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CHAPTER IX.

Desmond Carr-Lyon stalked on, his
hands in his pockets, his pipe in his
mowth, and his thoughts divided be-
tween Kate Meddon and Jessie Play-
ford, He had seen them both for the
last time, he thought; the lovely girl
who had stolen his heart away, and the
Foor woman, Jessie, in pursuit of the
scoundrel who had ruined ‘the life he
remembered so bright and happy.

Poor Jess! But the thoughts of Kate
goon drove her from his mind, sincere-
ly as he pitied her; and all the way
along the cliff he recalled the lovely
face, with its gentle eyes and sweet,
tender smile. Yes, he had seen the last
of her; it had been indeed a farewell
théy had wished each other; for Des-
mond intended walking along the coast
to the next seaport, and from there
working his passage to America, never
to come back!

It was a lovely morning, and the day
Beemed to grow brighter as it ad-
vanced, The sea was like an emerald
in the sun, and the sky overhead was
as blue as he had seen it in San Fran-
cisco, and that is saying much.

Desmond was very hungry, but he
managed to enjoy the scenery; and no
ong¢, meeting him as he strode along—
his head erect, his eyes bright, his step
firm—would have thought that he had
spent the night in a hayloft, and break-
fasted on a slice of bread.

The path, after he had gone a couple
of mileg from Sandford, grew narrow-
er and more rugged, until, at last, 1t
dwindled away into a mere sheep-
walk; at the same time the scenery
became more wild and sternly beauti-
ful. Cliff rose upon cliff to a dazzling
height, as if bidding defiance to the
sea that raged at their feet, and the
gulls on;the rocks seemed to Desmond,
lcoking over, but as little white specks,
dotted here and there,

¥t was too beautiful and grand to be
passed by without a pause, and he
threwe himself upon the short grass,
and smoked and gazed—and thought
of Kate Meddon!

Suddenly. the silence was broken by
& loud report, a dull, smothered roar,
as of;-distant thunder. But it was not
thunder, and Desmond had spent too
many years in a miner's camp not to
know : what it meant.

With a:touch of interest he rose to
hie feet, and walked in the direction of
the: sound, and suddenly—so suddenly
that he was startled—he came upon the
¢bge; of a stone quarry. But for the
rough paling round it anyone might
eusily have walked over and reached
the bottom with a broken neck.

Desmond leant upon the wooden
fence and locked over. It was a pie-
turesque sight. Far down, so far down
that they looked like boys, were the
quarrymen; some picking at the rugged
surface of the rock, others pushing the
trucks along the metal lines that led
to a small harbor or port, where lay
a rough-looking smack.

Under the edge of the quarry, oppo-
site him, and sheltered from the wind,
was a small cottage, or rather hut, but
it looked disused, and the ivy that
c¢limbed over its walls had a neglected
and untended appearance,

But it just put the finishing touch to
the picture; and Desmond, keenly at-
tracted by the sight of something that
recalled his mining days, lcoked for a
p2th leading downwards, and, finding
onre, slowly and not too carefully de-
scended.

As he drew near the boitom he could
£ee the men quite plainly, The noise
he had heard was the sound of blast-
ing, and the men were hard at work
clearing out the broken rock from the
main part of the quarry.

Desmond watched them with keen
and pleasant interest for some few
minutes, then, remeinbering that this
was scarcely the way to reach the sea-
port, he was about to climb up to the
top again, when suddenly two figures
came from under the rock where he
was sitting and so into his view. They
were an old man, or a man of late
middle age, and a young girl. The man
had a wild, uncouth figure and a rug-
ged face; but it was not an unkind one,
nor was the voice, though that was
rough also, a harsh or unpleasant one.
The girl by his side was young—I17 or
18—and slightly built, with a childish
face, in which a pair of blue eyes shone
like turquoises one moment, then grew
48 dark as viclets the next. It was a
pretty face, and the eves were remark-
able, Desmond stood or half-knelt—
for the path was steep—and watched
Len jIn:his own mind he decided that
the& man was the master of the quarry
and the girl his daughter.

