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CHAPTER VIII.—Continued

A flood of words rushed to my 
lips, hard ugly words which, if 
spoken, could scarce have been 
unsaid. But Tolnette saved me 
from the peril of my anger. She 
sat now with her face buried in her 
hands and her voice came strangely 
dull and muffled fronT behind the 
barrier of her tight-pressed fingers.

"So there you are, Jean,” she re­
peated. "If you are wise you will 
make a far different choice from 
your former one. A while ago I 
said that I did not tell you at first 
because I hoped that things woqld 
change. Nov^ there is no hope and 
things will not change except, per­
haps, for the worse. If through 
the last few days 1 hav# hidden my 
feelings, it has been only that you 
might do your best, and what is the 
result ? Your loss is the greater, 
that is all. No, Jean, it is not fair 
that you should work for those 
coffee-house keepers upon the main­
land. You should go where your 
efforts will bring their just re­
ward."

Rising, she stood for a moment be­
fore me, her whole small body trem­
bling with the final desperate effort 
that was to carry her from the 
room,

"There now, Jean-,’' she gulped. 
"You know. It will always be like 
this with us. And you are only a 
boy.”

By now I had lost the last vestige 
of my anger. Toinette had struck 
at its root with her first few words. 
As she had said, I was only a boy, 
but this lesson in the value of things 
was very complete. Though my 
thoughts groped blindly, I was be­
ginning to understand.

"One question, Toinette,” said I. 
“You love me ?”

"Why, yes, Jean,” she answered 
simply. "And Papa Ton loves you 
too.”

Then my eyes filled and I under­
stood.

“Bien,” said I. “The rest does 
not matter. Let us get supper 
now, and forget what youhavesaid.”

But we ate nothing that night, for 
Toinette had reached the limit of 
her endurance. Far into the dark­
ness she sobbed and shivered in my 
arms as she told of the torments of 
those last few days.

"Ah.Jean, it was so hard, so hard,” 
she repeated over and over again. 
“Never have I known such shame. 
I could not have stood the firelight. 
Even the embers were too much for 
me. And yet, Jean, I might have 
known that you would not think 
that Papa Ton was treating you 
unfairly. Before, when the skins 
were all our own, it was not so bad. 
This tHne it was more that I could 
bear.

“And your choice, Jean, which 
you say was no choice at all. I 
know now that I could not Tftive 
stood it if you had gone. But you 
must not think badly of Papa Ton 
the next time, and the time after 
that, "and all the other times to 
come. I could not stand that 
either, Jean. Almost would I 
rather have you go. Despite his 
faults. Papa Ton is a good father— 
the best in all the world. Always 
he is kind and gentle, and the drink 
is not his fault. No one but him­
self knows how he fights against it. 
Believe me, he tries hard.”

"Of course, Toinette,” I soothed 
her. "Do not I, who have watched 
his trying, know ? It is because I 
love him also that there has been no 
choice.” •

It was a strange Christmas Eve, 
that first one upon the marsh, yet 
later, when I had brought in the 
driftwood, it did not lack a certain 
wistful cheer. For then, while the 
flames roared qp the chimney 
spreading their blessed warmth 
and light throughout the room, 
Toinette, "The undaunted, began 
again to rear that wonderful castle 
of hope in which her future was 
ever enshrined.

What if the larder were empty, 
the skins were gone, and debts 
were owing upon the mainland ? 
God was good, and love was the 
best of all.

Thus spoke Toinette, and who 
can deny the beauty of her philos­
ophy ? Surely I can not who saw 
the light in her eyes when finally 
she went supperless to bed.

CHAPTER IX.
I SHOOT MY CHRISTMAS DINNER AND 

STRUGGLE WITH AN ENEMY OF 
MY OWN

Upon the feast of Christmas no 
work was done at Bayou Portage. 
That is to say that from dawn to 
sunset the business of the skins was 
allowed to languish, the inhabitants 
occupying themselves only with 
such labors as were incidental to 
their existence. It was a day of 
late breakfasts and early heavy 
dinners, followed by brief visits 
from hut to hut, or a short journey 
to some near-by camp or settle­
ment.

