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Liberty For Overseas Men
Won By Public Opinion

The release of five returned soldiers who had
been serving sentences for violations of the On-
tario temperance act will not have a tend(*ngy' to
weaken respect for law and order, in the opinion
of this newspaper. The extension of official
clemency to men who served in the war, and were
unfortunate enough to be caught in the law ‘s. net
while in possession of forbidden liquor, is a
recognition of their service, rather than a letting
down of the law. It was granted upon the ztppo:?.l
of their comrades, so that on the day that peace is
formally acclaimed men who served in the war
should not be deprived of their freedom for a
breach of a law that was passed at a time when
they were engaged in a fight to make law and
order strong. The men themselves a;)})x't'(tlfcttt*q
the whole-hearted efforts of the returned soldiers
organizations, the public and the press to effect
their release. It may be taken for granted that
they will be anxious to keep out of the elutches of
thculaw, no matter how unjast that law may be
regarded, and that the generosity of the Govern-
ment in granting the appeal will bave an influ-
ence on returned men as a body.

As in cases of military discipline, when a
commanding officer exhibits lenierey toward men |
who have been on trial and places them on their
honor, he usually finds that discipline and respect
for regulations improve rather than deteriorate.
The men respond to an exhibiiion of i'e:nth mn
them, and there are fewer cases to deal \\'.l”i. It
way almost be written that an extension of gener-
ous clemency has done more to improve men
than long sentences. Some of these returned men
had at least two months to serve. One of them, a
1st Battalion man, was placed in jail two weeks
after he returned to Canada, and when he con-
templated the service he had given for a matter

of four years, he eould not fail to believe that for
his single ““slip”” he was paying very dearly. lt:
was with real appreciation that he received the |
word that public opinion had been able to bring
abcout his release.

The Ontario femperance act has done the
temperance canse much harm. For in_\'tnnm-_ the
average police magistrate if he were given power
to exercise his own discretion—and nearly every-
one will admit there are cases that call i'-»r. the
application of special treatment -would ll(‘slf.ilt\‘
before sending returned soldiers to jail on a first
offence. A serious warning, making it clear that
no repetition of the violation would be tolerated,
would have an influence on most men. As it is,
if a soldier happens to have a portion of liquor in
his pocket rather than in his stomach, he must
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facts, and it is surprising that a public man of
his supposed legal acumen should have left him-
self vulnerable on such a point. In the course of
such a libel action, Mr. Rowell would be required
himself to answer any questions as to his fitness
to destroy Mr. Dewart’s reputation. Mr. Dewart
has stated that Mr. Rowell ‘“must be hard driven
that he stoops to the methods he has adopted and
libelously states what he knows to be untrue.”’
The suggestion is in this passage that Mr. Dewart
is convinced ‘of the libelous charaeter of Mr.
Rowell’s charges.

Mr. Dewart is not hurling back charges at
Mr. Rowell, other than to say the latter is a news-
paper-made politician. There would be no dif-
ficulty in supporting this eclaim. Mr. Rowe}l
usually has a staff of newspaper experts on his
pay roll; they know their business. No speech
of Mr. Rowell’s ever went unreported for lack of
their efforts. No newspaper failed of notice, and
Mr. Rowell had many points of contact with the
fraternity of writers. That this whole system
may have fallen, and that the press-agenting was
not effective, is not the fault of the newspapers.
It may be the fault of Mr. Rowell in not coming
up to advance notices. He did not ‘‘put himself
over,”’ as would be said of an actor who was en-
deavoring by similar methods to ereate a reputa-
tion, neither in Ontario elections, nor in the effort
to make himself a great figure in the national
affairs of his country. We think Mr. Dewart ex-
pressed it. Mr. Rowell may understand methods.
He knows how to make a perfect speech, technic-
ally, or how to lay out a publicity campaign.
But there is something lacking in the human
nature element. His letter anent Mr. Dewart had
““punch’’ of a kind ; it was delivered upon the old
Rooseveltian theory that there are mnot many
sensations in Monday morning’s papers, and that
the near-sensation may ‘‘get across’’ in that issue
best of all; but it lacked something, and it proved
Mr. Rowell to be an excellent manipulator of the
boomerang. The net result is that Mr. Dewart
has won more friends than he lost beeause of the
attack, the Liberal-Unionist press has without
exception sympathized with Mr. Dewart. and the
Toronto Globe has given Mr. Rowell his marching
orders. Tt seems as though Mr. Rowell were
doomed to 2o on ‘““bearing a life-long hunger in
his heart.”’