After a moment or two he was about
te resume his c¢limb, when there came
another repert and a puff of smoke
frome therside of the quarry.

The old man had drawn the girl un-
der shelter of a projecting rock, but
‘the instant after, she emerged with a
little laugh, as if she were too accus-
tomed to the blasting to feel any dan-
ger. It was a musical laugh, and it fell
pieasantly upon the wanderer's ears.

“Like a young bear,” he murmured:
“all her troubles to come. Perhaps she
may have none! Let's hope so0.”

Eyen as he expressed ‘this charitable
wish, as a kind of farewell to the girl
who had mot yet even seen him, his
aquick, hawklike eyes saw something
moving just above her head,

He looked at her, at the old man, all
round—a swift look of scrutiny. Then
kis heart seemed to stand still: for
that which he had seen no one else
had seen. It was an immense slab of
rock which, unnoticed, had become
loosened by the blasting in the other
part of the quarry; and it would, in
another moment come rolling down
upon that bright-faced, blue-eyed girl!

It was certain, a horrible death!

Most men would have yelled and
shouted; but Desmond knew better.
Ris experienced eyes showed him that
it would be impossible for the startled
girl to recover from the shock of the
sudden shout and spring away from
the awful mass that was gliding down
upon her like an engine of death,

For a moment, while one could
count five, he stood, his heart seeming
to cease beating, then, without a word,
ke sprang sheer from the narrow ledge,
#nd alighting before the girl, caught
her in his arms, and hurled himself afd
her from the spot.

The next instant—almost in the next
haif-second, so closely as to seem sim-
vltaneous—the mass fell with a crash
upon the spot where she stood. She
was saved!

CHAPTER X.

Desmond Cal’r-Lyon's leap had been
80 sudden, the terrible fall of the im-
menseé piece of rock on the very spot
from which he had carried the girl
80 appalling, that for a moment or two
no man could move. Desmond, when
he recovered consciousness—for a frag-
meént of the mass had struck him on
the head—found himself lying on his
back, with his eyes fixed upon the blue

patch of sky which, in the shape of a

round, showed above
mouth,

He contemplated this in the absurdly
satisfied manner peculiar to individuals
just returning from dreamland; then a
voice—a very soft and pleasant voice—
smote on his ear.

“Father!” it said, in a tone of great
relief and joy, “He is coming to—see,
he is coming to!” and Desmond, turn-
ing his eyes from the spot of blue made
by the opening of the quarry, saw a
girlish face, full of sweet concern,
bending over him.

“That’s right! So he is! How are you
now, sir? Stand back, lads, and give
him some air; don’t erowd ’un so!”

Desmond felt something soft and
warm under his neck, and his head
raised, and found that the pleasant
lever was the girl’'s arm.

Then he remembered what had hap-
pened, and with the smile which haunt-
ed Kate Meddon so persistently, he
said:

“You are not hurt? That’s all right!”

The girl blushed erimson at the sound
of his voice and his words, but did not
relinquish her supporting attitude.

“Yes, sir; all right, thanks to you,
sir,” said her father. “If it hadn’t been
for you, Nellie would ha’ been—”

He stopped short, and the dozen or
twe of men exclaimed in a kind of
chorus: z

‘““That’s gospel truth, that is!” and
looked at the heap of rocks lying on
the spot from which he had literally
hurled himself and her.

Desmond pulled himself together and
struggled to his feet, the girl, Nellie,
drawing back almost behind her father
as he did so.

“That was nothing,” he said, light-
ly; “but I was very lucky tq be with-
in sight of the starting rock and near
enough to the young lady to—well, I
think I ought to apologize for my seem-
ing rudeness. I'm not usually in the
habit of rushing at young ladies like
a bull in a china shop,” and he tried
to pass off the intensity of the situa-
tion with a light laugh.

The girl didn’t smile even—which was
ungrateful—but raised her deep blue
eyes from the ground, and glanced at
him for a moment, then let them drop
again.