In my own case, however, the feast 
was not ushered in with any pleas­
ant lingering between the blankets. 
I had thought hard the night be­
fore, and in doing so I had for the 
first time faced those crude facts of 
life which remove one’s next meal 
from the rut of certainty into the 
realm of poor chance. The larder 
was empty, and Christmas Day de­
manded a dinner that should go

beyond such simple fare as could be 
obtained with a hook and line. This 
meant meat, and meat meant duck, 
which In turn meant an early Morn­
ing visit to the bayou.

Accordingly, while the camp took 
Its well-earned rest, I crawled from 
my bunk and lifted down Papa 
Ton’s old muzzle-loader from the 
wall. Then—moving very careful 
that 1 might not wake Toinette—I 
found and pocketed his flasks of 
powder and shot, and the crumpled 
mass of paper that he used for 
wadding. It was early even for the 
first morning flight but, as this was 
my initial try at the ducks single- 
handed, 1 meant to take no chances. 
Always before I had had the assist­
ance of Papa"Ton or Le Bossu, a most 
valuable asset in the bringing home 
of a bag. This time, by being 
especially beforehand, I hoped to 
stalk my ducks under cover of the 
darkness, and so come upon them 
while they were still sluggish with 
sleep.

Outside it was bitterly cold and 
black with a damp misty fog that 
rolled and tumbled beneath the lash 
of a driving wind. Had I not known 
every inch of the way I would have 
hopelessly lost myself in the short 
journey to Papa Ton’p landing, and 
even as it was 1 missed my footing 
half-way out to the pirogue, and 
went splashing down waist deep in 
icy water. A year before this 
mishap would have sent me shiver­
ing home to my blankets. Now I 
contented myself with a few kicks 
against the planking to restore my 
circulation before I loaded my gun 
and slipped out upon the stream.

1 had hoped for a shot as I 
rounded the bend, but the noise of 
my ducking had effectually cleared 
the brojid open reach that lay just 
off the great mjid flat. Therefore, 
growling impatiently at my clumsi­
ness, I paddled across to the opposite 
bank, and prepared to go under 
cover until such time as the ducks 
would see fit to return.

My blind built and the pirogue 
hidden, I settled back in the tall 
prickly gras^ with the old gun 
cradled across my knees. By now 
there was a hint of dawn in the 
air, and the fog was losing its gray 
density for the soft fluffy whiteness 
that would herald the day. Also 
the marsh was beginning to awake, 
as was evidenced by certain rust­
lings and splashes that had no con­
nection with wind or waves. Slow­
ly, stealthily the sounds increased 
until- the whole great stretch of 
grass and watdr was astir with the 
vague restless movements of in­
numerable ludden water fowl. 
Then there came a sharp swishing 
whir from overhead, a shower of 
dark bullet-like shapes flashed down 
through the fog, and I dropped flat in 
my blind, thrusting my gun toward 
the steel-like glint of water.

TO BE CONTINUED

AN ALARMING 
EXPERIENCE

Moorside was certainly a charm­
ing abode ; but there is no denying 
the fact that it was an exceedingly 
isolated one. Standing on a lonely 
eminence, surrounded by the billow­
ing undulations of the moors which 
gave it its name, and distant some 
three or four miles from any other 
habitation. It was scarcely the 
residence one would have expected 
a solitary old man to choose. 
Nevertheless my uncle—a rich and 
rather eccentric bachelor — had 
elected to spend the remainder of 
his days there.

The large, rambling, yet remark­
ably comfortable and well built 
gray stone house, together with its 
fair-sized gardens, orchard and 
garage, h,d been left him by a 
Ijpmote connection, and though with' 
his wea|th, and neither wife nor 
child to fetter his movements, he 
might have selected a far more pre­
tentious domain, something quaint 
about Moorside pleased his fastid­
ious fancy, and, once established 
there, no power on earth could 
induce him to leave it.

People called him “ peculiar,” 
and deplored the taste that made 
him prefer the vast silence of 
nature to the chatter of their, draw­
ing-rooms. But he went his way 
unheeding, and I, after being 
invited to spend some weeks with 
him in his " Lancashire wilds,” 
ceased to wonder at the fascination 
the place possessed.

The wide expanses of sky above ; 
the apparently limitless spaces of 
green-brown moorland below, were 
beautiful with a strange, almost 
awe-inspiring beauty, which in 
truth held a magical spell.

