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BOOK TWO.—BAYOU PORTAGE
CHAPTER I11,—CoNTINUED

As for the children, they were of
all ages and sizes, and of such a
number that Tante Odile herself was
hard put to it to keep the run of
them. This wae rendered especially
difficult by the fact that, upon
reaching a proper age, the older
ones had left the camp ; the girls
marrying, the boys striking out for
themselves.

At present, deapite the fact that
there had been a recent exodus of
two sons and a daughter, there was
still a swarm of children about
Tante Odile’s door-step. For the
most part they were crawling,
toddling little things, yet they
played their small part in the life
at Bavou Portage. Without their
ehrill chatter the camp would have
been but & lonesome place.

These then were the folk among
whom my lot was cast,—grave,
kindly folk who fought their fight
each day beside the throttled bayou,
and at nightfall
Diew that once again they had
escaped the countless pitfalls
through which
sought ever to destroy them.

CHAPTER 1V
LE BOSSU RETURNS

In the interest of my new-found
tasks and duties the daye of Le
Bossu’s departure psssed quickly.
Indeed, so it seemed to me, 1 would
hardly get a good grip upon the
things in hand before the sun, drop
ping redly below the marsh line,
would halt my activities until
another day

Yet for all this, and somewhat to
my surprige, | found time in which
to mise Le Bossu greatly, Thus
far, save in matter of importance,
the little man had gone his way
in a manner of quiet gelf-efface-
ment that had made him seem rather
an item of the daily life than one
who contributed toward it. Once
gone, however, I soon realized the
greatness of his contribution. At
once I began to miss his many acts
of kindness and encouragement :
and to loog for the little man's
speedy return.

Thus, when, upon & morning some
8ix or seven days after his depar-
ture, we learned from a passing
boat that he would arrive at sunset,
the household took on an air of
general rejoicing. Toinette, who
for the past week had stared long-
ingly at the gap in the little circle
about the fire, declared that she
would scour the bayou for a pan of
the small rainbow-colored perch
that the little man loved.

‘“ And he must pay for them with
the best and newest of all his
stories,” she added smilingly. ** We
do not have him often, and I am
not to be cheated of what is
my due.”

Upon Papa Ton, who of late had
been seized with a species of rest-
less indolence, the news of his
partner’s return acted as & very
effective stimulant. At once he
began to take up the neglected
threads of his affairs, going about
the matter inablind hurry of regret
that, in one less . expert, would have
only resulted in the utmost con-
fusion.

“It is ever thus,” he confided te
me, a8 he feverighly assorted a
tangle of traps that, for two days,
had lain in idleness beneath the
shed. '‘ When Bossu goes he takes
with him, for a time, something
that is, perhaps, the best part of
me. If he could stay with me
always I would be different. Be-
lieve me, | am ashamed of myself.
Bossu will say nothing, but he will
think, and that is the worst of all.
I am glad that he will not return
until dark for, if I am quick enough,
I may yet be able to save my face.”

And so Papa Ton went on all day
until, with the completion of his
labors near sunset, he regained his
usual air of good-humored confi-
dence.

Thus it was a very cheerful party
of three that set out through the
early dusk to Papa Ton’s landing.
That Toinette and I should greet the
traveler was what might have been
expected. That Papa Tonshould do
80, however, was only another proof
of the great esteem in which he held
his partner. The folk came and
went with little ceremony at Bayou
Portage, and there was seldom any
welcome beyond that of the lighted
window or open door.

On arriving at the landing Toin-
ette and I seated ourselves upon its
outer edge, and watched the refleec-
tions of the stars as they bored their
tiny yellow shafts into the dark
stretch of the water below. Behind
us Papa Ton, restless once more
with his return to leisure, tramped,
impatiently up and down. Save for
the creak and rattle of the loose
boards beneath his tread, and the
harsh chorus from the grass, the
twilight was without a sound.

