
/

TWO HE CATHOLIC RECORD
Copyright 1922

By The Bobbs Merrill Company 
Indianapolis—New York, U. 8. A.

THE INHERITANCE OF 
JEAN TROUVE

By Nivil Uenshaw

Author of Aline of the Grand Woods, etc.
BOOK TWO.—BAYOU PORTAGE 

CHAPTER V.—Continued

The little man fluihed guiltily and 
for a moment pretended to be 
wholly occupied with his meal, but 
there was no withstanding Toinette. 
Slowly he put down hii knife, leav­
ing hie scarce touched food, and 
came over to my aide. Then, reach­
ing into a pocket, he brought forth 
a letter which he placed in my 
hand.

“ Bien," said he. “ Here it is, 
little Jean. Perhaps it is not so 
bad as 1 fear. That will be for you 
to tell me.”

More mystified now than ever, I 
examined the letter. It was long 
and thick and, as I glanced beneath 
he open flap of the envelope, I 

caught a glimpse of coarse yellow 
paper that was strangely familiar. 
Then turning the letter over, I 
found that it was directed to 
Madame Therese with a request in 
the ufper, left-hand corner that, if 
undelivered in five days, it should 
be returned to a certain post-office 
in the prairie. The writing was all 
in thin angular hand that I had 
noticed in Le Bossu's account book, 
and stamped in red ink across the 
lower part was the inscription, 
“ Not Known At This Address.

There was something stark and 
grim about this dull red line, some­
thing of the unconscious cruelty 
with which an unknown hand had 
blotted out my past as surely and 
as easily as it had obliterated the 
little man’s careful penmanship. I 
gazed at it with ever-increasing 
apprehension although, for the 
moment, its message was lost upon 
me.

“ Well ?” questioned Le Bossu. 
“You have seen? As you have 
perhaps guessed, your own letter is 
inside. It was returned unopened. 
Through the red stamping the 
reason is explained.”
“Yes,” said 1, “I understand. 

But there is some mistake. I gave
Îou the address in Madame 

herese’s own handwriting, and you 
have copied it exactly. Therefore, 
if it had been sent properly, it 
would most certainly have been 
received.”

I had begun in anxious uncer­
tainty but, in the end, emboldened 
by my own words, my voice rang 
clear. To me Madame Therese 
meant the rue Bourbon ; the rue 
Bourbon, Madame Therese. It was 
impossible, I told myself, that the 
two could be separated by all the 
red lines in the world.

Le Bossu, however, soon caused 
me to abandon this hope.

“ I am afraid, little Jean, that 
there can be no mistake,” said he. 
“ I took up the matter with the 
postmaster himself. When a letter, 
properly addressed, comes back in 
this manner, it can mean but one 
thing. Your madame has gone.”

“ But she could not have gone,” I 
cried desperately. “ Where would 
she go to 7 What would become of 
M’sieu Bon, of the Spaniard, and 
the other lodgers ? What will be­
come of me when the summer is 
over ?”

The little man nodded gravely.
" Ah, yes, little Jean, that is the 

question," he said. “ It is what we 
must now consider. Perhaps, with 
your knowledge of the city, you 
may find some plan that will settle 
this difficulty.”

He paused, as though to make 
way for my thoughts, while I gazed 
blankly at the red huddle of words 
that alone remained of my future.

Madame Therese gone ? The rue 
Bourbon denied to me ? It was un­
believable, yet the cold sense of 
fear and loneliness that came 
clutching at my heart brought with 
it a message that could not be 
denied. 1 shrank whimpering from 
the thought as from a blow. The 
loss of my father, the denial of my 
grandfather, these misfortunes had 
been as nothing compared to the 
tragedy that now confronted me.

Ahead 1 dared not look. For the 
present I could only strive futilely 
with the thought of what I had 
lost. Dazed, terrified, I pictured 
the welcoming figure of Madame 
Therese, and clung to this image 
with the strength of despair.

“ Madame, Madame ?” I cried, 
stretching forth my arms toward 
the vision as, in former days of 
fear and misery, I had implored the 

rotection of M’sieu L’Empereur 
apoleon.
Then there came a soft kindly 

touch upon my shoulder, and Le 
Bossu, convinced now of my help­
lessness, prepared to take the 
matter into his own capable hands.