The warm silence when one lay on 
the sun-kissed grass, over which 
the cloud shadows floated so softly, 
was paradisical, though it seemed 
full of sound. The drowsy Hum­
ming of countless insects ; the swift 
rustle of a scurrying rabbit—in 
fact, all those notes which go to 
make up creation’s marvelous un­
dersong—were exquisitely and in­
extricably blended. I was never* 
tired of listening to such harmony, 
and the glorious summer days 
ended only too fast. The date fixed 
for my return home had come and 
gone, but at Uncle Roger’s request 
I stayed on. Autumn gales began 
to sweep across the moqfs, and in 
the lengthening nights, the wind 
sobbed mournfully round the lonely 
old house. Often during those 
darkest of dark hours before the 
dawn, I piled more logs on my bed­
room fire, and stirred it into a 
brighter blaze, so that its cheerful 
crackling might overpower that 
melancholy wailing, which sounded 
like the heart broken sighs of those
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Who are longing for one sweet word 
Of the love that once had been !

One morning, on returning to 
luncheon, I was surprised to find 
my uncle already in the dining­
room. ' Never, since my arrival at 
Moorside, had I known him appear 
at any meal till several minutes 
after the gong had sounded. In­
deed it was his habit to linger in 
the library up to the very last 
moment, and no one dared invade 
his privacy save Davenport, the 
butler, an old and trusted servant, 
who also acted as his master’s per­
sonal attendant.

" I am going tonight to Manches­
ter, my dear Hilda,” Uncle Roger 
remarked, as we seated ourselves at 
the table. " I find there is rather 
an interesting collection of books to 
be sold this afternoon. So 1 shall 
take Davenport with me, and prob­
ably remain until tomorrow even­
ing You will not be dull, I flatter 
myself that y out tastes are too like 
my own for you to require trivial 
amusement from external sources, 
and I trust you will not feel nervous 
there Is really not the slightest 
occasion.”

" No,” I answered somewhat 
dubiously.

I was far from timid, as a general 
rule, but on the other hand, my 
courage had never been put to any 
very severe test. The prospett, 
however of spending the night alone 
with three women servants in a 
house so isolated as Moorside, would 
not have dismayed me except for 
the fact that my uncle’s two hob­
bies were both expensive ones.

His passion for gathering together 
rare old editions bad already ren­
dered his library one of the most 
valuable private collections in Eng­
land, while his wonderful assort­
ment of unset gems was even more 
costly and considerably more notor­
ious. ,

These precious stones, each and 
every one of which was remarkable 
for its singular beauty and worth, 
had been brought by him at differ­
ent times from all parts of the 
world and, much as I admired 
them, their presence in such a deso­
late, unprotected spot, was in my 
humble opinion anything; but an 
unmixed pleasure.

“ The jewels, Uncle Roger,” I 
began diffidently at last.

“ Oh,” he answered smilingly, "is 
that what is troubling you ? Well, 
I am going to take them with me. 
My dear old friend Professor Grass- 
mere has often expressed a- great 
desire to see them, and as he is a 
confirmed invalid, he cannot possi­
bly come here. The jewels, therefore, 
must go to him, and that is the 
reason 1 shall require Davenport. 
When I say the jewels, however I mean 
all except the big diamond. That I 
really dare not risk, and shall leave 
it locked up in the top right-hand 
drawer of my writing table. But 
you need have no fear concerning it, 
for Moorside has never yet been 
visited by thieves and the chances 
are about a thousand to one against 
it being so visited on the particular 
evening.”

I tried to assume a calmness 1 was 
far from feeling. Presently he 
motored away with Davenport, the 
latter keeping guard over a most 
unpretentious looking bag, wherein 
reposed the famous gems.

The day which had been so fair 
and still, gave place toward even­
ing to a dark wild night. Strong 
gusts of wind drove the rain in cold 
showers against.the windows, whilst 
the moors echoed thd solemn chant­
ing of the mysterious voices of the 
storm.

Inside the house the old wood­
work creaked weirdly and the insist­
ent tapping of bare creeper branches 
Bounded so lonely, that 1 betook 
myself to the fireside with a book.