“That’s all very well as a way of
passing it off—free and easy, so to
speak.” said jher father, with that
dogged insistence peculiar to his class.
“But we .as know what’s what, know
as you saved my girl’s life at the risk
of your own, sir; and—there’s my hand
upon it.” ;

And he swore a round but quite
harmless oath.

“Oh! you make too much of it,” said
Desmond; as he took the huge hand
and shook it; “anyone would have done
the same, and I'm very glad that I was
lucky enough to happen to be the man
on the spot. But, by the way you won’t
mind my mentioning it?—you scarcely
g0 the right way to work in your
blasting. At least, it’s rather old-fash-
ioned and out of date, and a great deal
more dangerous than the new system.”

“Oh,” said the man, with interest:
“old-fashioned!What, is the new way?”’

The girl touched his elbow as Des-
mond was about to reply, and whis-
nered:

“Father, his head is bleeding!”

“So it is!” he said. “Look at that,
now, Tt seems almost as if he’d no
sense nor feeling. Here, sir, you're
hurt. vou know. Your head’'s a-bleed-
ing! Hi, one of you chaps! Bring a pail
of water—"

“The cottage, father,” said the girl
in the same low voice.

“Of course! That's the place; more
comfortable there,” he assented, and
drawing Desmond’s arm within his own
he said: “Come to the cottage and rest
awhile, sir; and we'll see what damage
is done. We owe you that, at least.”

“I'm sure it’s nothinz,” said Des-
mond. smiling, “or I should have ecried
out; I'm good at squalling directly I'm
hurt.”

“I don’t know so much about that.”
said the old man, with a grunt.

They walked to the little hut, and the
girl, unlocking the door, ushered them
into the front one of the two rooms.
It was plainly furnished; a rough
table, a couple of chairs, a kind of
sideboard, cooking utensils of the rough
and ready order, and one or two col-
ored illustrations from the Illustrated
London News, as ornaments for the
walls,

“Sit down, sir,” said the old man,
“and let’s look. Here, Nell, your eyes
are better, and your hands smaller and
tenderer than mine, do ’ee see what's
amiss.”

Desmond remonstrated, the girl flush-
ed violently, then with downcast eyes
she parted the hair and touched a
cut the fragment of the rock had made.

He winced slightly, and the thrill
seemed to run through her.

Then he laughed.

“Not even a scratch!” he said.

the quarry’s

“There is a cut,” she said, gom]y:‘

and she got some water in a bowl, and
bathed the place with her hankerchief.,

Her hands were doubtless more ten-
der than her father’s huge paws, and
there was something inéxpressibly
soothing to Desmond in their soft, sym-
pathetic touch; he began to think that
he was drawing rather large dividends
out of his small investment in the
heroie.

The old man watched the operation
with keen interest, seated on the oppos-
ite chair, with his hands spread out
upon his knees, almost as if they did
not belong to him.

“Bravo, Nellie! Blest if you wouldn't
make a regular good sa whones, my gal!
How is it now, sir; not a bad ‘un, 1
hope?”

“It’s really and absolutely nothing,”
said Desmond, cheerfully; “and I'm
ashamed to let Miss Nellie take so much
trouble.”

“Best let 'un be,” said the old man,
philosophically. “It's easing her mind
by way of thanking you; and now—
meanwhile,” he looked round the hut,
“we might, just to pass my time away,
seeing as she’s amused, take a drink.
Nell, where did ’ee put the basket?”

“Outside the door, father,” she said
in a very low voice.

“Right!” he said, cheerfully, and
hoisting himself from his chair, as if
by the aid of heavy and complicated
machinery, he went out and returned
with a small basket, neatly covered
with a snow-white cloth, and a stone
jar of immense size.

For the life of him, Desmond could
not help eyeing the basket intently; he
was “very extremely so much hungry,”
as the negro said.