“Come, come, little Jean,” he be­
gan, with a bruskness that he was 
evidently far from feeling. “This 
will never do—this despair. You 
must take heart, you must view the 
matter from all sides before you 
declare it hopeless. If your 
Madame Therese has left the rue 
Bourbon, it does not follow that 
she is lost to you forever. She has 
only moved to another part of the 
city where we will make it our busi­
ness to find her. This is what you 
must consider and, with your 
knowledge of the city, the affair 
may prove a simple one. Come now, 
let us begin. Since for some reason 
Madame Therese has been forced to 
leave the rue Bourbon, what other 
street do you think would be her 
preference ? Your knowledge of
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her habits should find an easy answer 
to my question.”

But I could only shake my head 
in a stupid disheartened way. If 
Madame Therese had left the rue 
Bourbon, I told myeejf, she was 
gone beyond the possibility of my 
ever finding her again. Despite my 
long residence In it, I knew nothing 
at all of the city. I had seldom 
rone into it except upon my excur­
sions with Madame Therese, and on 
these occasions my thoughts had 
been occupied entirely with the 
country that lay beyond. I had not 
even the child’s usual knowledge of 
the streets and byways within his 
own immediate neighborhood for, in 
my sheltered life, I had found few 
occasions to go outside.

“Come, little Jean,” urged Le 
Bossu. “At least try to answer my 
question. ConsiderMadame’s habits, 
the things that she has told you.”

"Madame had no habits,” said I, 
still stubbornlv shaking my head. 
"She never told me of any other 
place, for there was no need. She 
had her home, and she promised me 
that, were I not welcome at my— 
my relative’s, I should return to it. 
So far she had heard nothing from 
me, and she is not ône to break a 
promise. I am sure she would not 
move until she was certain that 1 
would not return to her.”

"Yet she has done so," said Le 
Bossu patiently. “That is what we 
must deal with, little Jean, not the 
reason, but the place.

"Suppose now we were to take 
you to the city. Do you think that 
you could find it ? Do you think 
that you could at least place Papa 
Ton and myself upon the trail ?”

I thought of the city’s throngs. I 
pictured my small self guiding the 
great bulk of Papa Ton through the 
hurrying crowds with a feeling of 
almost hysterical alarm.

“No,no,” I cried. “I knownothing 
of the city. I could not even find 
the rue Bourbon itself.”

"Bien," said the little man, and 
in his voice there was a note of 
relief. “Then we now have the 
matter well in hand. Your 
Madame Therese has gone, and you 
say that you would not even know 
how to start about finding her. 
How, then, could Papa Ton and 
myself hope to do so ? This has 
been a matter of duty with me, 
little Jean, and, had you given us 
any hope of assistance, we would 
have followed you to the end of our 
resources. Yet I am sure that we 
would have had only our trouble for 
our pains.

“I am sorry, little Jean. My 
heart goes out to you. But we 
must face the truth. Your Madame 
Therese has gone, and gone also is 
all hope of our finding her. Thus 
but two courses are left open to 
you. First you can return to St. 
Pierre and strive to make your 
peace with those who have denied you. 
This uncle—this relative of yours— 
perhaps the news of your present 
plight may arouse his sympathy if 
nothing more.”

At this a growl of resentment 
came from Papa Ton, but before 
the big man could speak, Le Bossu 
had again raised his hand.

"Wait, my friend,” said he. "All 
in good time. We owe the boy a 
duty, perhaps a greater one than 
you think. Well, little Jean ? 
What of this first course ? It is for 
you to say.”

“And I say no,” I cried deperate- 
ly. “I will never return to him. 
If you take me there I will not stay. 
And I will not go back to M’sieu 
Dugas, if that is your second 
course. No, no, I would rather die 
than return to him or to my 
grand—”

A sudden light of intelligence 
flashed into Le Bossu’s eyes, and he 
interrupted me with a quickness 
that mercifully drowned my excited 
blunder.

“There, there, little Jean,” he 
soothed, as his arm tightened about 
me. “Have no fear. We will not 
take you back, nor have we wished 
to do so. We have but tried to do 
our duty, to first allow you the 
refusal of all other claims besides 
our own. And now that you have 
done so, this claim alone remains. 
As I am at best but a visitor here, 
as through the many shifts and 
changes of my life I can scarcé be 
said to have a home, it is Papa Ton 
and Toinette who must now speak. 
Perhaps they have guessed more 
correctly than yourself in the 
matter of this second choice.”

