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BOOK TWO.—BAYOU PORTAGE

CHAPTER XIII.
TALKS BENEATH THE STARS

Later, when Toinette had finally
submitted to the kindly ministra-
tions of Tante Odile and had been
led away, Le Bossu and 1 slipped
out for a breath of air before the
hut., It was a wonderful night,
still and cool, and the stars shone go
brightly that it was as though each
had trimmed its lamp to welcome
the big man home, We sat long
beneath the tiny beacon lights, and
as we sat Le Bossu spoke of the
past, telling of things at which he
had but vaguely hinted before.

**We will miss him, Papa Ton,” he

LE BOSSU

began. ‘'All my life I have never
seen his like. He was so true, so
honestf so kindly to all save himself.

Yet, as he told you, it was best for
him to go. He had slipped far
down in the well, and I doubt that
we could ever have raised him
again,

““Had I known his true plight I
would have come to him despite a
dozen partnerships. You must
believe that, you and Toinette.
Otherwise 1 could not bear it. Yet,
ag 1 have said, my coming could
scarce have sufficed.

“And amother thing. Papa Ton
died well—well and bravely. But
for him young Pierre would have
roasted alive. You must always
remember this. It was a good
way to go.”’

Le Bossu paused, and when he
spoke again it was with the slow
absent words of one who gropes
amid a half forgotten past.

““Ah, but you should have kmown
Papa Ten in the old days,”’ he went
on. ‘'‘They were a big family, the
Lavals, and they were proud with
the pride of long standing. Of the
many brothers and sisters Papa Ten
was the only one whose ways were
plain and simple. And for this he
was the best loved, the mest
remembered of them all.

“What if, as a boy, he had thrown
away his books to run wild in the
fields and forests? What if, as a
man, he refused to go out into the
world, ever sticking to the old heme
like a rabbit to its burrow? What
if, later on, he married unprefit-
ably, picking out the poor daughter
of a tenant farmer? These things
do mot ceunt with humble folk.
They look no further than the gen-
erous heart, the kindly word, the
willing hand.

“You should have seen Papa Ton
when he rode into town. Always
his coming was an event. ‘Here is
Oton,’ some one would ery, and all
up and down the street the people
would hurry out from their heuses
for a look and a word.

‘‘It was the beginning of his ruin,
this popularity. Each man must
drink his health, and he was never
the one to leave a treat go unno-
ticed. True, in those days he was
the master of himself, but he had
already forged these fetters which
only awaited some moment of weak-
ness to bind him.

‘“And then, with the death of his
wife, the oppertunity came. She
was a good wife, and she meant
everything to Papa Ton. Also her
end was too swift, too dreadful for
his slow heavy mind. One morning

she was singing about the house. |
Before sunset she was gone, leaving |

Toinette to fill her place.

‘““After that Papa Ton gave up.
It was too much for him. He
could not understand. All he knew
was that forgetfulness could be
had for the drawing of a cork.
His friends tried hard, but it was
no use,

““Yet even in that dark hour he
did not forget these friends. Qne
day he rode into town and bade
farewell to all.

“‘I am going to the duvi], and it
is net a mice thing to see,” he said.
‘Therefore I mean to find some spot
where I will be alone.’

“That night he slept at the
bridge. Next morning, having
bought a boat, he put out with
Toinette for the coast. Fer a time
he drifted about, finally coming to
rest at this camp. Since then he
has been as much a part of the
marsh as the grass itself.

““So that is Papa Ton’s story, and
I have told it that you might hear
it frem one who knows.”

The little man’s voice died out,
and for a while he sat musing.

‘““Andnew for thefuture,Jean,” he
continued, suddenly rousing himself.
“Papa Ton’s death will bring many
changes. What yeu will do, is of
ceurge, yeur own affair, but one

.thing I want you to know. At my
camp a place is waiting for you.

Come, what do you say ? Will you
join me ?”’

“That is geod of you, Bossu,” I
answered. “It is what I sheuld

like abeve all things.
stay with Toinette.”

“So,”” said he. ‘It is
expected. Nevertheless I
not /act hastily. You are getting
on,” Jean, amd your future lies
before you. What you do now will,
perhaps, determine the whele course
of your life. Also, whereas you
have done well with the skins, you
were net berm to be a trapper.
Indeed, my offer of just now was
made chiefly that you might know
my love for you.”