“I don’t know whether you care ‘for
a snack,” said the fa
a piece of bread with a steak upon it,
the two together forming sufficient ma-
terial for an erdinary meal for two

persons; ‘‘but if you do, why, it's lucky |

you are here, for Nell and me break-
fasted rather early. Eh, Nell?”
The girl nodded,

“If 'm not robbing you,” said Des-
mond, after watching the production
of a similar mass of solid food and
four hard-boiled eggs, “I'll take a small
piece, for 'm—yes, I am rather hun-
gry.”

“That’s right. A man ain’t igoing to
die in a hurry, even with a broken
héad, when his crushing gear’s in good
order. Take it, and eat what you can;
I' reckon there’s enough here for us,
and more.”

By this time Nellie had washed the
wound—it was slight, the blow, not
the cut, having caused the swoon; drew
away to the door of the hut, and, lcan-
ing against it, looked out to sea.

fTo be Continued.}
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JOHN BULL AND

PAT FOUGHT;

THEN BECAME FAST FRIENDS

Mow Mischievous “Billy” Wil-
son Stirred Up Fight That
Had Good Ending.

[Written for The Advertiser by John
Cousins, Cincinnati, Ohio.]

4 The year 1854 was remarkable for at
least three (if not more) significant
happenings: The Crimean war, the
passage of the first railroad train
through London, and the birth of the
individual pointing these remarks. The
significance of the first is in the fact
that the great Russian Bear was not
“such a much,” as he had been thought
to be, when confronted Dy an enemy
unwilling to be subdued by bluff and
bravado. What the second signified
the London Old Boys of that day, now
living, have realized by the growth to
its present proportions of the (then)
little old Forest City. As the records
of history have seemingly disdained to
emphasize, or even to recognize, the
significance of the third of these hap-
Lenings, and as no one has yet shown
any intense desire to see it otherwise,
48 a penalty for such ingratitude, I
refuse to enlighten so apathetic a
bublic. When one finds himself ad-
dressing people whose only ‘interest is
in ‘the discussion of such subjects as
the “Darwinian Theory,” “Lawson’s
Attack on the ‘System,’ ”” “The Auton-
omy Question,” ‘Apostolic Succession,”
or whether the London Baseball Club
has been ‘“laying down” to the other
team, totally ignoring so significant a
thing as the third of the aforemen-
tianed happenin.gs, why then I sy ‘“‘go
to,” and find' ' out all about such
grandeur for yourselves. Of reminis-
cences of boyhood days, T remember
the time, on a Saturday afternoon,
when my brother and I wandereq away
from our home on Wellington street
near York street, and finally got “lost”
far away out King street. somewhere
in the neighborhood of the old “Black
Bear” tavern, then almost on the con-
fines of the city. We sat down at the
side of the street and were crying over
our plight when along came old Ann
Onion. a very “strong” character in

JOHN COUSINS,

London’s early days. Not in strength
of will was she strong, but because of
th€ vile beer and gin she was con-
stantly cdonsunting. The odor that

in her vicinity
behind made
fold preferable.

limburger cheese ten-

made for us, we “put” for dear
and were finally rescued by running
plump into the arms of old Canstable
Hobbins, as we turned a corner,
old Ann was promptly put under
rest, but it was not before
. bolicemen arrived that
lugged off to the station. When we
got home, which we were enabled to
{Go through the kindness of some of
i those who flocked to the snot, we dis-
covered that our absence had not been
unnoticed. On the contrary, -it came
jout later that almost ‘the
brigade had been called into service in
i the search for us, by my father, who

ar-
other

i : . : |“Yan skeds " ma i
at that time was first (or was it se'cond)! kee skedaddler” made business

jlieutenant of the old “Hooks,” No. 1,

and therefore had a ‘“pull.” I have a
{kind of hazy recollection that some-
| thing more happened to us that event-
{ful, day, even after we got into bed.
But I deem it well to let this little
episode go just as it is, without fur-
ther enlargement or embellishment.
Some people know no better than to
say too much,