He paused while Papa Ton, heav­
ing himself erect, came over be­
side me, and laid a huge toil-worn 
hand upon my head. For all its 
weight the touch was strangely 
gentle, and when the big man spoke 
the deep rumble of his voice was 

. charged with a great tenderness.
“I am not good at words, little 

Jean, said he, “but I have come to 
love you much, and I wish to have 
you for my own. I have always 
wanted a son, and even in the few 
short weeks that you have been 
here you have come to be as one of 
my own blood.”

“And, I,” said Toinette, “have 
always wished for a brother. Ah, 
Jean, will you not be one to me ? I 
promise that 1 will try to make you 
the very best little sister in all the 
world. I am sorry for you, Jean, 
believe me—for your misfortune and 
your distress. Yet I have been 
scared that you might go back to 
the great city, for that would have 
been the end. And now, Jean, 
despite the cruelty, the selfishness 
of it, I am glad—glad that this 
chance has come for you to be with 
us always. Ah, Jean, say that you 
will stay. We have ever been good 
companions, and it is not right that 
both of us should be miserable. 
Say yes and make me happy, Jean,

and I promise you that, in the days 
to come, you will be happy also.”

While speaking, Toinette had 
crept closer and caught my hand 
and now, despite her eagerness, the 
slow stesdy pressure of her fingers 
told only too plainly of the sym­
pathy that underlay her words. 
Also, as in my delirium, her firm 
cool touch soon put to flight the pur­
suing phantoms of terror and 
despair. I snuggled her close, I 
drew down her head upon my 
shoulder. Then, with the soft 
caress of her cheek against my own, 
the tears came, and the struggle 
was won.

“Toinette, Toinette,” I sobbed, 
while the little girl murmured broken 
words of comfort, and mingled her 
tears with my own.

"Dieu," swore Papa Ton, clearing 
hie throat with a sound like an 
explosion. "You see that, Bossu ? 
Also, perhaps, you see me. If I 
were a liar now, 1 would say that it 
was the smoke.” And, in proof of 
his good intentions, he frankly 
drew a hand across his eyes.

But Le Bossu, well versed in the 
hearts of hie fellow creatures, went 
over to the door and opened it with­
out a word. Also he beckoned to 
the now bewildered Papa Ton and, 
as the two passed out beneath the 
stars, some few of the little man’s 
words came back to me.

"Bien, it is done,” I heard him 
say. “And for the best also. We 
must leave him to Toinette now. 
She alone can serve.”

And serve she did through the 
dark bitter moments while my sobs 
died slowly away, and the grief and 
fear began to lose themselves in the 
love and brightness of the future 
that she drew for me. Long we sat 
hand in hand, while the fire burned 
down to small red-eyed embers, and 
the shadows stretched dark fingers 
from the corners of the room. 
Then, when the last choking sob had 
been conquered and, utterly worn 
in body and mind, my tired head 
began to nod, Toinette, with a 
strange maternal tenderness, took 
me in her arms, and rocktd me as a 
mother rocks her child.

“Poor, poor, little Jean,” I heard 
her murmur again before I drifted 
out upon the tide of kindly sleep, and 
through her words there ran a 
drowsy note of pity and of joy.

Thus Papa Ton and Le Bossu 
found us upon their return from the 
bayou bank—two weary little 
creatures who slept jin each other’s 
arms before the gray ashes of the 
driftwood.

Thus also, in those first weeks of 
my departure, Madame Therese 
passed forever from my life ; nor, 
may I add, was the mystery of her 
going ever explained. Often I pon­
dered the meaning that lay behind 
that stark red line across my letter, 
and at my first opportunity I made 
inquiries in the rue Bourbon. But 
Madame Therese had been long gone 
then, and those questioned were 
ignorant of her very name. Yet, in 
all my many theories of her disap­
pearance, there has been no doubt 
that my dear Madame was faithful 
to the end.

Perhaps, as is most probable, 
that dark and greater King than 
Proteus himself came down the rue 
Bourbon in silent pomp and, with 
one cold breath, eternally quenched 
the flame of her fidelity. Perhaps 
the rat-faced collector, growing 
tired of his game of cat and mouse, 
refused to hear her plea of other 
resources, and turned his constant 
threat into a terrible reality.