-The Idolatry of
the Golden Calf

This country was founded by our forefathers |

to preserve human individual liberty. We have
erected here the great altar of civilization to that
magnificent idea. And instead of preserving the
lights on that altar as a nation, we have grown to
worship not liberty, but success— suceess—and at
first suceess was the due reward of personal
liberty, but when they began to pay more at-
tention to success than the means by which that

sueccess was attained, then men in their pursuit of |

suceess became indifferent to the

methods by
which they reaped that reward. and

instead of

| achieving sueccess from their own personal efforts
they began to take to themselves the reward be- [less
longing to the personal efforts of others. and the [y

real measure of success in our past estimation has
been the amount of money which that suecess has
brought to that individual, we find for the past
two generations we have been worshiping in front
of the hidden shrine of liberty, the GOLDEN
CALF of success measured by dollars. We must
remove this idolatry from our midst. We must
clean up and restore the old altar of liberty, and
it can be done by buildine on the foundation of

the institution which our forefathers wrought for |

us.
The constitution was intended to

pay a $200 fine. Very often nerve-shattered men,
men who for some time may not be actually |
competent to look after themselves, are vietimized i
by bootleggers and become prisoners by mv;m\‘nf.
a cold-blooded statute that cannot be admin. |
istered with any degree of human feeling. And
human feeling counts in every case that comes
before a magistrate.

The Advertiser knows of the
graduate of a great college, who returned from
war terribly wounded, and in such a nervous
condition that his nerves craved liguor. Every
impulse of the man was for straight living, but he
was in such a condition that drink or drugs alone
eould give him rest from the gnawing devils that
set upon his mind and body. He fell foul of the
authorities, once, twice, thrice, and that sublime
document of intolerance, the O. T. A | looked upon
him with the eyes of pitiless scorn, and ‘‘sent him
down.”” A magistrate with diseretionary powers
could and no doubt would have arraneed for the
proper eare of this man. Today he is somewhere
out in the No-Man’s Land of his own country,
friendless, a wanderer fleeing from the wrath of
those fellow-countrymen who let him scatter his
body in France and then made a law which canght
him and blindly cast him into prison, to be
rescued, perhaps, not by the law nor its makers,
but by those who served with him and knew how
gladly he offered his body, a body glorified with
the same sort of mind as Rupert Brooke, but
wasted in war and then cast aside in the harsh
machine that could do its work much more
efficiently and how much more mercifully!

M. Rowell Must Prove Up
Or Join Ananias Club

Mr. Rowell made the direct charge ‘hat Mr.
Dewart was affiliated with the liquor interests,
stating that the latter ““would undoubtedly com-
mand and secure the support of the organized
liquor traffic and their friends in Ontario. ir-
respective of party. They look upon him as their
rising hope.”’

In reply, Mr. Dewart says: ‘T never had. nor
have I now, any understanding, expressed or im-
plied, with any interest or any individual in any
way connected with the liquor traffic. I have no
obligations to any corporate or other interests
that would prevent me from doing my full and
plain duty affecting the will of the people.”’

Mr. Dewart gives the lie direct to Mr. Rowell.
It is up to Mr. Rowell either to accept the

case of a

Ananias badge or to produce the proof of Mr.
Dewart’s connection with the liquor traffic. And
it might be an interesting matter for Mr. Dewart
" to bring Mr. Rowell into court on a charge of
libel, just as Theodore Roosevelt found it neces-
. sary when he was charged by a Michigan editor
. with being an intemperate man. Mr. Rowell ‘would

human rights, individual freedom, and national
liberty. It wasnot intended to enslave this nation
in the service of money. We do not need any
revolution to aceomplish this result. We

country was founded to restore to ourselves and
coming generations the ideals of our forefathers.

!

- Verdict in the Walsh Case

1

‘“The jurors find that the dangerous proximity of
the said building to the adjacent railway track was
responsible for the accident. The space
the lookout window of the cabin and the
the building was found by the jurors to
four and seven-eighths inches."

between
corner of
measure

The above rather bald verdict w
by the jury under Coroner Robert Fe
assembling at the police station here on Monday
night to investigate and report upon the circum-
stances surrounding the death of John Walsh,
aged 17, Grand Trunk engine checker, who had
his life crushed out between the window casing
of an engine and the steel girder in the doorway
of the local Grand Trunk roundhouse last Thurs-
day morning. :

Although the coroner’s Jury viewed the scene
of the fatal accident, and despite the faet that
witnesses on the stand at the inquest stated that
the doorway was recognized as a death-trap by
the employees at the Grand Trunk roundhouse
here, and in face of the fact that one death has
been the toll collected in this four-and-seven-
eighths inch space, yet the members of the jury
are content with the above meagre verdict.