The year before the occurrence just
related the royal personage who now
guides the destinies of the nation, then
the Prince of Wales, visited London.
All I can recollect about his visit,
however, is the fact that the streets
and buildings were gorgeously and
beautifully decorated. My lack of
further knowledge is owing to the cir-
cumstance which caused the banish-
ment of my brother and I to the coun-
try. My mother may have thought we
might get ‘“‘run over” if allowed to
stop in town at such a time. Perhaps
she was right. Perhaps she thought
we were too young to be noticed by the
,august visitor. I learned -afterwards
|that the visit of royalty to London
jwas a good thing. Of course it was
|(natux'a11y) in general, but it brought
|good fortune to one London citizen. A
| certain person who lived in the finest
'mansion of the city, on Bathurst
! street, having given up his beautiful
lhome to the entertainment of the royal
j party was enabled to recoup his shat-
itered fortune with the sum he made
the city “shell out” to him for dam-
lages made by the imperial retinue.
Thus did one of London's very patri-
otic citizens boost himself with the
very forefront of popularity and es-
teem, by being able and willing to turn
out of house and home to honor the
Government, but was also able to
make such patriotism pay, Verily we
have had some great folks in the old
town,

The late Judge John Wilson (you
all knew the judge, of course)
had a son remarkable for practical
joking proelivities. “Billy” Wilson was
sitting one day in the office of the old
hay scales—unique in its way as the
greatest news-distributing center (out-
side of a certain shoe store on Dun-
das street) on earth—presided over by
one of the greatest favorites London
eéver had. Happy, genial “Tom” Wil-
inett, As I say, “Billy” was sitting in
'the office chatting with the wiseacres
there over the forthcoming municipal
nominations, and about whe was to get
this and who was to get that, when
he happened to look out of the window
and saw old John Bullock passing by.
John was an Englishman, and had” a
butcher shop on Richmond street. {In
build and proportion he was @ very
slightly-diminished replica of Sir Jo hn
Falstaff., The sight of John, wadam
alo closely followed by Pat Brad
Olg'lnam, who used to. visit Londc

for yards before and|

We saw each other|least that Canada
about the same moment, and, as she fer them about th

Poor .

she could be,

entire fire !

can army (as the war was on then),
and who was noted for his belligerent
Spirit (a strange trait for an Irishman)
stirred up Billy’s scent for fun. He
Immediately left the office and as soon
as Bullock got at a distance from
Brady, he told Bullock that he had
heard Brady say that there never yet
Was an Englishman who wasn't a
“bluff”; that it always was England’s
policy to put the Irish, on whom she
knew she could depend, when there
Was genuine fighting: to be done, in the
frent rank of battle, “while the English,
On account of the '**yellow” in their
makeup were relegated to the rear.
Of course this made Bullock’s blood
fairly boil, and he asked “Bill” Wil-
Son to show him “the low-bred Irish
pup,” and he would soon fix him so
that his rotten opinion would have no
more weight with others than with the
Speaker (Bullock). Wilson then hunted
up Brady who, like Bullock himself,
was a good tempered, jolly, pleasant
man, except that it had ber= said of
him he knew how to hold his own when
he once got into a scrimmage, To him
“Bill” remarked (as it were casually
and not worth noticing) €hat Bullock
Was over near the hay scales looking
around for any Irishman who thought
that Ireland was anything but a door-
mat for august Englishmen to wipe
their feet on, Brady at first said Bul-
lock probably was drunk and not worth
notice. But as Wilson “worked it up”
and finally convinced Brady that Bul-
ilock meant it all, he told Wilson the
best thing he could do would be to g0
'and inform his English bull dog friend
to keep out of his (Brady’s) way, as his
thealth would surely suffer unless he
|knew enough to keep his misguided
iopinion to himself. Finally the two
|met in front of George Grey’'s tavern
and just at that moment Billy Wilson
‘invited them to take a dring with him,
as he had just made a bet on Bullock’s
weight and wanted Brady to make a
guess, Brady said he didn’t care a cuss
vvhat his weight was, as he was ‘“no
g800d” any way. Then Bullock aimed a,
blow at Brady which, had it landed,
would have put Brady out of the horse.
buying business for a time. But it was
deftly parried by the latter, who, quick
as a flash, stooped down and grabbed
Bullock’s legs, whereat the English-
man ‘“‘sat down” so hard he left a big
“dent” in the sidewalk., The crowd
Which quickly gathered separated the
combatants and not long after a
friendship sprang up between these two
rien that became permanent, “Billy”
Wilson unconsciously diad them both
a good turn, though I doubt ‘the good-
ness of his intention toward either of
them,