It waa the hour of rest and quiet
in the camp, the brief space of im-
munity which its inhabitants allowed
the furtive creatures of marsh and
stream. Now, from the short line
of huts, came an orange glow of
firelight from each open door and
window, while on the air there hung
the sharp and mingled odors of
homely cooking, of strong tobacco,
and of coarse draggled garments
steaming before the open blaze,

a crafty Nature |

thanked le bon |

!

matter.

| steadily

HE CATHOLIC RECORD

Staring out beyond the bend of
the bayou, we searched the vague
sweep of sky until a dark silhouette
of mast and eail appeared upon its
grayness. Then Papa Ton put all
his strength of voice into a great
rumbling shout that awoke, from
the marsh, a shrill echo of protest.

* Hola, Bogsu !"’ he cried.

" Hola, Papa Ton!" piped the
thin voice of Le Bossu, ‘‘ You must
stand by since the others will keep
on below.”

But Papa Ton had already un-
moored hispirogue and, long before
the boat swung round the bend, he
waited impatiently beside the mud
flat. Then came the transfer of
passenger and packages, the little
man’s shout of thanks to the depart-
ing crew, and a moment later the
sharp prow of the pirogue began to
cut the shadows upon its return.

‘“ Bossu, Boseu,”’ called Toinette,
unable longer to endure her
suspense. ‘' You have the
and pencils 7 You did not forget to

N1

bring them ?

‘“They are in rhy hand at this |

very minute, my little Toinette,”
came the reaessuring reply.
would not trust them with the other
things.”

As for myeelf, despite the greater
suspenge that I endured, I stood
tongue-tied and gilent. All through
thebusy week of Le Bossu’sdeparture
I had aceepted PapaTon'sdeclaration
that Madame Therese would allow
me to remain, and had gone my
way with no further thought of the
With the news of the
little man’s
come a doubt, faint
increasing.

at
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of the landing in which this doubt
had grown to such proportions that
it effectually overshadowed
assurances of Papa Ton. Now, with

| the arrival of Le Bossu, I was firmly |

that Madame Therese
would refuse her consent.
For the first time I realized that

she would look with very different

eyes upon the virtues of the camp, |

and that, although her heart must
go out in gratitude to these kindly
marsh-folk, her city-trained mind
would depreciate their
upon me. No, Madame

instant return, while I, no matter
how unwillingly, must obey.

Thus I called no greeting to the
returned traveler, and it was not
until, having landed and embraced
Toinette, Le Boseu turned to myself,
that I finally found my tongue.
Then, with the little man’s arms
about me, and his shrewd kindly
face emiling down into my own, I
blurted forth my question.

“You—you have heard from
Madame Therese ?”’ 1 faltered.

The smilé faded, and in the little
man’s sudden gravity I read the
angwer to my fears.

‘** Then I must leave,” said I, with
a calmness born of despair. ‘1
have feared it all along.”

But Le Bossu shook his head.

*“ No little Jean,”’ said he. *‘ Per-
haps you will not leave at all. I
have received a strange reply, which
is worthy of much consideration.
At the house we will go into the
matter. And now, if you will help
with my cargo, there will be the
less delay.”

Releasing me, he began to gather
up the various bundles that Papa
Ton had unloaded from the pirogue,
while I, relieved at his words yet
vaguely alarmed at their possible
meaning, prepared to follow suit.
Then, when all had been laden with
the various spoils collected by Le
Bossu, we returned through the
starlight, Toinette triumphantly
leading the way with her precious
books and pencils.

CHAPTER V.

MY FUTURE IS DECIDED

Upon arriving at the hut I imme-
diately began to question Le Bossu,
but the little man was &till, appar-
ently loath to part with his news.

*“ Allin good time, little Jean,” he
demurred. ‘‘First comes supper,
and I see that our little Toinette has
not forgotten my fondness for
perch. While I eat 1 will discuss
the price of skins with Papa Ton, so
that when the meal is finished I will
be ready for you.”

Thus the little man put me off,
but in his voice there was a note
of anxiety that belied the lightness
of his words. That his news was ill
and that, through his kindness of
heart he wished to spare me until
the last possible moment, I could
not but perceive.