And while it must be said in Justice to the
company that numerous signs were displayed to
warn employees of the danger at this point, surely
a strong recommendation from the Jury would
make certain that the place was made so safe that
no warnings would be necessary.

Perhaps when another lad or a full-grown
employee of the railway company pays with his
life the price of lethargy on the part of others
the coroner’s jury will recommend that the death-

as rendered

trap be altered, and the narrow space enlarged. |

The least the jury could have done on Mon-
day night was to recommend that matters at the
roundhouse be rectified, and the least the Grand
Trunk Railway Company can do would be to
provide head clearance anyway for employees
riding in and out of the local roundhouse on
engines, thus practicing as well as preaching their
splendidly-advertised ‘‘Safety First’’ policy.

EDITORIAL NOTES.
While the Government is fixing a minimum
price on wheat, will it oblige by doing the same
for bread and other foodstuffs?

Henry Ford declares that he has no use for
poetry, music or any other form of art. That
may help explain why he has made such a prac-

ficd it difficult to support his statement with

&3

preserve |

need |
only to go back to the prineiples upon which this |

reguson after!

The Advertiser’s
Daily Short Story

(Copyright, 1819, by the McClure
Newspaper Syndicate.)

JUST A PEEK.
[By A. W. Peach.]

Over the broad and inviting entrance
was an attractive sign reading, ‘The
realignment of party lines in the
Batdorf Galleries, Twenty-fifth Exhibi-
tion,” and within Della Celland could
see cool aisles lined with pictures. Un-
decided, she swayed a moment, then
feeling again the terrifying rush of
faintness that had come over her in-
creasingly during the past week, she
went unsteadily to the entrance.

The doorman looked at her kindly,
his grave eyes noting the darkness
under the long lashes, the droop of the
oval cheeks, and in reply to her ques-
tion, told her there was no fee charged
tor viewing the pictures.

The cool aisles opened for her, and
she sat down with a long sigh of re-
lief. Here and there .students and
lovers of art were moving about or
seated, studying the pictures. Her
iown thoughts were with herself—the
illness that had compelled her to glve
up a fine position and that had sapped
her savings until she was about penni-
less.

Her eyes wandered unseeing to the
picture opposite, and then remained
fixed; Her breath caught in her
throat, and she leaned forward, un-
believing, yvet forced to belief. Before
her was a picture of a farmhouse, ly-
ing snugly beneath great elms, painted
with a sympathetic touch that put into
the picture more than skill.

o is! It surely is—home!” she
whispered.

The thought brought, keen and rush-
ing, the memory of the quiet young
artist who had spent that week at her
father's house—the week in which he
had learned to love her and she—al-
most to love him. She recalled the
hurt in his eyes when she told him
that he was not the type of man she
could really love—a dabster with paints
in a world where men of action are
needed. He had gone as quietly as he
came. She had taken the position of-
fered by a friend in the world of ac-
tion she admired; her father had died,
and the farm had gone into the hands
of the bank who held the mortgage;
|and she—she had learned that the
|worker with the stuff of dreams and
{beauty is as much needed as the man
jof action. She wondered where he was;
this name was on the card—"“Woleott
{Sundley.” She could not find out from

she knew she could not—after
‘7\\'h;|t was between them.
i Two men stopped near the picture,
land she heard them discuss the picture
fand refer to Sundley’s success.

She leaned back, a rush of emotion
ioverwhelming her. The old home,
where she had spent her girlhood,
where her mother had died and her
|patient, hard-working father had lived
this life! Suddenly a dim wish took
Iform in her mind, to grow into an
loverpowering desire to see the old
place once more.