| “Just about this period of London's
 history her streets always presented a
’pl('ll:ll‘eSque effect, produced by the sight
Iof little groups of two or three red-
covated soldiers of her majesty's im-
perial army. No matter where one
;might c—on the market square, along
jthe river bank, at the city hall, in the
'courthouse, even in church, these uni-
fermed heroes might be seen. What-
{éver prowess. they displayed on the
"battlefield they certainly carried de-
| Vastation ‘through the city’s streets. 1
aon’t mean that they ever got into
fichts or brawls with the civilians (as
though the nation’s paid warriors
i\\'ould condescend to such paltriness),
‘but they always succeeded in captur-
ing the hearts and turning the heads
of the lassicz—winsome or otherwise—
and this, just naturally, riled up said
latsies’ civilian sweethearts. The sol-
diers and the civilians didn’t seem to
esree any too well, This was a very
prosperous ‘time for Lomdon, for not
only did it have from 1,000 to 1,500 im-
perial troops constantly in barracks
(sOme in the old Crystal Palace, some
in the old Royal Exchange, on Talbot
street and many more quartered else-
where), but as the great war of the
Union was then raging across the
border, there came numbers of gentle-

o
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| e
hung around Wer and pervaded the air /T€h of means from the United States

linto Canada, as there seemed to be a
deeply-rooted idea in their minds at
was more healthy

at time of ;day. A

life, ipeculiar word was introduced fnto our

language for use in designating these
mMen at that time, They were called,
“Skedaddlers.” But no matter what
they were called they were
mostly all good fellows, and as
they had plenty of “coin” with them,
and ready willingness to spend the
,8me, the city suffered no whit for their
]presence ‘therein. They fraternizegd with
scldier and civilian and could nightly
.be seen at “Billy” Rowley’s or
{“Jimmy” Smith's, at “Duke” Wheel-
[€r’s or at “Jimmy” O’Connor’s. This
iccmbination of British soldier and
a
inice thing to be engaged in at London
in 1862, or thereabouts, Indeed I have
heard it said that if a man wanteq $5
|badly in those days of plenty and
jeculdn’t find it in the middle of the
{read nor in the alleys back of the old
“Western” or McCue's Hotel, he must
ave defective eyesight, Oh! the balls
they used to have in the Tecumseh.
Eyron, the poet, could describe them
better than I can. Wasn't it he wrote
the verse in which is found the line:

“And bright the lamps shone o'er fair
women and brave men,”

Byron could have “worked up” some
brave stuff if he could only have lived
long enough to have seen Francis
Cornish, Esq., mayor of the city, he of
the curled locks), with a fair partner,
advance and recede, set and posett,
‘vis a vis” (whatever ‘that is), with
Major de la Brown-Smythe, and as fair
a partner. Byron, you died all too soon,
alas, and alack, and woe’s me. I could
& whole lot more tell you, for I am
just getting into the “swing” of it, but
I take it there are other ‘““Old Boys"”
in the city. Perhaps they may have
things to speak of. So from me this will
have to be about all now. My kingdiy
greetings to you, sir, and to all the
heme guard, and to the visitors, wheth-
er strangers or ‘“Old Boys.”®Last of all
hearty greetings to both young and old
girls, from yours truly,

JOHN COUSINS.