He waited '?31* his words to sink
in, and then added quietly, ‘“No,
Jean, you are not for the margh.

But I must

what 1
would

On the instant I had eeized him,
fairly shaking him in my surprise
and consternation,

“What 7"’ 1 cried. “You know.”

‘‘Moet certainly,”” he smiled.
‘““But you need not fear, Jean, |
have told no one, nor will I do so
without your permisuion

““But how—""" I began.

‘“Jean, Jean,” he interrupted,
““At least give me the credit for a
little sense. Did you leok like the
nephew of an uncle Jules? Good
blood can not be denied, even upon
the marsh. Take Toinette for
example. I guessed from the very
firet. Afterward, knowing the
story of yeur parents and hearing
of your trip to the island, it was
easy to make sure.”

‘““And my mother’s people?’ I
questioned, speaking for the first
time of a matter over which I had
often puzzled.

The little man shook his head

“There was only an old father,
and he wae not of this country,’”’ he
replied. “Afterward he went
away.”’

“So,”” eaid I, and for a space I
could only gtare at him half stupe-
fied by my utter amazement. It
seemed incredible that, for this
little man, my carefully guarded
secret had been no secret at all.

‘“And 80 you knew "’ I muttered.
“You knew all along ?”’

‘““As 1 have said,” agreed Le
Boseu briskly. ‘‘There were a hun-
dred things to give you away. Yet
you have set me one riddle to puzzle
over, and that is your fear of being
found out. Come now, what is the
answer 7"’

"It was M’sieu Dugas,” I replied.
“l1 was afraid that he would take
me away. And there was the Gen-
eral alse. You do not know how
hard and cruel he is. I do not like
to think of what would happen to
me if he were t6 get his hands
upon me."”

The little man chuckled, reaching
out to shake me in turn—a brisk
comforting shake of kindly reassur-
ance.

““Come, wake up, Jean,” he
ordered. ‘‘You are still frightemed
by the nightmare of your arrival.
You are no longer the weekly run-
away of two years ago. You are a
big strong youth, hard, and quick,
and well able to look out for your-
gelf in any emergency.

“As for Dugas, he is, of all men,
the ome least able to harm you.
They have driven him from the
meainland and, if my ears have not
failed me tonight, he will fare mo
better here. Also you need have no
fear of M’'sieu the General. Had
he meant you ill, yeu would have
heard from him long before now.
Do you imagine that he has gone on
in ignorance of his grandson’s
whereabouts ? He has a long arm,
that old General. Some day he'
will reach out for you, and it is of
this that I am thinking. You are a
fine youth, and it must be very
lonely on that hilltop. Suppose you
try again before laying your plans
for the future ?”

‘‘Boesu,” I flared. ‘‘How can you
say such a thing? Would you have
me creep back after having been
driven away. Besides, if the Gen-
eral were to come to me himself, 1
would not go with him. What do I
care for that hilltep? [ want you,
and Toinette, and all the other folk
who have been good to me."”

Again the little man’s hand went
out, this time in a clutch of silent
approval.

“Bien,” said he after a while.
*“You have made your choice, and I
love you for it. Nevertheless you
are acting like the boy that you are.
In this world riches and power are
not to be despised. When you are
older you will knew. For the rest,
I feel that I have done my duty by
you. It was not fair that you
should go ahead witfi~your eyes
closed to the great (hancw that may
be yours for the asking.”’

“You need not have troubled,” I
put in. “‘I will never ask. Even
if I wigshed to I could not leave
Toinette.”

with Teinette, there is no need to
consider you further. Where Toin-
ette goes you go, and there is the
end of it. As for Toinette’s going,
that is a matter to be settled by
Madame Alcide, the sxster of Papa
Ton. Of all the Lavals she loved
Papa Ton best, and when she hears
she will not fail to come.”

Rising he added, ““And now in
with you to Toinette’s room where
you must get such rest as you can.
I will keep watch until morning.”’

