before old
Mr. West realized that it was not
only the flora and fauna of the
marshland which brought Dr. Sin-
clair so constantly to the village ;
and the realization brought great
comfort to the anxious old hear#,
for there would be next to nothing
for Naomi when he died. With
would-be tactfulness, he tried to
convey this to her, but the young
man’s cause needed no parental
pleading ; it had an advocate in the
girl’s own heart. :

Many of theee bitter-sweet mem-
ories swept over Naomi now—the
widening of her horizon in this con-
tact with a vigorous young mind,
the rapturous call of love, the
knowledge that her father’s fears
for her would be set at rest. She
remembered the gentle, clumsy
hints of the dear old man on that
February day—just such a day as
this—when John Sinclair came to

say good-bye before taking up a|
They had walked |

London practice.
to Far Marsh End, but Naomi had
come back . alone.

ings more by look than by word.
And then the merciful brain-fever
had intervened.

Naomi West got up. She was
rather stiff from sitting so long
upoen that'hard bench. February is
scarcely the month for outdoor
meditations and Naomi was not free
from rheumatic pains. A Deptford
slum is not the heaithiest place in
the world, nor are the lodgings of a
parish-worker the last word in com-
fort. Any little ailments to which
one is subject are likely to increase
in such an environment.

She would walk across the Heath
and down into Blackheath Village
to tea; that would be anice change.
And she must think what she should
say if Mrs. Brown asked questions,
She was 8o kind and friendly, and
she knew that Miss West seldom
had anywhere special to go on her
free afternoons. She felt it to be
dreadfully unfortunate that Miss
West should be engaged on this
particular evening when Sir John
Sinclair, the celebrated bacteriolo-
gist, an old college friend of her
husband’s, had so kindly consented
to give the opening lecture in the
new parish hall and come to supper
with them afterwards.

“ But I cannot meet him,”” Naomi
said half aloud, as she passed
through the park gates and braced
herself to face the wind on the
heath. ““I cannot. I dare not.
God knows that I did right. He
knows that it was the only thing to
do. John did not care for the real
things ; they were not real to him.”’

And then fierce, well-nigh over-
powering temptation swept down
on her like a flood.

‘ Take a bus back to Deptford,”
it urged. ‘‘ Tell Mrs. Brown that
you find you can come to supper
after all. Give yourself a chance ;
give him a chance. He is not one to
forget : you know he has never
married. He loves you etill. Think

Even now she|
did not know how she had parried |
her father’s questionings, question- ‘

Which Plan of Saving
Will Suit You Best P

by
5%

972 %

any time,

at 6% adc

On Current Accounts

Interest of 4% added every three months.
all your bills by cheque

On Special Savings Accounts

Money de}mniu_-d for term of one year or longer,
ed every six months,
may be deposited at any time,

On Investment Savings Accounts

Money deposited for term of one
paid by cheque on 1st of June
year.on any sum of One Hundred Dollars or more.

Capital Trust Corporation Limited

Head Office : 10 Metcalfe St., Ottawa, Ont.

Under Dominion Govérnment Inspection.

¢ You may pay
or withdraw entire balance at

Interest
Any amount large or small
Not subject to cheque.

to five years. Interest

and 1st of December in each

y \ /141 | L ;
/ A=
—\ =
Get Rid Of Irritations
By Using Cuticura

Bathe freely v

ith Cuticura Soap an

Hot Water
Heating

or
Steam ?

A bad joint, or exposed
piping are means of los-
ing heat and efficiency.
Before the worst of win-
ter let us make
your repairs,

Don’t Wait till the Last

Moment—Get Repair
Work Done Now

& Wright Co.

LIMITED
Plumbers, Steamfitters
and Contractors

77-81 King 8t. LONDON, ONT,.

comes,

THE

Bennett

[;42(.51[(@@]2 1l .fxllI: >

7(;/‘19 Stationery has
w » 7 7
g aspecal charm:

FRENCI ORGANDIE

Writing Paper:

5

Cl&hen Romilling Send a

DOMINION EXPRESS
'MONEY ORDER

| " _JbrSale ai CPR, STATIONS and
DOMINION EXPRESS AGENCIES |

OIL LIGHT BEATS
ELEGTRIC OR GAS

BURNS 94% AIR

A new oil lamp that gives an amaz-
ingly brilliant, soft, white light, even
better than gas or electricity, has been
tested by the U, S. Government and 36
leading universities and found to be
superior to 10 ordinary oil lamps. It
burns without odor, smoke or noise—no
pumping up, is simple, clean, safe.
Burns 94 % air and 6 % common kerosene
(coal oil).

The inventor, T. T, Johnson, 246 Craig
St. W., Montreal, is offering to send a
lamp on 10 day’s FREE trial, or even to
give one FREE to the first user in each
locality who will help him introduce it.
Write him to-day for full particulars.
Also asgk him to explain how you can get
the agency, and without experience or
money make $260 to $500 per month.

| 862 Dundas i
| Phone 8370

______ ARCHITECTS
Randolph 7887 3 ﬁ;(unwoo;rlioﬁﬂo

J. M. COWAN

Architect
(Registered )
Churchoes, 8chools 991 Bay Stroet
Colleges a 8pecialty TORONTO

WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association
ARCHITEOTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Ohambers
LONDON ONT.