“Somebody has it, but I ecan see it,
jjust take a peek at it, anyway,”’ she
thought to herself wistfully. *T don’t
jcare what happens after that. I must
|see it—I1 must!"”
| She counted the ecash in her pocket-
{book; there was enough to get her
:thn: and no more. She could stay
| with some girlhood friend. was her
jfirst thought; then bitterly came the
{memory of her proud departure. No-—
she could not let them know of her
|circumstances; her pride. could not bend
ito that
| The doorman saw a
|girl leave the galleries, her
flushed with an unnatural
ldark, tired eyes, alight
{ner emotion; but he littl,
}was hurrying out into the noisy,
Street in search of an old memory.

the work of a few hours to
her boarding house, pack her few
belongings,
station. Her Kkind
not to go

slight, graceful
cheeks
rose, her

guessed she

landiady
until she was
Della simply smiled in
would not turn back from her adven-
ture in search of that memory* that
the picture had awake

Only when she re: ! the
{station, and found 1
tlittle figuc * hurrying
{ she hesitate,. Her sense of constant
weakness and loneliness depressed her
jand lowered her courage: for a moment
she was tempted to go to Wolcott—

; again the kind, grave eves with

Vv whimsical twinkle; but
remembered with Hot cheeks
and cutting rejection of him

When the nerthern express drew
smoothly from the station, it carried
pathetic form
small mouth curving
glanced at by passen-
3 through the ecar, but never glanc-
g back in return.
The morning drew on to noon. and
the sun passed its old time milestones
in the sky: the car wheels hummed the

answer; she

Breat

crowds, did

her, a drooping,
eves, v

ly, often

song they have sung through the vears |

to those who go to joy and to those who
|80 to regret
Late in the

afternoon, the familia»

and friendly hills came into view; and |

:lh-}lu stirred from her quiet, She
|looked out with eager eyes, and the
|scenes refreshed her 7 Spirit; but
E\\'nh the new pleass came the
tsudden question—what should she do,
jnow that the time was at hand?

‘ The whistle sounded far away. They
|were nearing the little station. The
| farmhouse was miles from the station
{—how could she ever get there?

| ~The questions aroused her to anxi-
lous thought; then she sank back—she
didn’t care. She would walk to the
{old home, and after that it didn’t
I matter.

i When she stood at last on the worn
iwooden platform, she iooked about
{with a quick breath. How familiar it
{all seemed! \ few strange faces were
Inear, but the station had not changed.
{She walked to the edge of the plat-
{form, and started to step down, when
|a pleasant voice said:

“Going up the road? That's my way,
land I'l give vou a lift.”

! She looked up into the face of a
[middle-aged woman who was smiling
down to her, and she accepted the in-
vitation eagerly.

! The ride was not
|Wwoman was a stranger fo her, but she
chatted pleasantly of small matters
without seeming to expect r.oplies.

Della was busy, eves and heart, see-
|ing again old scenes that had never
their, freshness though the vears
had come between them.

They came to the turn that led to
{the old home, but the woman did not
|turn aside. In answer to Della’s
'query, she answered, *Yes, I own the
place next to the old Celland farm."

The words leaped to Della’s lips. *Is
anyone living there?”

“Yes, Mr. Hays and his wite own
it, and have made quite a place of it;
ijs that where you are going? T didn’t
know they kept boarders.”

‘“Ye-es, T am just going to stop for
a moment,” Della answered.

Her heart thumped a bit. She had
known Mr. Hays slightly; yet she was
almost a stranger to him. “I wilj take
Just a peek and then—and then—.'*

The tears came into her eves: ‘“‘And
then'’—despair, bitter and dark, set-
tled upon her.

She came to the bend, hehing which
the old homestead layv, angqg almost
rudely she begged to -be left,

The woman stared at her; then with-
out a word, she stopped the horse and
Della alighted.

Swaying

eventful. ‘The

ilost

in the road, Della waited
until the team had gone on; then
slowly she went up the road. Dusk
was beginning to fall, but the olq home
came into view with a suddenness that
was almost a shock.

Della stood in swaying silence, drink-
ing into her hungry and thirsty soul
the picture before her and the mem-
ories it awakened.

“Oh, if T could only sleep there to-
night in my old room under the big
elm; If—but I can't—I ecan’t-" she
whispered.

She turned unsteadily back, blindly
trving to see through her tears.

Suddenly a voice, holding in its ac-
cents something indescribably tender,
spoke from the dusk of the roadside:

“Why not go on?"

She stiffened, clenching her hands,
wondering in a_ terrified moment if her
mind was breaking, for the voice—

“Woleott!”” she gasped.

“Yes, it i8,” and he came. tall, easilv

irun the farm for me.

with some in- |

rest- |

and leave for the great city |
urged her |
better; but !

lonely |

with |

“%ht{;—but—wt}:at dm:t it mean?” she|
W ered in her weakness.