Rising also, I was about to go
ingide, when I noticed that Le Bossu
had paused to stare intently down-
stream. Following the direction of
his gaze I saw that, for a short
distance, the sky was all glowing
and aquiver with flame.

“The deer hunters,”
““They grow more careless each
yvear, Let the wind shift,” and it
will go hard with the lower camp.”

t is the lower camp, or rather

said 1.

the coflee-house,” corrected Le
Bossu. ‘“The partners, Father
Lasalle, and a score of others were

preparing for it when I arrived. I
would have gone myself had there
been any need.”
‘““And M'’gieu
tioned.
The little man shrugged.

“ That is his affair, although you
may tn.at him"to Jeok out for him-
self,”” he replied. ™'If he is wise he
will take to the marsh, slipping out
to safety by way of the bay. Peace-
ful though I am, I would not like to
trust myself to keep finger from

Dugas?”’ I ques-

“Then your future is easily
arranged,” announced Le Bossu.
“Indeed, simce you mean to stay |

up the bayou.

We watched until the glow had
faded out leaving only a smudge of
sullen red that glowered like some
dull evil eye across the vast sha.
dowy reach of grass.

“Bien," sald Le Bossu as he
turned away. “It will be long
before the marsh sees a better

night's work, The only pity is that
it was not done before, For us it is
like the springing of an empty |
trap.’'

T0 BE CONTINUED
MRS. MULRANNY’S
ROSARY d
It was a raw, cold, wet morning,

and still quite dark. The
hours at least.
réeturning home in her father’s
luxurious limousine from the ball,
at which she had danccd every item

on the program, shivered in spite of

the thick blanket coat and costly |

furs that she wore over her ball
dress—in spite of the rugs, too,
which enwrapped her

There were loud, startled shouts,
the harsh grinding of the brakes,
and the limousine pulled up sharp-
ly. Roused from her

sun |
would not rise for another three |
Mary Devereux |

pleasant |
recollections of the night’s pleas- | her askance rather

| twice, held aloft hret the Host and
tht 'n the (hnliu

' Yea,” she said to herself, ' this
seems like proper religion—the true
one, These poor people are true
worshippers of God to come here so
| early in the morning, through the
| wet and cold, before going to their
| daily work. And I—I have been
| leading & mere butterfly existence
| caring only for pleasure and noth-
ing for the God who made me,
| never thinking what awaits me be-
| yond the grave, never going to any
| place of worship, even on a \unday.
| For all my education nud superior
| attainments and my father’s wealth,
the ere is not & man, woman, girl or
boy in this church at this moment

should say.

When Mass was over, and ghe was
going out with the rest of the con-
gregation, she noticed cheap rogar-
ies.for sale on the bookstall at the
bottom of the church. She dropped |
the modest sum asked on the card
into the box, and took a rosary.

Somehow she felt quite elated
over her morping’'s adventure as
she walked home. She found her
father impatiently awaiting her.

Whatever possessed you to break
your journey and go into the
church ?”’ he asked with an odd
little squeak in his yoice, and eyeing
than looking

ure, Mary Devereux looked forth | fU“ at her.

and saw that the chauffeur had only

just stopped in time to avoid run.|dad,’

ning down a poorly-clad, elderly
woman, who was being helped on

to the curb by several men, a]sml
very poor-looking, and for the most | ure.

s felt ashamed, to tell the truth,

" she replied, '* at the sight of
| the poor people going to church so
early, and in the wet and cold, while
was returning home from pleas-
I could not help compairing

part very thlnly clad for such an | my future with their useful God

inclement morning. Mary Dever- |
eux saw alse a string of cheap
beads—a rosary—lying in the mid-
dle of the road,
by the old woman, and that the car
had pulled up at & church, in front
of which a small crowd of poor
working people were gathered.

The rosary shone in the light of a
near-by lamp upon the muddy road,
otherwise Mary Devereux might
not have noticed it.

On the spur of the moment Mary
threw open the door of the limou-
sine, and, discarding her rugs has-
tily, stepped out into the mud in
her dainty shoes.

Bidding the chauffeur to wait,
she ran and picked up the rosary,
which nome of the old woman’s
helpers had neticed.