W. G MURRAY
ARCHITECT

Churches and Schools a Specialty
Dominion Savings Building
TELEPHONE 1557-W London, Ont.

JOHN M. MOORE & CO.
ARCHITECTS
489 RICHMOND BTREET
LONDON, ONT.

Members Ontario Association of Architects

J. C. Penningteon Johm R. Boyde
Architects and Engineers
dohn W. Leighton
Associate
BARTLET BLDG. WINDSOR, ONT.
London Diocesan Architects
Bpecialists in Ecclesis
Educational Bui

. E. LUKE

AND OPTICIAN .
‘87 YONGE ST. TORONTC

(Upstalirs Opp. Simpson's )
Eyes Examined snd Glass Eyes Fitted

BROWN OPTICAL CO.

Physical Eye Specialists
223 Dundas St. London

PHONE 1877
Hamilton, Montreal and Windsor

London Optical Co.
Eyesight Specialists
A. M. DAMBRA, Optometrist

PHONE 6180
Dominion Savings Building
Richmond St.

Branches

London, Ont,

Lightning Battery Service
294 York St. Opp. C. N, R. Freight Sheds
1 London, Ont.

our Battery Recharged in 1
Hour. In or outof your Car,

| Wright Teale Co.

Piumbing and Heating

Jobbing a Specialty
Phone 7984
60 Dundas St

London, Ont.
Geo. Winterbottom & Son
Sheet Metal Workers

Agents Pease Furnaces
Phone 5880 W
519 Richmond St London, Ont.

~ 1t i
("1
| Nl
4% Qu
i )E IN CANADA

} 3Y COMPETENT ARTISTS |

JPOSHEAsCo. |

|
| 15.19 PERREAULT LINE Monraca

Que

We Manufacture a Full Line of

Steel Hospital
Furniture

and guarantee satisfaction in quality and
workmanship. All our goods are made in
Canada by Canadians, Ask for Catalogue.

The Metal Craft Co. Ltd.

GRIMSBY, ONT,

|
|
|
|
|
|

1
|
OPTOMETRIST | |

DR. REBECCA HARKINS
DR. MARIE H. HARKINS
OSTEOPATHIC PHYSICIANS

Abrams Method of
The Bt, George

Diagnosis and Trestment
o oR
Waellington St.

NDON, ONT
Phone 1660

DR. LERoY V. HILES

BPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS

202 Dundas St. Phone 7308
_l_!ARRlSTERS. SOLICITORS

MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY
BABRISTERS, SOLIOITORS, NOTARIES
Solicitors for the Reman Oatholi
Eplscopal Oorporation "
Buite 68, Bank of Toronto Ohambers
LONDON, CANADA Phoue 178

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARI KB, By
A. K. Knox T n L
K. L Middleton uaor‘::hli'og:;h.r

Cable Address : “Foy”

Telephones %2:',: “g

Offices 1 OContinental Life PBullding
OORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STRRETS
TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH,
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, &e,
Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Bullaing,
TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J, Hart
T. M. Mungovan

James E. Day, K. O,
Joseph P, Walsh

LUNNEY & LANNAN

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES

Harry W. Lunney, K.C,, RA., B.O.L
Alphonsus Lannan, LI, B,

OALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO
CANADA
Res. Lakeside 1396, Oable Address “l&cd;;"

* Hillorest lh‘.ﬁ Main 15688

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solicitors, Notarles, Eto,

W.T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G, O'Donoghue, K.O,
Hugh Harkins - -

Offloer 241-242 Confederation Lite Chambers
8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria Sts,
TORONTO, CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
NOTARIES
W. E. Kelly, K. C,

Crown Attorr {reasurer

For Norfolk County Counefl
SIMCOE, ONT., CANADA,

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L.D.S., D.D. S
5 PEMBROEKE STREET W
PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONK 175

J. Porter David E, Kelly

Bolicitor

Beddome, Brown, Cronyn
and Pocock
'INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 698 W
392 Richmond 8t. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Hasleft

Sanitary ‘® Heating Engineer

Agent for Fess Oil Burners

521 Richmond 8t. London, Ont

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order
CHAS. M. QUICK

Richmond St. London
Opposite St. Peter's Parish Huh

Ont.

Where Do You Go When o
You Wish to “Say it With" &

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

HEXTER TAXI

Phone 2859 gpevios
483 Richmond St., London Oni.

Day and
5 and 7 Passe

St. Jerome's College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER, ONT

Business College Department.

High School or Ac¢ \‘L mic Department,
College and Philosophical Department,
Address

BREV. W. A, BENINGER, C. R,, President

87 YONGE ST., TORONTG
PHONE MAIN 4030

Hennessey

‘SBomething More Than a Drug Store”
DRUGS CUT FLOWERE
PERFUMES CANDINS

Order by Phone — we deliver

CLINGER

London’'s Rubber Man

846 Dundas 8t., London, Ont.
YIRES and VULCANIZING

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

Casavant Freres

CH URCH LIMITER
Organ Builders

ST. HYACINTHE QUEBEO

géﬁjamin Blonde

General Contractor
CHURCHES

and Educational Institutions a Specialty
Estimates furnished on request

CHATHAM, ONT.