Anp arm went around her, soothing,
comforting, steadying in its strength.
‘It means, Della, that not for an
hour since you left. here have I lost
sight of you. I learned that you were
coming here; I had Mrs. Fraser meet
You; and I came here to welcome you.
I bought your father's home. I come
here summers. Mr. Hays and his wife
My dear, little
tired girl, I want you to sleep in that
little room under the elm I heard you
whisper about. Never mind me.
want to stay as the guest of }\.Irs.
Hays as long as you wish. Come.
Something seemed to fall about her
like the shadow of protecting wings.
‘“Wolcott, I have learned—I want to
stay—oh, always—with you!”

“Newspapers Are
the World’s Mirror”

Comment, Cleverness and Mere
Verblage From ‘“Educators or
the Common People” in Can-

ada and Other Lands.

AN INSINUATION!
[Kitchener Telegraph.]

In spite of the fact that a large
quantity of liquor still remains in the
basement of the city hall, all was quiet
in police circles today.

A RUDE JIBE.
[Uxbridge Journal.]

Port Hope had five distilleries and a
brewery in 1884. We don’t see any sense
in local papers raking this up now. Do
they want the townspeople to die of
regret?

CHANGE OF HEART.
[Walkerton Herald.]

That the slogan ‘“‘Keep the auto off
the roads” is no longer the battle cry
of the farmer, is evidenced by the num-
bér of agriculturists who are buying
cars.

BARTLEY'’S BEARS.

[Wiarton Echo.]

Mr. Bartley was fortunate enough
to capture another bear on Thursday
last, near Sucker Creek. This is the
ninth since last spring and the largest
one yet. ¢

IN POSITION TO KNOW.

[Bruce Herald.]

One fellow we asked for news this
week told us to ‘“tell ’em the farmers
are paying off their mortgages good
and fast these days.” And he was in
a position to know.

NEIGHBORLY!
[Cobourg Sentinel-Star.]

In towns and cities motorists are
limited to 20 miles an hour and in the
country to 25 miles. How are they to
| know what speed to travel at when |
passing through Port Hope? |

FINE CHANCE.
[Galt Reporter.]

If Hartley Dewart is not acceptable
as a Liberal leader in provincial poli-
tics what are the Liberals who don’t
like the man or his policy going to
do about it? Support Hearst?

MARCH OF PROGRESS.
[Kincardine leporter.]

A telephone has been installed in the
pulpit of Kincardine Methodist Church.
Mrs. Jos. McKee on Sunday had the
frare pleasure of listening to both ser-
vices while lying at home with a broken
leg.

WORMS ARE TURNING.
[Walkerton Herald.]

The way the front street of Walker-
ton is being canvassed for one chari-
table purpose or another is enough to
:ll];lkt- the inhabitants thereon wonder

Support Yogr
Travellers with
"~ Advertising

THE Traveller who represents a House that is conducting
a National Advertising Campaign has the edge on the

other fellow.

He is able to point to the Advertising as proof that his
House has confidence in the business situation and is doing
something tangible to move goods off the dealer’s shelves.

Naturally, this Traveller gets a more attentive hearing

from the dealer.

He makes sales easier.

He sells more

dealers and gets larger orders than the traveller who has no

Advertising Support.
During the interval

between his calls, he is not for-

gotten. The dealer sees the Advertising running in the

papers, and the Product,

kept in his mind.

the House and the Traveller are

But more important still, the Advert.ising is all the time
creating consumer demand, lowering selling cost,building up
good will and insuring a continuance of trade in the future.

To-day, more than at any other time in Canada’s busi-
ness history, Advertising is needed. Give it the opportunity
and Advertising will prove its power during the reconstruc-
tion period the same as it did so triumphantly during the war.

Our organization of seasoned advertising men is at

your service.

“Connell &Fémgmssam

“The Agency That Advertises’’

London,

Toronto,

Montreal, Winnipeg /

what they would do with all their
money if they were allowed to keep
i it like they do on the farms, where the
solicitor for alms seldom, if ever, shows
his face the year round. If deserving
causes could only hit up the council
{for funds instead of, as in most cases,
{ confining their attention to the front
street, they would scatter the burden
[that a few financial lightweights are
now obliged to bear.

e
THE PRINCE’'S GRANDFATHER.
[Christian Science Monitor.]