At all events I am sure that 
Madame Therese’s brave loyal heart 
beat for me with its final throb, and 
if to this day I sometimes see her 
old kindly face through a mist of 
longing, it is, I hope, some faint 
acknowledgment of the great debt 
of love and gratitude which must 
forever remain unpaid.

TO BE CONTINUED

A PAGE FROM LIFE !

" If I ever get home,"said Schultz, 
at the worst of the Argonne drive, 
“ I’ll try to be a good friend of the 
Lord. And if I find my ’buddy,’ 
Jim M’Garry, I’ll say the Rosary 
every day of my life ; and if I don’t 
find him. I’ll say it all the same 
for hie soul.”

Schultz was from New York city 
and M'Garry from Cleveland. They 
had gone through horrors together ; 
and Schultz when he made this 
resolution was still in the midst of 
horrors. The relief had not come. 
" Fritz ” was making a cave of fire, 
with narrowing walls, for the men 
of the battalion in which Schultz 
served ; and these narrowing walls 
were of fire, too, with fearful bursts 
through them of flames that brought 
death, and what was more terrible 
than death,

“ I haven’t felt worse,” Schultz 
confessed, “ since I saw those frog 
children running' away from the 
bombs in the dinky towns where 
that nice old frog woman lived.”

“ Frog ” was the name that 
Schultz applied to our allies, the 
French—not in derision, not in con­
descension, but simply because in 
the army nothing had its right 
name. But nobody wants to think 
of the Argonne horrors or to describe 
them—at least, at second-hand. The 
cave narrowed ; the fiery walls 
seemed about to fall inward ; and 
Schultz saw a soldier hurled from 
somewhere into space, and then he 
fell fifty yards from Schultz’s 
dug-out.

“ It’s death. anyhow," said 
Schultz. “ I may as well be hanged 
for a sheep as a lamb ; I am glad I 
‘whispered’ last week when the 
chaplain came around.”

\

So he crept out of his shelter ; 
he knew Fritz saw him, for the 
fusillade on his spot redoubled. 
He kept on, and with difficulty 
dragged the man to shelter. It 
was done with perfect simplicity, 
as if It were swimming through 
a calm lake. The man brought in 
seemed to be hardly a human being ; 
he was black and bloody.

" It would be a kind thing to 
finish me with your pistol, he 
whispered. " I think 1 have lost 
my legs, and there is no chance 
of a doctor hereabouts ; we’re cut 
off. But, say, ’twas fine of you to 
do it ! 1 am going fast. I’ll trouble 
you for a drink of water, if it’s 
handy ; and there’s a message In my 
inside pocket for my peopleat home/’

The voice was husky. Schultz 
could hardly hear the words through 
his thick woolen helmet ; he him­
self looked like a gnome, for he had 
not had time to wash for several 
days and nights.

Don’t give up yet,” he said. 
" You’re out of the worst of It.”

“ I am in the worst of it. It’s 
a doctor I ought to have had days 
ago. I am all in, and death will 
be welcome.”

“ Be cheerful,” said Schultz. “ As 
soon as Fritz eases up a little, I 
can get you into our Hotel de Looks, 
the best in the trenches ; for, if 
we haven't soap, we’ve water. The 
doctor is awful busy, but I’ll find 
him.”

The groan from the shapeless 
mass thrilled Schulte, accustomed to 
such sounds as he was.

" You are suffering !”
A stifled sob was the only answer.
Schultz looked at the sky ; it was 

full of danger. Well, he could die 
only once and he had seen the chap­
lain last week.

He raised the mutilated man on 
hie back and crawled over the 
rough and calcined earth — from 
which green things could scarcely 
spring again — and made for 
the cell of a trench which he 
called his own. Naturally, he 
was afraid, especially when the 
hot blood of his burden dropped 
on his wrist. He had never 
winced in battle—Schultz—but the 
image of the half-destroyed crea­
ture he bore filled his mind. He 
visualized it unconsciously ; for, 
unfortunately for a soldier, he had 
imagination. He ran, with his mask 
down ; the wind had turned, and by 
this time he had learned to know 
the smell of mustard gas. He 
seemed to tread through bursting 
fires ; he fought all fear, all danger, 
in his determination to reach the 
goal. At last he laid the man down 
in the lower bunk of the recess 
in the trenchroom.

“ Oh, kill me !” the voice sobbed. 
" I can’t stand it !” ,

“ When did you ‘whisper’ last ?” 
he asked.

" ’Tis many Easters ago, worse 
luck !” was the faint answer.