‘“Is she hurt at all?’ Mary
Devereux, asked the men.
‘““No, miss, thank God; she’s

none the worse save for the fri;zhtl

soaked cap with a politeness Mary |

it must have giv’ her,”
one of the men,

answered
lifting his rain-

would not have expected from one
80 shabbily dressed.

““ Oh, am relieved and glad.
She dropped this.”
‘“Mrs. Mulranny, ye dropped

your rosary. This young lady has
picked it up,’” said the man, turn.
ing and touching the old woman’s
arm. He shouted the words in the
old woman’s ear, then said to Mary
apologetically : *‘ She’s very deaf,
you know, Miss.”’

The old woman turned and said,
as she took the rosary from Mary,
who had wiped it hastily with her,
till then, spetless lg@ce handkerchief :

*“ Oh, thank you kindly, Miss. I
weuldn’t have lost them beads for
anything. They were sent me by
me son Pat on me last birthday.
I'm seventy-three

”

I'm a little hard o’

a8 quick as I used to
kindly ag’ m and God bless your |
purty face.’

The doors of the church were
heard opening at that moment, and
the old woman hobbled off up the
steps, with the rest of the little
cmwd ingide the sacred edifice,

Mary Devereux was left standing |

alone on the footway, with the cold
wind blowing around her and the
sleet falling a little more heavily.

‘“ It is a Roman Catholic church,”
she murmur:1, thoughtfully, ‘‘and
these poor, ill-clad, hard-working

| people have all come for early serv-

ice—were waiting here in the cold
and wet for the doors to open. And
—and I am guing to bed after my
my all-night’ 8 plcusurc But it’s
not a Sunday !

She stopped the next womsan she
saw going into the church, and
asked :

‘“ Excuse me, but why are you all
going to church this morning ?

" Why, it’s the Feast of the Epip-
hany, a holiday of obligation with
us Catholics, Miss. You're not a
Catholic, of course, Miss, or you
would know ; or is it you’ve forgot-
ten 7"

‘1 did not know,”
‘“ 1 am not a Catholic.

Mary replied.

”

She returned to the limousine
and was about to re.enter it, when
she stopped, shut the door again,

and said to the chauffeur :

* Turner, you will drive
without me. I am geoing to the
service here, so you need not wait.
I can walk home. Tell my father,
if you seeé him, so that he may not
be concerned about me.”

The chauffeur saluted and drove
off, and Mary went into the church.

Mass had not yet begun. She
slipped into a back seat, and when
the priest came on to the altar and
the Holy Sacrifice began, she
watched the proceedings with the
greatest curiosity and interest,
Particularly did she notice the rev-
erent manner of the congregation.

She felt strangely stirred and
even awed when the bell rang at
the Elevation and all the people

home

| bowed their heads low, and the

evidently dropped |

fearhug lives. It was picking up a
poor old woman’s rosary for her
that made me think, | suppose
Turner told you, of course, that we
nearly ran the poor old creature
down

“Yes.”

‘I was o impressed by the serv- |
ice, Dad,” Mary went on, never
noticing how perturbed her father
seemed, ‘‘although I couldn’t under-
stand it, that | bought a rosary
coming out. It was the only kind
they had on sale.”” And she dis-
played her purchase.

Patrick Devereux looked at the
beads, then, turning his head away,
said :

“You do not know, Mary, but I
was a#Catholic once, and should be
still. I was born and bred a Cath-
olic, and all belonging to me were
good Catholics. Your own dear

come next July,‘
glory be to God, and as sound in | Catholic
body and limb as could be, barrin’ | most beautiful one.
hearin’ and a | me all about it, and we
bit stiff in the joints—can’t move | church .ngethur regularly.

Thank ye |

mother was the best of Catholics,
and you yourself were baptised
| one.”’

“Then—then how is it you are

not a Cathol’c now, father?”’ she
asked in surprise, ‘‘and that you
have never as much as hinted any-
thing of this to me before ?”’

‘“ Because | turned against God
when your mother and your little
brother died,”” he answered in a
choked voice. ‘I felt I did not
deserve that cruel double blow. It
embittered me, and I said I would
no longer worship a God who could
treat me so. And so I ceased to go
to church or attend to my religious
duties. I ceased to be a Catholic
and becamé the nothing that I am.
Worse, I brought you up in no
religion—~banned the very word
‘religion’ from my home."”