{ One incident of the visit of the Prince
{of Wales to the United States, in 1860,
! will not be duplicated by the visit of
I'the Prince of Wales in 1919, During his
stay in Boston, the visiting prince was
introduced to Mr, Ralph Farnham, the
jlast of the American soldiers who had
| fought at Bunker Hill. The veteran of
,‘rhe Revolution and the young prince
iof the British roval house exchanged
autographs for, as the old soldier said,
{he “wished to show the boy that he
{bore no anger for old times.” The visit,
| however, undoubtedly did much to re-
| duce anti-British sentiment in America,
and the prince proved himself, as the
'king did afterwards, a likable person
with the power of making those he

‘mv-l feel friendly to his own country,

THE GARDEN SPOT OF THE WORLD
[Nation's Business. ]

| Everyone believes his own particulay
!locality is the greatest place in the
| country, but it remains for an aged
| Methodist clergyman who lives on the
| eastern shore of Virginia, famous f(or
i the fertility of its goil, to prove it. The
| preacher relates a legend that has heen
handed down for generations on the
| eastern shore, as follows:

| “When Adam and Eve were in the
| Garden of Eden they fell ill and the
| Lord was greatly concerned ahout
| them, He called a meeting of his
principal angels to ask them for their
opinions as to giving the couple a
j change of air with a view to improving
| their health. The Angel Gabriel spoke

!up and said:
‘ " “Why not send them down w0 the
Eastern Shore?’

“But the Lord replied:

*“ ‘No, that wouldn't do; it would not
be sufficient change.’ "

THERMOPYLAE AND GOLGOTHA,
[Robert Hillyer in The Nation.]
Men li«gd to men and so they wert to

ie,

Some fell, unknowing that they were
deceived,

And some escaped,

reaved,

Beheld the truth they loved shrink to
a lie,

And those there were that never had
believed,

But from afar had read the #athering
sky,

And darkly wrapped in

prophecy

trusting that their truth might

be retrieved.

and bitterly be-

that dread

Died

It matters not.
Man;

To die alone deceived or with the mass,

Or disillusioned to complete his 8pan,

| Thermopylae or Golgatha, al] one—

| The young dead legions in the narrow

For life deals thus with

pass;
The stark black cross against th
setting sun.

CHAMPIONS.
[New York Tribune. ]

Perhaps Mr. Jack Dempsey will prove
to be ‘“‘the most popular heavyweight
champion ever known,” as the sporting
editor of a local newspaper worship-
ingly remarks. But we shall have to be
shown. We incline to place more weight
on the flne distinction made by Mr.
Grantland Rice te the effect that Demp-
sey is a marvel in the ring, the greatest
hitting machine, or what you will, with
his fists; but he is not the world’'s
champion fighter:

"Not by a margin of 50,000,000 men
who either stood, or were ready to
stand, the test of cold steel ang ex-
ploding shell for anything from six
cents to a dollar a day. It would be
an insult to every young American who
sleeps today from Flanders to Lorraine,
from the Somme to the Argonne, to
crown Dempsey with any laurels built
of fighting courage.”

The call of combat is loud, and Lhuman
beings, the most orderly and peazcable
of them, find a thrill in the dramatic
values of any duel between giants.
Moreover, the value of boxing as a
sport i8 unquestioned. But tho herces
of the prize ring are something else
again. The war gave us new values,
new standards of courage und morat

e

A New Map of
: Middlesex:

JUST OFF THE PRESS—IN 3 COLORS.

This map shows all towns, villages and post=

offices.

It shows all concessions and side roz2ds.
It shows all school houses.

It has every lot marked and numbered. |
[t contains numerous statistics about

count vy.

Every person who does business in this
county should have this map hanging on his

wall.

How To Get It

Exclusive rights to this map are held by
THE LONDON ADVERTISER. -t

It is mounted on linen and on rollers, and
would sell in the ordinary way for $2.50.

Any new or old subscriber to The Adver-
tiser paying his subscription for one year in
advance can get one of the maps by paying 75¢

extra.

Send in your order promptly.

Use the Coupon.

SUBSCRIPTION
RATES

1 Year, by Malil,
$4.00.

1 Year, Delivered
in London, $6.00.
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Teondon Advertiser,
London, Ont

Gentlemen:

Inclosed find $—, being $—— for one vear's sub-
scription to your paper in advance, and Seventy-five
cents extra for the map of Middlesex County.,

new

I am a a subscriber,

Signed
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valor, new contrasts and 2 new mean-
ing far * ughters,”
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If an old subscriber sign name as it appears on your
label.
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