“ It’s not for the likes of you,” 
(Schultz’s mother had been an Irish 
woman) " to be talking of taking 
your own life. The poor creatures 
that have no religion but what they 
think out for themselves are differ­
ent : but you are> right-hander, if 
I’m not mistaken.”

“ My name’s M'Garry,” breathed 
the wounded man.
“Jim ?”
" James Joseph M’Garry.”
“ It can’t be !" Schultz looked 

closely at the wounded man. 
“ There’s no use ; we’ve been under 
fire so long that the nurses are all 
with the wounded below in the 
dugout they call the hospital ; but 
we've warm water — which we 
haven’t had for days ; and there 
are some clean towels. I’ll do what 
I can till I get the captain to call 
the doctor by telephone. And I’ll 
have the chaplain come, and you can 
relieve your soul by ‘whispering’ 
this blessed minute. Do you know 
who I am ? Keep alive, man ; it’s 
your ‘buddy’—Charlie Schultz.”

“ You’ll find,” he breathed, “ the 
set of fresh underwear in the oil­
cloth bag under my vest I’ve kept 
it for you."

There was no more. Tears started 
to Schultz’s eyes ; he almost sobbed 
himself.

“ The best God ever made !” he 
said. “And he knew what it was 
that I would want most when he 
found me. The Lord be good to 
him !”

Willing hands, with great tender­
ness, did what they could for the 
unconscious man. The most skilled 
of them dared not touch the 
mangled mass that had been his 
legs.

The chaplain came first—a tall, 
slim young man, on whom the un­
speakable terrors of war had left 
no trace, except in his eyes, which 
belied his cheerful mouth. His eyes 
for many months had not smiled.

“ He’ll want to ‘whisper,’ Father, 
as soon as he comes to,” said 
Schultz. “ In the meantime I’ll get 
the stretcher ; he’s well wrapped 
up.”

“ The way to the hospital is the 
way of death tonight," said the 
priest.
“He’ll die if he is left here.”
“ But you—and the others ?”

We’ll give him his chance.”
M’Garry gained consciousness 

after the priest had given him a 
restorative. __

“ And now,” said the chaplain, 
cheerfully, “ you’ll just ‘whisper’ as 
well as you can, and I’ll give you 
absolution.”

The two were alone. The tur­
moil, the roar of death and destruc­
tion, were heard outside ; inside was 
that peace which surpasseth all 
understanding. Schultz and three 
soldiers entered ; the priest gave 
them his blessing as they bore their 
comrade out.

“ Bless you again ! Say an act
of 
hand

odds
safe

contrition.” Be raised 'his right 
nd. " It’s a forlorn hope.”
“ You’re going the same way to 
ie hospital yourself, Father And 

Fritz knocks us over we’ll be
good company.”

Thq priest looked out into the 
fiery night ; he recalled rather 
whimsically a line from a poem he 
k?ew77Ï.enny,on'8 “ Into the mouth 
of hell. “ But out of this hell ” 
he thought, “ there is a glorious 
redemption.”

The battalion stood against all 
the improvised hospital was 
the bearers of M’Garry 

reached it, as men wearing some 
strange plegde of immunity.
„ " My mother,” said Schultz,

would have remarked that we 
had eaten the fern seed of the Little 
People, so that Fritz couldn’t 
see us,”

" Your mother, Charlie Schultz,” 
answered M’Garry (both his legs 
were now off to the knee ; he was 
waxen in color, but he had a red 
and quick tongue), " your mother 
would have said something about 
the medal of Our Lady of Lourdes 
she gave you* and something, too, 
about the scapulars the old frog 
woman put over your head.”

“The Lord forgive me!” said 
Schultz. “But in these daysyou can 
only fight and leave the rest to God ! 
The old frog woman was here today 
when you were asleep. The cap­
tain brought her in. She told her 
story to him ; he speaks the frog 
lingo. It’s a hero she's made of 
me. When Fritz’s bomb knocked 
her bouse and garden together, and 
frightened her three cows off—’twas 
all the poor old thing had to live 
on — she seemed killed entirely. 
Fritz, when he went over the ground 
for the first time, didn’t know that 
she had hidden the cows under the 
church. You see, It was after you 
were lost, and we’d been three 
weeks in the dinky village. Well, I 
found the cows, and a friend and 
myself uncovered the bit of a stable 
where the hay was. and we milked 
them for her ia bit of sharpnel had 
hurt the old creature's hand). It 
was a pleasure to do all we could 
for her ; for she seemed like as if 
she was everybody’s grandmother.