—_———————
A POPULAR RAILWAY
MAN, W. E. MULLINS

Of the many railway men who have
gone from London, few have succeeded
better than Mr. William E. Mullins, of

1 St. Albans, Vt,
After being edu-
cated in the sep-
arate and high
schools here, he
entered the offices
of the Grand
Trunk Railway at
the depot, where
his sterling ability
and integrity won
him rapid ad-
vancement. From
here he went to
Toronto, and later
was transferred to
the Central Ver-
mont, with head-
quarters at St. Albans, where he has
steadily won promotion until he now
occupies the position of superintendent
of transportation. Mr. Mullins has the
rep ~of being the same with

everybody, and this has made him
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ORGANIZER FOR
ORANGE CRDER

Mr. Thos. A. Duif One of the
Leaders in the Society
in Ontario,

Thomas Alexander Duff—big, jolly-
lecking Tom Duff-—of Toronto, is one
of the many Ol4 Boys who have made
their way in the world. He was born
May 1, 1869, on old Duke strect (now
Dufferin avenue), the son of Mr. Thos.
Duff, who for nearly 40 years has been
with the MecCormick Manufacturing
Ccmpany of this city, He studied law
here with the present Mr. Justice Mere-
dith and in 1887 removed to Toronto,
where, for many years, he was with
the firm of Messrs. Blake, Lash & Cas-
s€ls. Mr. Duff has probably been as
successful as any of London’s Old
Boys. He has for the past five years
and a half been grand organizer of

THOMAS ALEXANDER DUFF.

the Orange Association of British
North America and general agent for
the Dominion of the Orange Mutual
Benefit Fund, Last year both the
order and the benefit fund had the
108t successful growth in their history.

Mr. Duff is treasurer of the Interna-
tional London Old Boys’ Association,
ard has always taken a keen and
lively interest in the welfare of his
native city,

At pr:sent he is spending the sum-
rer months at his cottage in the norih.
It is cal'ed “Bide-a-Wee” and is by far
the prettiest of the many summer
houses among the 30,000 islands of the
Ceorgian Bay.,

In 1889 he was married to Laura
Frances Thornhill, yvoungest daughter
of Mr. T. C. Thornhill, then of London,
but now in Toronto. Four children
WwWere born to them, but only one is liv-
ing, Master Percy J. A. Duff, who is

stature,

OLD BALL PLAYER
IS TOM WESTON

Was a Member of the Morning
Stars, Who Made Reputa-
tion in Early Days.

Of the
have been

hundreds of Old Boys who

participating in the re-
unions, none possibly is known to a
greater number of ondcners, or to a
greater number of the Old Boys who
have been making regular pilgrimages
to the city than Tom Weston, the
president of the Chicago Association.

When the Londoners in Chicago
caught the idea originated by the Old
Boys in Toronto, and decided to form
themselves into an association, Tom
Weston was one of the foremost in
the movement. Billy Small, another
most enthusiastic Londoner who never
forgot the old town with all its pleas-
ant associations, was sige by side with
him, and with some others they went
about the undertaking in a2 business-
like way, and soon succeeded not only
in having an association formed, but
enrolling as members a large percent-
age of the Old Boys resident in the
Windy City, and its suburbs.

Tom Weston has not once failed to
accompany the Old Boys home., One
reunion is barely over before he begins
to look ahead to the next one, when
he will not only meet those who have
rarticipated in past homecomings,
but many new faces as well. Mr.
Weston is the eldest son of the late

Nervousness, a Calamity

Many who don’t realize what lies be-
yond, treat an attack of the “nerves”
with indifference. Others consider. it
will soon pass away. But in every case
nervousness is a calamity. Only one
remedy will cure—Ferrozone—a nerve
strengthener that acts through the
blood. First it gives you appetite—
you eat plenty. This fills the blood with
nourishment for the inner nerve cells.
Energy and strength is instilled into
every part of the system. You get well
—keep well—nervousness for ever de-

N _He is one of the best-

parts, because you’ve used Ferrozone.
Price, 50 cents per box of 50 tablets at

14, and bids fair to rival his father in s

be no doubt w

COWAN

People buy the best when they know it. There need

hen they buy

S Perfection

MAPLE LEAF LABEL 00004

Because it is absolutely pure and good.