“‘I am a Catholic) then, or should
Mary gasped.
then I must

““Oh, father, then—
learn all about the
religion. I think it is a
You must tell

I feel
we ought to.”
““You can go
| olic church, if you like, but it is too
late for me to alter my life now.
And I don’t know that I am particu-
larly anxious to do so.
This last sentence with something
of the old bitterness that had made

a8
him fall away from his boyhood’ V with the request.

creed.
*‘It’s never too late to turn over a

new leaf, father—to do the right
thing.”

But he tossed his head and
declined to discuss the matter fur
ther. Mary, however, went the

same day to the priest of the church
she had visited under such strange
circumstances, and, telling him
everything, asked to be instructed
in the Catholic Faith

‘“It’s the Hand of God, of a
surety,” the good priest declared,
“‘poor old Mrs. Mulranny must have
dropped that rosary by Divine
Providence, 8o that you might pick
it up and be brought to realize the
truth and beauty of our grand
religion, Perhaps, too, my child,
this event has been brought about
by the prayers of your dear mother
before the Throne. As regards your
father, wait and pray. In God’s
good time, he, t6o, I feel sure, will
be brought back to the one true
fold.”

Father O’Callaghan proved a true
prophet. ©On the very eve of her
First Communion, her father sur.
prised her by saying he had decided
to become a Catholie again, and
would accompany her to Confession.
He did so, made his peace that same

night with God, and thereafter
went regularly to his religious
dutjes.

Furthermore, happy - go - lucky

Jack Mainwaring, the young gentle
man who was Mary’s constant
attendant at most of the social
functions she went to, and was only
waiting until he was in & position to
keep her toask her to becomehiswife,
was 8o impressed by her new-found
piety that he, too, desired to be in-
ptructed in Catholic doctrine. He
became & Catholic a year before he
won her hand in marriage.

who is not vastly my superior, I|

| yeasonably, that *

all through poor old deaf Mres. Mul-
ranny belog nearly run over and
dropping her rosary beads that cold,
dark, wet Epiphany murmnu ()f
2 surety, as Father O’Callaghan
had said the Hand of God was in it,
—John G. Rowe, in The Cross,

A VEXED QUESTION

>
ANGLICAN BISHOP WILL NOT
INDUCT CHOICE OF PARISH

Londov, Eng.—An ecclesiastical
tangle has occurred at Washwood
Heath, Birmingham, where the
Rev. Herbert E. Bennett has been
chosen vicar of St. Mark's (Angli-
can) church and cannot get himse|f
instituted by the Bishop, the well.
| known Dr. Barnes.

The Blnhupand the vicar-designate
both have views on transubstantia.
| tion. Dr. Barnes does not believe
|in it, and wants Mr. Bennett to
| give certain undertakings with re.
| gard to reservation. Mr. Bennett
In-fus«-s to make this concession to
hie conscience, and the church-
wardens who are, of course, back-
ing the vicar-designate, say that
Bishop Barnes’ predecessor author-
ized the very things which he is
trying to suppress.

LAW ACTION THREATENED

Attorneysrepresenting the church-
wardens have informed the Bishop
that a law action will be begun if
he does not institute Mr. Bennett
The Bishop has replied that he will
not do so unless he is compelled by
his reluctance to' be a party to a
| suit at law. He declares the costs
| would be heavy, though he ft‘t'lﬂ
sure he could get the money. But
| I neek peace no lees than truth,’
says ‘'l have never yet been mvulwd
in litigation ; and to bring doctrinal
| disputee into lhv law courts seem to
| be deplorable.”
The trouble hqa been pending for
‘mvoral month In July last the
parishioners of St Mark's pe titioned
the Bishop to institute the viear of
their choice. Dr. Barnes offered
then to give later a considered
statement of his position.

Bishop Barnes has now issued his

considered statement. He quotes
from Cripps’ “Law Relating to
Church' and (lugy a judgment

which says, ‘‘the reservation of the
sacrament and services connected
therewith (e. g., thesunce of Bene-
diction) are unlawful

The Bishop points out, very
‘the practices and
services to which I draw your atten-
tion . are meaningless un-
less some doctrine akin to transub-
stantiation is accepted.’