When we moved away, she was 
quite comfortable - like ; and she 
brought scapulars when we were 
leaving, and the Protestant boys 
couldn’t put on too many of them. 
I am the only one of the lot back 
here ; but she came today through 
shot and shell, and told the captain 
to give the note in the frog lingo 
I have here. When the war is over 
I am to give it to Colonel Bouligny, 
who is on some commission or other 
in New York. The captain said the 
colonel’s father used to own the 
castle over yonder that is in ruins. 
The old lady spoke of the colonel as 
‘Onree,’ and cried ; she was his 
nurse once. And she kissed me on 
both cheeks—the captain kept quite 
stern-like and didn’t laugh. She 
called me her ‘Feez,’ or something 
like that—what strange talk they 
do have ! But I was mighty glad 
that the boys and I saved her from 
starvation. It seems as if every 
good old woman in the world was 
having it done for her.”

“ It means,” said M’Garry, whose 
forbears were from the North of 
Ireland, " that this Colonel Bouligny 
will have a job for you ; and badly 
you’ll need it, with a whole army of 
us getting home after the war and 
wanting work ; as for me ” — he 
looked at the foot of the bed and 
choked)—“ as for me, I’m done for.”

He turned his face to the wall.
“ And the likes of him losing his 

legs,” thought Schultz, “ and think­
ing first of the clean underwear I 
needed ! God forgive me !”

Schultz went back to his dugout ; 
and the tears of the helpless—the 
grateful helpless—flowed down his 
cheeks. The call for another day’s 
bloody work came. The drive was 
resumed. The next day General 
Foch declared the Armistice ; on 
that last day Schultz lost his right 
hand.

Colonel Bouligny received the 
battered-looking young soldier, still 
in khaki, with what might be called 
empressement. He had read his old 
nurse’s note.

“ Ah,” he said, “ dear old Clotilde ! 
How we all loved her ! In helping 
her, you have helped the very flower 
of the old women of France. You 
deserve the Croix de Guerre. Now,” 
he added, “ I have a big house on 
Long Island ; I have an American 
wife there, too, and, if you like, 
you may take care of my big house 
winter and summer. You will be 
well paid — Clotilde would wish 
that,” he smiled. A man with one 
hand will not find it easy to get 
a j5b at once, and the process of 
reconstruction is very long. For 
my work, you will need only quick 
eyes, a good memory and a lively 
mind.”

Schultz’s heart jumped. He had 
been rather “ blue.” How could 
an entry clerk work effectively with 
his right hand gone ? At best, as 
Colonel Bouligny had said, the pro­
cess of “ reconstruction ” would 
take considerable time. His mind 
gloomed at the thought of idle 
waiting ; but presently he said :

“ The best man for you. Colonel, 
would be a ‘buddy’ of mine—the 
best ever ! And if a one-handed 
man is the right sort for your work, 
a no-legged man would be even 
better.”

The colonel had watched his face 
and read his thoughts.

“ What did this pal do for you, 
mon brave ?”

Schultz fired up.
“ What we all most longed for in 

those filthy days was a suit of clean 
things—you don’t know how much !”
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London Optical Co.
Eyesight Spetialists

A. M. DAM HR A, Optometrist 
PHONE 6180

Dominion Havings Building T
Richmond 8t. London, Ont.

THE DARRAGH STUDIO
SPECIALISTS IN PORTRAITURE 

214 Dundee St. Phone 444
Photographer to the Particular

“PERFECT” Bicycles
The Bicycle of Quality3 STORES

Main —665 Dundae 8t. Phone 3426W 
402 Clarence 8t. Phone 1899F

454 Hamilton Road. Phono 8767W

HEXTER TAXI
( Formerly Marley - Hexter )

Phone 2859 . Da/„aRd N1*ht Service■ uvue 60«99 5 and 7 Passenger Sedans
483 Richmond SI.. London, Ont.
PRICE & HAWKE

Auto Electric Service
Presto-0-Lite Battery Service Station

NEW ADDR.ee
381 Wellington 8t. Phone 8500

London. Ont.

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

Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repairs

PHONE 2 9 9 4 M
338 Talbot St. London, Ont»
Phon. 7944 W E.tlmate. Fra.