I had become absorbed in the 
interest of what I was reading when 
the door opened, and on looking up, 
l started to see a man standing on 
the threshold.

He held up his hand with a warn­
ing gesture, and as he advanced into 
the room, I recognized him at once. 
I had often seen him loitering about 
in the orchard, in the hope, so Mrs. 
Cookson, the housekeeper, informed 
me, of a word vjith the parlor maid, 
to whom he was, or desired to be, 
engaged.

I had never liked the expression 
of the fellow ; his keen, cunning 
face and shifty eyes seemed ever on 
the watch, and his sudden appear­
ance in the drawing room at nearly 
ten o’clock gave me anything but 
an agreeable surprise. I rose to my 
feet with an exclamation of extreme 
annoyance.

" Hush,” he saiff, in a low hissing 
tone ! " One cry, and I fire. You 
are in my power, madam and mum’s 
the word, if you value your life.” 
He raised his arm as he spoke cover­
ing me with his revolver, while I 
stood rooted to the spot, too utterly 
amazed for fear.

x " The women in the kitchen can’t 
hear you,” he proceeded calmly. " I 
managed it before we sat down 
to supper, and the drugged beer has 
done its work. You may scream 
the house down, but they won’t hear 
you. They’re sleeping like logs, 
and will go on sleeping for a good 
many hours to come. Now for the 
jewels.”

I pulled myself together, and 
took a rapid mental survey of my 
position. Truly, I was in à trap, 
and my only 6k»nce of escape lay 
in coolness pnd presence of mind. 
Yet how remain cool with a pistol 
at my head ? Nevertheless, my very 
extremity enabled me to collect my 
scattered wits.

“ If you have come for the jewels," 
I said, and I was secretly astonished

at the steadiness of my own tores—
" you have come on a fruitless 
ejrand, Jot my uncle took them 
away-with him this afternoon.”

For an instant an ugly look crossed 
the man’s face—the look of a beast 
balked of It* prey. " No lies, young 
lady," he exclaimed, turning on me 
fiercely. “ Lies won’t serve your 
purpose I warn you.”

“ How dare you accuse me of 
falsehood ?” 1 was beginning indig­
nantly, when a sudden sense of self- 
preservation silenced the words on 
my lips. " No,” I went on quietly, 
“ you are right. Lies will not 
serve my purpose. But 1" can only 
repeat my former statement : The 
jewels are not In the house, dis­
believe me or not, as you please.”

" A likely story,” he blustered.
But I’m too old a bird to be caught 

with such salt, and I mean to search 
the place from end to side.”

“ Very well,” I answered, secretly 
wondering how I was to possess my­
self of the diamond. A sudden idea 
flashed into my mind, or perchance 
an inspiration,-from St. Anthony, to 
whom 1 have ever had the greatest 
devotion. ‘1 Have you secured all 
the outer doors ? No motor, much 
less any footsteps, could be heard 
in this storm, and it would be 
awkward, to say the least, if my 
uncle and Davenport returned before 
you were ready.”

He gave me a sharp glance, and 
then to my amazement, proceeded 
to act upon my advice.

I scarcely waited to heâr the 
swing door, leading from the hall 
into the servant’s quarters, fall 
behind him, when, quick as thought,
I darted into the library.

My uncle had fortunately left me 
his keys. A few minutes later, I 
was back in the drawing-room with 
the famous diamond clasped closely 
in my hand. Where, I asked myself 
desperately, could I dispose of it 
with any chance of safety ?

Every possible and impassible 
hiding place suggested itself to me, 
only to be impatiently dismissed. I 
heard heavy footsteps returning ; 
an instant more, and my chance 
would be gone. Stooping over the 
fire, I ‘placed the gem amongst the 
wood ashes that lay piled in little 
soft gray heaps upon the tiles, and 
when the man entered, he found 
me leaning back in my chair, with 
my open book upon my knee. “ My 
word, but you’re a cool hand,” he 
remarked in a tone of reluctant 
admiration.

“ I am cool because I have nothing 
to fear,” I replied. " You told me 
that you came for the jewels and as 
they are not here, why should I dis­
turb myself ? You have nothing to 
gain by injuring me.”

He made a gesture of impatience 
and moved away.

“ Are you not coming ?” he asked 
when he reached the door.