“Now it is ths- duty of a bishop,”
he goes on, “‘solemnly undertaken
at his consecration, ‘with all faith-
ful diligence, to banish and drive
away all erroneous and strange doe-
trine contrary to God’s word.” ”’

VICAR REFUSES PLEDGES

The vicar-designate was asked to
give a pledge that he would use
only the Prayer Book services, and
he refused, says the Bishop.

I seek to maintain the tradition-
al doctrine and discipline of the
Church of England,” concludes Dr
Barpes in his letter to the church

will go to |

| objects was granted by
to church, a Cath- |

|hm. to remove the

wardens. ‘‘Without it the Church
will drift into chaos. Cannot the

1 | congregationand the vicar.designate
be, and my dear mother was one,”’ |

unite to help me in my work by
restricting themselves to the reason-
able and lawful liberty which our
Church allows ?”’

In their reply the churchwardens
have just stated that a faculty for
the reservation to which the Bighop

the chan-
cellor of the diocese. '
WILL

NOT REMOVE TABERNACLE

The vicar-designate who is await-
ng the result of these negotiations,
agserts that Bishop Barnes asked
taberpacle and
18t he did not feel able to comply

Unless someone gives way, it
would seem that a law action in a
civil court must decide the vexed
question.

FLOWER"” HONORED
AT LISIEUX

By M. Massiani
(Parls Correspondent, N. (

“LITTLE

W. C)

The recent week of ceremonies in
honor of the canonization of St.
Teresa of Lisieux surpassed in
grandeur the celebration held in the
month of July. Cardinal Dough-
erty, of Philadelphia, was among
the princes of the Church who pon-
tificated during the week.

The ceremonies were presided
over by Cardinal Vico, legate of the
Holy Father. In addition to Car-
dinal Dougherty two other princes
of the Church, Cardinal Bourne, of
Westminster, and Capdinal Charost,
of Rennes, took partin the services
together with 44 archbishops,
bighops, and mitred abbota.

On September 30, anniversary of

the death of the Little Flower,
Cardinal Vico, after the solemn
Pontifical Mase, carried to the

chapel the golden rose offered by
the Supreme Pontiff to be placed in
the hand of the statue of the saint.
A great procession was then held,
when the relics were carried through
the city, superbly decorated for the
occasion. The solemn benediction
of the roses carried by the pilgrims
was given from a magnificent
repository erected in the public
garden of Lisieux.

During his sojourn in Normandy,
Cardinal Vico visited the Visitation
Convent at' Caen where a sister of
the Little Flower still lives.

When passing through Paris, the
Cardinal Legate went to visit and
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Prompt Service Our Motto

The Tecumseh Hotel

LONDON, CANADA
On Main Highway Detroit to Buffalo
Catering tothe Touriste Information
Bureau in Hotel Lobby
Guy M. Ferguson, Mgr.

J. A. BARNARD

Sole Agent for Harley-Davidson
Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repairs
PHONE 2994 M
London, Ont,

Phone 4710

Let Us Buy Your

EGGS and POULTRY

Our prices are right and
our settlements prompt

C. A. MANN & CO.

KING 8T, LONDON, ONT

Saves Thousands
OF DOLLARS

Insurance Premium
property protected

are cu vy down on
agains! Firc

“AUTOMATIC
SPRINKLERS”

We will give you an estimate
on ins\allation.

The Bennett & Wright Co.

LIMITED

77-81 King St. LONDON

e R

- NI e
\((  Lighting - ||
I\ Fixtures - by
Uu

[ERETAL STUDIOS LT

‘\,\4 We specialize in
8

church lighting
fixtures
Let us estimate
on your require-
ments.

;t.- METAL - 8TUDIOS 7%,
v HAMILTON ONT.