Algo, that he had given some hint
of what was to come to Papa Ton,
I could read in the big man’s knitted
brow and abstracted stare. All
through the discussion that accom-
panied Ee Bossu’s meal he kept
staring at me with a look in which
there was a strange mingling of
sympathy and satisfaction.

As for Toinette, absorbed for the
moment in the examination of her
treasures, she did not at first sense
the general air of anxiety. When
she did do so, however, she put an
abrupt end to my term of impa-
tience.

‘“ Why, what is the matter with
you three ?” she inquired, looking
up from the eager contemplation
of a primer. ‘' You are all as
solemn as owls, Is it that you are
afraid that I will become too smart,
or is it that—""

She paused as the truth of the
pituation came suddenly home to
her, and in an instant she had
sprung toward me, scattering her
treasures far and wide.

‘* Jean, Jean,”’ she cried remorse-
fully. ** Of course I know what
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influence |
Therese |
would most certainly demand my

it is. I should have thought of
it before, had it not been for the
enjoyment of my gift. Forgive me,
dear Jean, and tell me what you
have heard from your Madame
Therese, Surely she will let you
stay 7"’ R e

‘I do not know,”’ said 1. & I am
waiting for Bossu to tell me.”

““ Then,” said-Toinette, and in her
voice there was a sudden cat(-h,
* his news is bad. It is ever his
way to shield others from trouble
and disappointment. Come, Bossu,
Jean is waiting. As well now as
later.”

TO BE CONTINUED

TERRY

By Oatherine Shannon in The Francis

Bob Gibbons took a firm grip on
his hand bag as No. 4 began to slow
down. He stepped off the train and
for a few moments stood in bewil-
derment at the lack of people. He
had forgotten that it wae Carbon
Station, Grand Gully, and not Grand
Central, N. Y.,
him

“Well,

an

this is some town,”” he
‘““No taxis, no people, no

““Hey, there, Mister, lookin’ for
somebody in the erowd 7"’

Bob Gibbons wheeled around
quickly and came face to face with
a smiling youth of about twelve
years, perched on a milk ‘can, over-
alle held by one etrap, minus & cap
and his hair shading his freckles

“In the crowd!” the
repeated after him. ‘‘Well, that’s
a hot one. Say, Sonny, what's your
name? And Bob Gibbons sized up
his questioner, a gleam in his eye.

“I'm Terry.’

“Terry what ?”’

“Terry ? Oh!

that’s what you mean.”” And the

youngster on the milk can pushed |

the hair back from his freckled
face.

““Was them your trunks that
came yesterday?! I helped to take
them to the hotel.” And he pointed
a dirty forefinger away along a
dusty road. Bob Gibbons judged
by the gesture that civilization lay
that way.

*“Well, Terry, how do you get to
the hotel 7"’

"“‘Spike Heenan’s mules generally
pass this way every day 'bout this
time. An’if Spike’'s in good humor
he generally takes the visitors up
to the hotel on his wagon.” Terry
craned his head from the top of the
milk can and looked down the road
in the oppogite direction. A dusty
ribbon, unspoiled by the presence of
man or mule, lay off towards
Yellow Creek mountain.

“Guess Spike must have been
drunk last night. The mules ain’t
comin’ today.”’

‘““And if the mules don’t come,
what thén ?”’ the vigitor asked.

“Walk,”” Terry replied slightly
bored. ‘‘But,” he added, ‘‘some-
times Marion passes along in her
car about this time and she gives
them a lift.”

“Marion who ?”’

““Marion Nelson, of course,”
Terry gave Bob a look of pity.

‘‘But who is Marion Nelgon?”’
Bob pushed the question.

Just then the chug of a car was
heard coming up from the direction
of Yellow Creek mountain.

Terry jumped off the milk can.
‘““Here she comes. I'll get her for
you,”’” he yelled. And the overall
figure planted himself in the middle

and

| of the road and started waving his

arms.

‘‘Hey there, Marion,’’ he shouted,
when the car was yet fifty yards
away, “‘here’s a man wants a lift.”’

Bob was deep red by this time.
He fumbled with his watch fob.

““Jump in, Mister, and don’t keep
Marion waiting,”” and Terry reached
for Bob's hand bag.