“ Why should I ?” I replied. 
" What you intend to take, you will 
take, and as I am powerless to pre­
vent you, I prefer to remain where 
I am.”

A few moments later, I heard 
drawers broken open, locks wrenched 
off, doors batted in, books and 
ornaments thrown to the ground, 
while a stream of oaths greeted 
each fresh but fruitless attempt to 
discover the coveted gems.

Presently the sound of a heavy 
iron ' door grating slowly on its 
hinges, warned me that at last my 
unwelcome visitor was entering the 
strong room, where all the plate was 
stored, of which Mrs. Cookson 
always kept the key.

I rose to my feet, slipped off my 
shoes, and stole noiselessly across 
the hall and down the passage, 
which was only dimly Iight«L

Yes ; the big door stood wide, I 
could hear the man busy inside and, 
taking my courage in both hands, I 
leant forward, and throwing my 
whole weight upon the door, forced 
it slowly but surely, till it closed 
with a dull crash. A perfect volley 
of curses, kicks and groans in­
formed me that my burglar was a 
prisoner. '

“It ie no use your trying to get 
out,” I Said as I took the key from 
the lock and put it in my pocket. 
"I could not open this door evgn if 
I would, so you will have to stay 
where you are till Cookson wakes, 
or my uncle returns to release you.”

I felt elated, triumphant, and 
completely mistress of the situation. 
The fellow might struggle'and kick 
the long night through, but he was 
powerless to escape, and a feeling 
of passionate thankfulness filled my 
heart as I_walked back to the hall.

I had re-entered the drawing-room, 
and taken the diamond from its 
hiding-place, when a thundering 
knock resounded on the front door. 
I ran to open it, and found my unfle 
and Davenport standing on the 
steps. They had decided to come 
home after all !

."You here, Hilda !” Uncle Roger 
exclaimed in a vo'ce of surprise. 
"Where,” testily, "are the maids?”

"The maids are all asleep,” I 
replied. "They have been drugged.” 
I proceeded to give him a brief but 
graphic account of my evening’s 
adventure. «

“Well done, child ?” he exclaimed 
as I ended with a rather tremulous, 
".Oh, Uncle Roger, I’m so thankful 
you have come !”

"Well done, Hilda,” he said again. 
"That diamond shall be yours some 
day.”

He dispatched Davenport to Farn- 
worth for the police, who appeared 
sooner that we could have believed 
possible. The would-be burglar, 
nearly mad with Impotent rage, 
was taken into custody, and thus' 
ended a night which up to the pres­
ent, has been the most memorable 
in my life.—Marian Nesbitt in The 
Franciscan Herald.
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Mutual Investments 
Help Men Sleep at Night

The mutual life of
CANADA lia., had the benefit 
of shrewd, far-sighted counsel 

in the placing of its Investments. 
Government bonds, Municipal 
bonds and debentures and such 
securities form a very large propor­
tion of the total investments of 
the Company. ,
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nniU’T Throw Your Old Rug» 
mJ U 11 I or Carpets Away

Have them made Into 
the famous Reversible

“VELVETEX” RUGS
Suitable for any room or hall They last a 
life time. We pay Freight or Exprès* both 
ways on all orders in Outarto. “ velvetex ” 
Is not the kind with the dirt woven In. and 
soon to shake to pieces.

BUND FOR FOLDER 48 
BEWARE OF IMITATIONS 

Established 1909
CANADA RUG COMPANY

Velvet#* Building LONDON, ONT.
Also at Toronto and Windsor’and 

The Velvetex Rug Company, Detroit, Mich.

Cuticura Will Help You 
Have Beautiful Hair

Shampoos with Cuticura Soap, preceded 
by light applications of Cuticura Oint­
ment to the scalp skin, do much to 
cleanse the sçalp of dandruff, allay itch­
ing and irritation, stimulate the circula­
tion and promote the healthy condition 
necessary to produce luxuriant hair.
BuspU Buote Free by Mail. Address Canadian 
Depot: "Oatleura, r. 0. Box 1616, Montre»!.” 
Pries, Soap 26c. Ointment 86 and 60c. Talcum25c. 
jQBF™" Try our now Shaving Stick.