THE COWAN CO., LTD., TORONTO

The Best o eathe icie

SALE TEN MILLION BOXES A YEAR

Teter Weston, of Dufferin avenue. and
was born in London. He attended the
ward and Union schools, and is one of
the many thousands who graduated
under the tuition of the revered
Nicholas Wilson and the late Inspector
Boyle. As a youth Tom Weston was
an ardent lover of athletics, and to
this day he retains that love, actively
supporting all good clean sport. He
was one of the organizers of the old
Morning Star Baseball Club,
was not afraid to tackle biz game and
made itself famous by winning all of
its matches save three, during the five
years of its existence. Many of the
old-timers will remember the Morning !
Stars, who eventually were merged
into the Tecumseh Baseball Club.
Mr. Weston has been a resident
Chicago for the last 20 yvears,
while a citizen of the United States, he |
has remained a great lover of Canada |
and Canadians, more particularly 1hw|
Forest City and its residents, Hence |
the possibilities of bringing together of |
old-time friends from far and near, to|
|
i
§

of

|

amd |

one common point, the place of their

¢
THOMAS WESTON.
President of the Chicago
Association.

birth or former residence, and the re-
newing of old friendships partially
forgotten from absence, and location
at places far apart, appealed so strong-
Iy to him, that he at once enter
heartily into the subject, and
organize the Chicago t
which time he was elected as its presi-
dent. The members have continued
Vear after year to re-elect him as th
head of their organization.
formation of the International
ciation of “London Old
several years ago he
active and enthusiastic
ent and was eclected as
president. The following year he was
elected as president of the Interna-
tional Association. ‘
A reunion of 0Ol4 Boys® without 1
Weston’s genial presence and hea
hand clasp and greeting, would ce
tainly not seem at all natural.
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DR. PATRICK, PRESIDENT |
PORT HURON OLD BOYS
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Dr. Omer ; &
Patrick, the presi-|
dent of the London |
Old Boys' Associ- |
ation of Port Hu-:
ron, is a son
Squire Patrick,
Ilderton, and was
born on the 12th |
Concession, Lon- |
don Township. He
commenced his
education in the
township schools, |
and later attended |
Strathroy = High
} School and the
London Collegiate
Institute, where
“0O1ld Nick?™
tirought the “pen was mightier than
the sword,” but Mr, Checkley, the
principal, preferred applying the rod.
He attended and graduated from the
Western Medical

of
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Huron private hospital,

great success, but latte
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ir stitutions, and he has als
uable property within the Tun
As president of the Londm Old
of Port Huron, Dr. Patrick has
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very little, He often visits
home,
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Cenuine

Carter’s ¥
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of

See Fac-Simile Wrapper Below.

[

Very small and as easy
to take as sudars.

FOR HEADACHE.

FOR DIZZINESS.

FOR BILIGUSNESS.
FORTORP!D LIVER.
FOR CONSTIPATION.
FOR SALLOW SKIN.
FOR THE COMPLEXIOR

3 v 'e ‘ GENUINE MUST HAVE §40NATURE,
2 | ric 4 .é; 79"—“
L1198 conts| -Vegetable.
‘_—W

Q‘JéE SICK HEADACHE.
MEN AND WOMENR,

Use Big @ for
discharges,inflan
irritations or
of mucous membranes,

Painlers, and not astrine
gent or poisonous.

Sold by Druggists,

or sent in plain wrapper,
~“ by express, prepaid

$1.00, or 3 bottles $2.75.

Circuiar sent on reens

GILLETTS]

ABSOLUTELY PURE
! /

A $ 3
o ATHE EVANS CHERICAL GO,
& C.NCINNATI, 0.5

CREAM
TARTAR.

Nearly all goods in this line at the
present time are adulterated and in
Jact unfit to use,

GILLETT'S is used by the best bakers and
caterers everywhere.

REFUSE SURSYTITUTES.

GILLETT'S costs no more than the inferior
adulterated goods.. - -

REFUSE SUBSTITUYES.

W.GILLETT 0uray

LIMITED