The girl in the simple white dress
behind the wheel was smiling
slightly. Bob Gibbons took courage
from the smile.

‘‘Really, Miss,
hold-up.”

““That’s all right,”” the girl
repNed, as she threw in the clutch.
“Get in. You're one of Terry’s
new victims, I suppose 7"’

When the car had gone a few
yards a rabbit bobbed across the
road. Terry, without making any
apologies, jumped out in the dust
and scampered after it, leaving Bob
and Marion without an interlotutor.

A few moments paseed in silence.
The girl in the simple white dress
was the first to break the silence.

‘“How did you meet Terry, Mister
—er—"

“‘Gibbons is my name, Robert
Gibbons,”” put in Bob. ‘'When I
got off the train Terry was perched
on & milk can and he called to me.”

Marion smiled and stepped on the
gas. Soon they came in sight of
Grand Gully. It was not much to
look at ; it had plain frame houses,
and only the main street was paved.
Marion drove straight to the Marble
Hotel, and after a few words threw
in the clutch and was off.

Bob watched the car turn to the
left and then went into the hotel.
In a few minutes everything was
arranged and Bob wae shown to his
apartments. That evening he
attended to a few details and
retired early.

Next morning when Bob came
down stairs Terry was the first one
to greet him.

‘“What happened to you yester-
day ?"” Bob asked.

“Oh! I didn’'t catch him, any-
how,’’ replied Terry, “‘and when I
came back this way you was gone,”’

‘‘Say, Terry,” said Bob, trying to

this is not my

that had received |

vigitor |

| must sing for Bob.

.. | houted Terry, ‘‘she’ll sing for you
Terry Barnes, if | Ve ) : g -

| Marion

Jproper

keep back a smile, “‘where’s the
Cedar forest 7"’

‘“What you gonna do there?”
questioned Terry.

**Just measure the wood and—""

“Oh! I see,”' cut in Terry,
“‘you’re one of them fellows that
looks through a funny big machine
on three sticks, and has lota of
money."

Bob smiled good naturedly and
said, “You win, Terry. You're one
too many for me.”

Bob’s firs! week in Grand Gully
passed very quickly. There was so
much to do in the way of tracing
mape and comparing blue prints
that little time remained to spend
on any one except Terry, who was
always at hand.

The days grew into weeks and
weeks began to pile up. Bob and
Terry became familiar sighte in the
village. They worked together in
the day and strolled through the
hills in the evening. Terry never
appeared to tire and Bob's spirits
seemed always hopeful and inviting
Only once did Bob feel the twinge
of lonelinegs, and this was expressed
only by the soft, pathetic tones
that rolled from his favorite
cremona.

One evening Bob and Terry were |

returning home from their stroll in
the hille. Everything was quiet,
As they came farther down the
gully they heard sweet notes of dis-
tant music. At firet it was a faint
echo, but as they turned the bend
in the road it became clearer
Terry looked significantly at Bob
and then dashed ahead

|

|
|

He |

returned shortly, leading Marion by |

She

seemed half relue-
she saw Bob

the hand.

tant. When

stopped.
“Come on,”

gaid Terry, ‘‘you

Here she w,::

“You seem to be Terry's prop
erty,” said Bob, attempting to
relieve the strain; for Terry had
suddenly become silent. Before
could reply, Terry inter-
rupted by a demand that she should
sing as /ic had promised. But
once Terry lost out. He had to be
content with walking between Bob
and Marion.

They walked on together. Terry
kept both of them laughing, and
sometimes both of 'hem blushing
slightly at his remarks.

Then they reached the edge of the
woods and Marion excused herself
and departed.

“Well, Terry,” said Bob, after
Marion was out of hearing, ‘‘you’re
beginning to mix wup things in
shape. What will Miss
Nelson think of me ?”’

“You mean Marion? Don’t you
like her, Bob ?"” asked Terry.

Bob shook his head despairingly.
“Terry, I think you're hopeless.”’
But Terry had a feeling that Bob
would like to talk more about her.
And he became exceptionally silent
on the point.