Other 
Churches 

have done it
The congregatibn makes a church, 
and the welfare of the community 
depends upon the co-operation of 
this body united for religious educa­
tion. N
Various methods have been em­
ployed to kJep up. interest in the 
church, to bring people together— 
in short to create a fraternity of 
good fellowship.
Many churches have succeeded in 
this by installing Brunswick Bowl­
ing Alleys for recreational purposes. 
These bring people out during the 
week and aid them in becoming 
friendly with one another, thus the 
church'is becoming the centre of in­
terest for the whole neighborhood.

Let ue explain our special church 
club easy payment plan to you.

Write for it to-day.
Community Rocroation Division

The Brunswiok-Balks-Collender Co. 
of Canada, Limited

Brunawlck Bldg,, 3S8A Bay St., Toronto

“Automatic”
Sprinklers

have saved thousands of dollars 
by Fire Prevention and lower­
ing of Insurance i'remiums for 
others. Why not for you ?

ESTIMATES ON REQUEST

The Bennett & Wright Co.
LIMITED

77-81 King 81. London, Ont.

ARCHITECTS
WATT A BLACKWELL
Members Ontario AasooUtlou 

AROHITEUT8
Sixth floor. Bank of Toronto Chambers 

LONDON ONT.

W. G. MURRAY 
ARCHITECT

"Churches and Schools a Specialty
Dominion Savings Building

Loiglon, OntoTELEPHONE 1667-W

JOHN M. MOORE & CO.
'ARCHITECTS

489 RICHMOND STREET 
LONDON, ONT.

Membera Ontario Association of Architects
J. C. Pennington Jobs R. Boyle

Architects and Engineers 1
John W. Leighton

, Associate
BAKTLET BLDG. WINDSOR, ONT.

London Dloooean Architects
Specialists in Ecclesiastical and 

Educational Buildings

BROWN OPTICAL" CO.
Physical Eye Specialist» 

228 Dundas St. London
PHONE 1877

Branche. : Hamilton, Montreal and Windsor

London Optical Co.
Eyesight Specialists 

A. M. DAMRKA, Optometrist 
phone 6180

Dominion Savings Building ,
Richmond st. London, Ont.

THE DARRAGH STUDIO
SPECIALISTS IN PORTRAITURÉ 

21A_Dundas St. Phone'444
Photographer to the Particular

“PERFECT” Bicycles*
The Bicycle of Quality

3 STORES
Main —668 Dundae 8t. Phone 3426W 

402 Clarence 8t. Phone 1899F 
464 Hamilton Road. Phono 8767W

HEXTER TAXI
( Formerly Marley - Hexter )

Phone 2859 Day and Night Service ruuuc 6099 5 aod 7 Passenger Sedans
483 Richmond SI.. London, Onl.

PRICE & HAWKE
Auto Electric Service

Presto-O-Lite Battery Service Station
NEW ADDRESS

381 Wellington 8t. Phono 8500 
London, Ont.

J. A. BARNARD
Sole Agent for Harley-David son

Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repairs

PHONE 2 0 9 4 M 
338 Talbot St. London, Ont.

The Grigg House
LONDON, ONT.

T. B. COOK, Proprietor.
Rooms with Private Bath. 'European Plan.

Rates $1.60 and Up

'A. W. MACFIE
Drugless Practitioner

Chiropractic
Osteopathy Electrical Treatments

210 Dominion Savings Bldg. 
LONDON, ONTARIO

Phone 4710 Residence 5710

Superior Machinery Co. Ltd.
161 York SS, London

Machinery ol All Kinds
Elevators. Dumb Waiters, Laundry Machinery 
our specialty. Prompt Service Our Motto

The Tecumseh Hotel
LONDON, CANADA

On Main Highway Detroit to Buffalo
Catering to the Tout1st. Information 

Bureau in Hotel Lobby 
Geo. H. O’Neil, Prop. Guy M. Ferguson, Mgr.

St. Jerome’s College
Founded 1864 KWCHENER, ONT.

Business College Department.
High School or Academic Department. 
College and Philosophical Department. 
Address
REV. W. A. BKNINGER, 0. R„ PresldMl.

Let Us Buy Your

EGGS and POULTRY
Our prices are right and 
our settlements prompt.