Q///c/(@/
Cleaner

Established owned Rmade
in Canada for over 30 years by
Nonsuch Mg (o.Limited, Toronto

| Office and
| Residence—

| 287 QUEENS AVE,
iBeadome, Brown, Oronyn

| 8T. HYACINTH E

| EXPERT ME.L.HANICS
‘l ntin
j un‘(ll [\|\'n)ol tepairs

| Complete Battery and I,_mlmv
| to-date Vulean n/lm Plant
Gasoline and vil

261 Ridout South

l
\
[
|o.p.3
|
[

London

Phnnu 7944 W

840 Willlam Street

BABRlel Rb SOLI(,IT(JRS

MURPHY GUNN & MURPHY
BARRISTERS, BOLIOITORS, NOT Ak I¥

Sollcitors for the Roman Oatholle
Episocopal Oorporation
Suite 8, Bank of Toronto Uhambecs
UINDUN (JANAI)A Phone 17V

F( )" KNOX & M(JNAHAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORE, NOT A RIES, Ko

A. K. Knox Tt
George Keough An)?lllrhkﬂ;‘;llhn“

Offloes : Continental Life Bullding
OORNER BAY AND RICHMOND BTRERTS
TORONTO

DAY FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, &o,
Rooms 118 to 122, Federal Bullaing,

TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J, Hart
T. M. Mungovan

LUNNEY & LANNAN

BARRISTKRS, BOLIOI l(IH.H NOTARIES
Harry W, Lunne B A B.(
Alphonsus {m nac, Li.

OALGARY. ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANE BUILDING

GUELPH, ONTARIO
OANADA

Mm Luu»«lv o 13‘.06'

James IC Day, K. O
Juuuph . Walsh ™~

A (/IING A«mre; | c;x‘hm
' Hillerest 1097 Maln 1688

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins

Baulslevu Solloltors, Notarles, Eto,

« T. J. Lee, M( L J. G, O'Donoghus. K.(
Hogh Harkins
Offloes 241-242 Confederation Life Chambers
+ Corner Queon and Victoria Ste
TORONTO, CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY

BARRISTERS, SOLIOCITORS

NOTARIES
Iuvll{ K. O, J, Porter David K. Kelly
[ luwn tlorney County Treasurer
Bolicitors For Norfolk County Counof)
‘!lM( ()P ONT,, ( “\’\ll\
DENTAL
MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S D.D. 8.
% PEMBROKK STREET w,
PEMBROKE, ONT
PHONE 178

l)r W. S. Westland

L.D. 8, D.D. 8,
DENTIST
LONDON

and Pocock

INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 693
195 Dundas St LONDON CANADA

James R. Hasleti

Sanitary ‘® Heating Engineer

High Grade Plumbing and Heating

621 Richmond 8t. I.unﬂon Cnt.

Geo. Winterbottom & Son
Sheet Metal Workers

Agents Pease Furnaces
Phone 6889W
519 Richmond 8t. London, Ont.

UPHOLSTERING

Of All Kinds Chesterflelds Made to O
CHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond 8t London, Or t
()mm-q'n ‘*1 Peter's Parish Hall

o

ay it With" &

The West Florai Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont

(,asavam Freres

CHURCH LIMITEE
Organ Builders

QUEBEO

phonn sle Ros Phone 3874 W

W. W. SCUTT

8uccessor to John Campbell & Son
84 York St., London

ntrance o \Iniut St.

All Cars

Wood \\mmu~ Oarriage
ervice and Satisfaction

We Solicil Your Palronage

h/t‘)’t Do }4u Go ¥
You Wish to “S

Vhen

||I|nlu g

Service, Up

lires, _\:'u':nqr{:-‘,

Universal Bnitery Co.
W. F. Webster and W, A, Hill

Phone 4703 T'albot at Queens Ave., London

Telephone 1772

| W.T. Pace & Son
PAINTING

Paper Hanging Decorating
Service and Satisfaction

Cut Stone Contractors

A. ‘& E. NOBBS

Use STONE In your bullding
. Tracks and William St., Lendon, Ont
PHONE 1441

l* STEELE

Leading Optemetrist

8t. Thomas Kituhoner

Estimates Free

C. L”LILEY & SONS

BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT
CONTRACTORS

Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to

London, Ont,

St. Jerome's College

Founded 1864 I\l'l( HENER, ONT,

Business Oollege l)nrmlnmnt.

hool or Academio Department,
O nhouw and Philosophical Department,
Address

REV. W. A, BENINGER. @, R,, Presidon;,