For“the next few evenings Bob
played the violin more than usual.
On the third evening he was sur-
prised to receive a letter. It bore a
local stamp, and was addressed in
feminine hand. He tore it open
and read hastily:

‘““Your presence is requested at
a supper to be given on the evening
of August 2, at 923 Birch Road.

Sincerely,
Rura GasLe.”

Bob's first impulse was to send
his regrets. But he needed the
recreation, he argued with himself,
and the next morning he penned a
few lines of thanks.

When the evening came he was
surprised by a visit from Marion
and Miss Gable. Marion presented
Miss Gable and then continued :
""We were passing this way and we
thought you might not object to
riding up with us.”

““Surcly not, replied Bob. “I
was just figuring how I would find
Birch Road without Terry’s assist-
ance.”’

The girls
chuckle at the

gave a

rention of Terry.
They proceeded to the car and
there, crouched in the back seat
was Terry himself.

“You here !”” Bob almost shouted.
“‘Well, you’ve fooled me again.”

When Terry saw Bob he snick-
ered and sprang into the front seat,
leaving the back for Bob and
Marion. They sped along and soon
they were surrounded by a host of
merrymakers. The time passed
pleasantly, and the end came all too
soon. Bob escorted Marion up the
path to her home. Before* leaving
she invited him to call the following
evening and meet her mother.

From that night, Grand Gully
seemed to be a different place: How
strange that until now he had been
dead to its charms! He arrived
at the hotel and went directly
to his room. He lit a cigar
and pulled a chair to the window.
It was a beautiful night. What a
pity so few were awake to enjoy its
beauty ! His thoughts were dis-
turbed by the porter.

“Forgot to give you,this before
you left, Mr. Gibbons. Hope there’s
no bad news."”

Bob was too excited to answer,
He tore open the letter and read it,

“Confound that old fool, anyhow.
I knew he'd make a mess of things.
Impossible for me to leave here
now. I'll="’

‘‘Any answer, Mr. Gibbons ?"’

‘“Why, ycs, take this,”” and heg
hastily wrote a few4ines and handed
the note to the porter. ‘‘See that it
goes out immediately. That ought
to give him a hint how to run
things for a while, anyhow,”’ he
muttered to himself when the
porter had left,

As agreed, Bob kept his appoint-
ment and visited Marion’s mother.

| Bob at the station.

| worked as mever before
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It was only after this visit he began
to wonder how he had lived in
Grand Gully for six whole weeks
without once visiting Marion. *‘If
that confounded letter hadn't
come,” he sighed. But he did not
mention i to Marion,

Weeks passed by and Bob became
& regular caller at Marion’s home.
They were now more than friends |
and Terry didn’t need to set any |
more traps for bringing them |
together.

One evening in late September
they had just returned from a party
given by one of Marion’s friends.
Partinge were becoming harder
each time. And both were con. |
scious of this,

The next

morning Bob was
aroused from his sleep by the
porter, He held a telegram in his
hand ; it ran: ““Come immediately if
you want tosave the mines. The men
have threatened. Longer delay
may mean the loss of many lives.

P. J. Ross, Supt.”

There was only one thing for Bob
to do: He hurriedly packed his bag
end told the porter to reserve his |

oom till further notice ; he wrote a |

e
few lines to Marion and rushed to

catch No. 4,

When he arrived at the station |
there was nobody in gight—except |
Terry. There he was perched, as
he was the first time Hob met him,
on the milk can. He looked sur-
prised but did not speak.

“Here, Terry,” shouted Bob, ‘'
sure and deliy this to Marion
and hé handed him note
scribbled in his room i
another word he boarded ths

Lthe

she | and was off
|

Mr. Ross, the superintendent, met
Things at the
even woree than he had
The minera were on strik

the next few weeks Bob
, trying t

conciliate the men and the officials
The men were determined. “'They

mine were
stated.
For

{ would not be fooled thie time,’’ they

for \

|
|

| You'll do anything to b
significant

said.