C. A. MANN & CO.
KINO 6T. LONDON, ONT

Ritz-Carlton Hotel
MONTREAL

Canada's Social Centre
Noted for it. efficient lyet unobtrus­

ive service.
Telegraphic and Cable Address 
% " Jtizcarlton.

EMILE C. DESBAILLETS,
Manager.
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It prorating

J)a*«W *e«7 JKrfmf« es rvyarJt
COBRCt TdSCAUSIAND • LIMITED

141-143 Sl’APINA AVE. TORONTO

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN * MURPHY

BARKIBTÏRS, SOLICITORS, NOTAHIMb
nouotton for is* Roman Catholic 

■ptooopal Corporation 
Suit. 61, Bank of Toronto Chamber.

IXINDON. CANADA Phone HI

FOY, KNOX 4 MONAHAN 
BAKRISTKH8.80UUITOK8.NOTAltIK8.Illo

T. LouIh MonahanUeorgo Enough Arthur Kelly
Oflioe» : Continental Ufa Bulldinir 

OORNKK BAY AND RICHMOND 81UKKT8 
TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS, «to 

Room. Ill to m. Federal HuUdlna.
TORONTO, CANADA

Joroph*". Wain?" °"

LÜNNEY& LANNAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Larme», K.O., B.A., B.O.L. 
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B.

0AU1ARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
barrister, solicitor

NOTARY PUBLIC 
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO 

CANADA
Rm. Lakertde LBW^ Cable Addres, "I eeden 

“ Hlllorent 11W7 Main 16m
Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins 

Barrlol.ro, Sollollore, Notarial, Eto. 
W. T, J. Lee, B.C.L. J. G. O'Donoshue K.0 

Hugh Hark bin
Oflh e-Ml-SU Confederation Ufa Chamber. 

8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria sta, 
_________ TORONTO, CANADA

KELLY, PORTÉR&KÉLLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS

Notaries
W. K. Kelly, K. O. J. Porter David K. Kelly 

Crown Attorney County Troararor ’ 
Solicitors For Norfolk County OonncU 

31MOOE, ONT.. CANADA.

dental

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

*6 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE. ONT

^ PHONE 178

Dr. W. S. Westland
L. 0. S., 0. 0. 8.

Residence— DEBIT
287 QUEENS AVE.» LONDON
Beddome, Brown, Oronyn

and Pocock
INSURANCE

Money to Loan
195 Dundae St.

Telephone 693
LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslet!
Sanitary *52 Heating Engineer

High Giede Plumbing and Heating
S2I Richmond 8t. London, C nt.

Geo. Wlnterbottom & Son
Sheet Metal Workers
Agents Pease Furnaces

Phone 5889 W
619 Richmond St. London, Ont.

London Vinegar Works
Manufacturers of

Pure Cider Vinegar, Cider, Etc.
White Spirit Vinegar Always on Hand

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond 8t. Lonûoti, Ont

Opposite St. Peter's Parish Hall

Where Do You Go When mm 
You Wish to “Say it With” r

The West Floral Co.
74» Dundee St. London, Ont.

Casavant Freres
CHURCH L,M,TEE

Organ Builders
8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC
phono 516 J Res. Phone 8874 W

W. W. SCOTT /
Successor to John Campbell & Son

84 York St., London
Entrance off 75 King St.

EXPERT MECHANICS-All Car*
Painting, Trimmlhy, Wood Working, Carriage 
and Ah to Repairs. Service and Satisfaction"

We Solicit Ÿour Patronage
Complet» Battery and Ignition Service Up 
to-date Vulcanizing Plant. Tires, AccosrfoHes, Gasoline and Oils.

Universal Battery Co.
W. F. Webster and W. A. Hill 

Phone 4703 Talbot at Queens Ave„ London

261 Rldout South Telephone 1772

W. T. Pace & Son
PAINTING

Paper Hanging Decorating
Service and Satisfaction

Cut Stone Contractors

A.® E. NOBBS
Use STONE In your building

0. P. K. Tracks and William St., London, Ont
PHONE 1441

F. STEELE
leading Optometrist

London St. Thomas Kitchener
Phone 7944 W Eatlmatee Free

C. L LILEY 8 SONS
BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT 

CONTRACTORS 
Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to

840 William Street London, Ont.

4' 1 '
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