C. L. LILEY & SONS
BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT 

CONTRACTORS
Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to

340 William Street London, Ont

London Vinegar Works
Manufacturers of

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

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

The Grigg House
LONDON, ONT.

T. B. COOK, Proprietor.
Rooms with Private Bath. European Plan. 

Rates $1.50 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 St., London

Machinery oi 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 Tourist. Information 

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

Let Us
Put Your Hot 

Water or 
Steam

Healing Plant
In Good Shape 

for Winter
Every season there is some 
patching up or replacing of 
parts necessary in Hot Water 
or Steam Heating Plants.
Have this work done reliably 
so that there will be no 
break down in mid-winter.
We give estimates when 
desired.

THE BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.
LIMITED

Plumbing, Heating,
Ventilating, Sprinklers

77-81 King Street London, Ont,

SEPTEMBER 2(1» 1928

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 
MURPHY, GUNN ft MURPHY

HAKR18TKKS, BOUUITOKB. NOTAB IBS

Hollo! tern for the Komen Uethollc 
Bpleoopel Corporation

■Bite sa. Bank of Toronto Chamber! 
_______ lONDON, CANADA Phone HO

FOY, KNOX t MONAHAN
BAKR18TKKB. BOL1UITOKS, NOTARIES, Dto

oÜPiri... a T. Louie Monahan
Ueonre K cough Arthur Kelly
nncucu^n ' ContlM”tal Life Building 
OOKNKH BAT AND RICHMOND STREETS 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, ko 

Roome lie to m, Federal Building,
TORONTO. CANADA

Jamee E. Day, K. O,
Joseph P. Welch Frank J. Hart 

T. M. Mungovan

LUNNEY G LAN NAM
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W.Lunney, K.O., B.A., BALL. 
Alphonens Lan nun, LL. B.

CALGARY, ALBERT

JOHN H. MoELDERRY 
BARRISTBR, solicitor 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GÜBLPH, ONTARIO 

CANADA
Rea Lakoelde UebleAddrees "Leed^

“ HlUoreet 1097 Main less

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins 
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto.

W. T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. O. O'Donoghoe. K.0 
Hugh Harkins
Confederation Life Chambers 

8. W. Corner Queen and Victoria 8te. 
TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
W.K.KeUv.K. C. • J. Porter David K. KeUy 

Crown Attorney County Treasurer 
Solicitors For Norfolk County Council 

________SIMCOE, ONT,, CANADA.

dental ~

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

PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE. ONT.

PHONE 176

Dr.W. S. Westland
L. D. S., O. 0. S 

Office and , __
Residence- DENTIST
287 QUEENS AVE. LONDON
Bsddome, Brown, Oronyn

and Pocock
INSURANCE

Money to Loan
195 Dundae et.

Telephone 693-
LONDON, CANADA

James R. Hasten
Sanitary & Heating Engineer

High Grade Plumbing and Heating

B21 Rlohmond 8t. London, Ont,

Geo. Winterbottom & Son
Sheet Metal Workers

Agents Peeso Furnace.
Phone 5889 W

SIS Richmond St. London, Ont.

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS. M. QUICK
Rlohmond St. London, Ont.

Opposite at. Peter's Parish Hall

Where Do You Go When q 
You Wish to "Say it With” P

The West Floral Co.
249 Dundee St. London, Ont.

Casavanl Freres
CHURCH U"IT“

Organ Builders
•T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC
phone 516 J Rob. Phono 3874 W

W. W. SCOTT
Successor to John Campbell & Son 

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

EXPERT MECHANICS - All Cars
Painting, Trimming, Wood Working, Carriage 
and Auto Repairs, '‘Service and Satisfaction"

Lightning Battery Service
294 York St. Opp. C. N. R. Freight Sheds
362 Dundae London, Ont.
Phone 8S70

We Solicit Your Patronage
Complete Uattery and Ignition Service. Up- 
to-date Vulcanizing Plant, Tires, Accessories, 
Gasoline and Oils.

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

Phone 4703 Talbot at Queens Ave„ London

251 Ridout 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
C. P. R. Tracks and William St., London, Ont

PHONE 1441

F. STEÉLE
Leading Optometrist

London St. Thomas Kltohener

ART WILKES
BALLOON TIRE HEADQUARTERS

Vulcanizing and Repairs of All Kinds
PHONE 2334

354 Wellington St. London, Ont,
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