After a week or so matters begar
to clear up, and Bob was able to sce |
some results. The worst over, he
began to think oftener about
Marion. He would like to have
gone to Grand Gully, but he could
not think of leaviig at present.
‘“But why didn't she write 7’ He

kept asking himself that question. |

Surely, the note to her explained
all. She surely understood. Days |
passed and when no letter came
3ob began to lose hope. |

October was sighing faintly
through the lonely willows on the
hills in front of Marion’s home.
The young girl looked pale and
worn as she gazed out over the open
stretches of forest land on which
the moonlight fell. She thought
and thought, but could not under-
stand. About 10 o’clock she walked
slowly to her room, but not to rest.

Months that were very lonely for
Marion passed. Yet no one heard
her complain. Shortly after Christ-
mas she took a heavy cold that kept
her in her room. Finally the doctor
suggested that she should go some
place for a complete rest. Her
mother supported the doctor
strongly and advised that she go
the next day to visit her cousin in
Locks Port. The next morning saw
her off.

Her. first few letters home were
not encouraging. Then came one
that was a little brighter. She and
her cousin were going on & skating
party on the lake. She was getting
rid of her cold and enjoying her
visit very much.

The day after Marion’s last letter
Terry made his appearance. He
was looking wilder than ever.

“Well, for land’s sakes!’’ burst
out Mrs. Nelson, ‘‘where on earth
have you been for these last few |
months ?”’

“1 was workin’ for Spike
Heenan,’’ replied Terry, innocently.

\

| 228 Dundas 8t

“Well, you certainly look it
around |
horses or mules. Come here till 1 .
get a good look at you. Give me
that coat till I sew a few buttons
on it.”

Terry was in a bad state, men
tally and physically. He didn’t
like the reference to Spike Heenan |
and the mules. He took his coat
off and roughly threw it at her feet
In doing so an envelope that had
once been white dropped the
floor. Terry made a wild dash for
it and then turned pale.

‘“What will I do?”’ he half sobbed.
‘“The morning Mr. Gibbons left he
told me to deliver this to Miss
Marion and [ forgot all about it.”

Mrs. Nelson hesitated as' the
young culprit shivered before her.
She wanted to shake some' sense
into him. She wanted to teach him |
to do what he was told in the|
future. She wanted to tell him, |
what would hurt most of all, how
much pain he had caused Marion by
this last neglect of his to deliver
the letter to her given him by Bob
She restrained herself and said :
“What time does the next train |
leave for Locks. Port, Terry ?”’

While all this was taking place in
Grand Gully, Marion was busy pre-
paring for the skating party. She
arose early that morning, but still
was not ready when her cousin
Edna came to her room for her.

*Just a second, I can’'t find my
gloves,”” Marion answered.

It was perfect weather for a
skating party. When they drew
near the lake they were startled by
a cry for help. Everybody was
breathless with excitement. The
girls hurried from the sleigh and
cut through by a shorter foot-path.
When they arrived on the scene the
vietims had been drawn out and a
erowd was gathered around.

“"Who is it 7" called out Edna.
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"~ W. G. MURRAY
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JOHN M. MOORE & 0.
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Physical Eye Specialists
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Montreal and Windsor
London Optical Co.
Eyesight & pecialists
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“PERFECT” Bicycles
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3 STORES
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Auto Electric Service
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London, Ont.

J. A BARNARD

Sole Agent for Harley-Davidson
Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
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PHONE 2994 M
338 Talbot St. London, Ont.

Phone 7044 W Estimates Free

C. L. LILEY & SONS
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Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to
340 William Street London, Ont

London\Vinegar Works
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Pure Cider Vinegar, Cider, Efc.
White Spirit Vinegar Always on Hand

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

The Grigg House
LONDOP\: ONT‘.
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Drugless Practitioner
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Superior Machinery Co.
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On Main Highway Detroit to Buffalo
Catering t t

ron

B
Geo. H. O'Neil, Proj

Let Us Buy Your E

EGGS and POULTRY |

|
Our prices are right and |
our settlements prompt l
|
|
|

C. A. MANN & CO.

KING 8T.

Thousands of Men Have Saved
Thousands of Dollars

by having the foresight an
prudence to install

“AUTOMATIC”
SPRINKLERS

In their Factories, Warehouses,
Sty and other Building

Estimates submitted.

The Benneti & Wright Co. Ltd.

77-81 King St., London, Ont,

N Cauglad
“E@indows

s

| Church Painking

7 Tecoratking,

MECAUSLAND - LIMITED
JA1~143 SPADINA AVE. TORONTO

mafes

LONDON, ONT | |

_ BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY

BARRIBTERS, BOLIOITORS, NOTARIKE

Bolicitors for the Homan Uathollo
Kplscopal Uorporation

Buite 63, Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON, UANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRISTERS,BOLIOYTORS, NOT ARIES, Kto

A. E. Knox T, Louls M
George Keough, Avl)‘nurpl\’r-l;;“m.“

Offices : Continental Life Building
OOKRNER BAY AND RICHMOND BTRERTS
TORONTO
DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, BOLICITORS, &e,

Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Bullding,
TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J. Hart
T. M. Mungovan

LUNNEY & LANNAN

BARRISTERS, 8OLIOYT( JRE, NOTARIES

Harry W, Lunney, K.0.7B.A.. B.O.L
Alphonsus Lannan, LL. B,

OALGARY, ALBERY

JOHN H. M¢cELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
NION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO

CANADA

James K. Day, K. O,
Joreph P, Walsh

Hes. Lakoslde 1':‘:\\\ sble Addrees *'Leedon

t 1 Maln 1683
l.ee, O’'Donoghue & Harkins
Jarristers, Solloltors Notarles, Eto.
YDonoghus, K.(
off 4% Oonfederation Lite Ohamber

i
ORON'T

| I 0, OANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
NOTARIES

J. Porter Day
County Treasure

lly, K., C,

)
\ttorney

Sollcitors For Norfoll

IMOOE, ON

\u

: I'REET W,
| PEMBROKE, ONT
| PHONE 17
|
|

Dr.W. S. Wesiland

Residence— DENT'ST
287 QUEENS AVE, LONDON

Beddome, Brown, Cronyn
and Pocock

INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 693
195 Dundas St. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslett
Sanitary ‘® Heating Engineer
High Grade Plumbing and Heating

521 Richmond 8t London, Ont.

Geo. Winterbottom & Son
Sheet Metal Workers

Agents Pease Furnaces
Phone 5880 W
519 Richmond 8t. London, Ont.

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterflelds Made to Order
CHAS. M. QUICK

Richmond 8t, London

Opposite St, Poter's Parlsh Hal!

Ont,

Where Do You Go When 2

You Wish to "A\'«.‘u it Wath"
The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont,

Casavan! Freres

CHURCH “MITER

Urgan Ruilders
8T. HYACINTHE QUEBEO
phov;c 5164 i ARc!;. Phrcr:rnrcﬁ.’-)tn-% w

W. W. SCOTT

Successor to John Campbell & Son
84 York St., London

15 Ki
'EXPERT MECHANICS
’ainting, Trimmin
and Auto Repair

nira ¢ on

All Cars
Wood Working, Ca AR ¢
Servic wnd tisfactior

Lightning Battery
294 York St. Opp.(
862 Dundas ry

Phone 8570 Jou: byiiery Hecharged
We Solicit Your Patronage

( Complete Bat
| ¢

|
|
|

Serviee
N. R. Freight Sheds

toner- Londen, Ont,

Statior

Ignition Service, Up

, Accessories,
Battery Co.
er and W, A, Hill

hone 4703  Talbot at Quecr

Ave., London

|
| 261 Ridout South Telephone 1772
L § ¥ altie 5 i g B
W.T. Pace & Son
PAINTING

Paper Hanging

Servi

| Decorating
|
| Wbl

o and faction

| Cut Stone Contractors

A.®E. NOBBS
Use STONE in your building

1 Williar + London
PHONE 1441

F. STEELE

Leading Optometrist

St

P. R. Track Ont

London Kitchener

ART WILKES
BALLOON TIRE HEADQUARTERS

Vulcanizing Repairs of All Kinds
PHONE 2334

Thomas

and

354 Wellington 8t. London, Ont,




