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CHAPTER II.

I WRITE TO MADAME THERESE

It was not until 1 was wholly well 
again that the matter of my depar­
ture was definitely considered. 
True, in the first dreary days of my 
illness 1 bad tried Le Bossu’s 
patience sorely with my demands to 
be rethrned at once to Madame 
Thereae, but the little man’s answer 
had been always the same.

“We will arrange that later, little 
Jean,” he had replied. “First you 
must becomebrownandstrongso that 
city-folk will know the virtues of 
our coast. Leave all to me. At 
least you know that I am to be 
trusted.”

Thus I finally took Le Bossu at 
his word, and in the strange and 
busy life of the camp Madame 
Therese and the rue Bourbon began 
to fade into the background of my 
thoughts. That 1 was to return to 
them at some future time sufficed 
me, and secure in the knowledge, 1 
made the most of the new and 
glorious friendship of Toinette. In 
these days we were together always, 
through the short busy hours of the 
morning, the longer, more leisurely 
ones of the sfternoon, the drowsy 
quiet period between supper and 
bedtime when -Papa Ton dozed 
before the fire, and Le Bossu, his 
eyes upon the embers, wove some 
fancy of the marsh.

It was upon one of these latter 
occasions, some two months after 
my arrival at Bayou Portage, that 
the little man in place of his cus­
tomary tale, abruptly took up the 
matter of my future.

“ Bien," said he. “You are what 
you should be, little Jean, except, per­
haps, for the brown. 1 would have 
you a little darker so that your 
white city-folk might see where the 
good clean sunshine had bitten deep 
below your skin. But you will do. 
And now for the day of your 
return.”

He paused to look at me inquir- 
ingly, while Papa Ton, aroused by 
the question, gave a sleepy grunt of 
concern.

“ Bteu, Bossu, I had forgotten 
all about the matter,” he growled. 
“I had begun to feel that he would 
be with us always. It will not be 
the same when he has gone.”

Toinette said nothing, but from 
her place upon the floor beside me 
she felt about until she had found 
my hand.

As for myself, I knew not what to 
reply, my mind being thrown into 
chaos by the gravity of this prob­
lem. Had Le Bossu told me that he 
and Papa Ton had decided that I 
must remain with them, that I must 
give up all thoughts of Madame 
Therese, the matter would have 
been different. Then I should most 
certainly have demanded to be sent 
back immediately, and, failing in 
this, should have laid my plans for 
a second escape.

Now, however, with the way to 
the past lying open before me, I 
found a strange reluctance in 
setting my face toward it. Already 
1 had become very fond of the hut, 
the ch*p, the wide flat sweep of the 
surrounding marsh. Through them 
I had found a joy of life that I knew 
could never be mine in the rue 
Bourbon.

I thought of Madame Therese’s 
great echoing rooms, of the heat, 
the dust, and the close stifling odors 
of the city. No more would 1 wake 
tingling at dawn to see the morning 
mists unroll before the clean blue 
arch of the morning sky. No more 
would I brace myself against the 
fresh salt wind of the dusk, as I 
watched the last red stains of the 
sunset fade out beyond the rim of 
the marsh. I must forget the wild 
tang of game, the clean bite of the 
driftwood smoke, the swift, dream- 
lesB hours of sleep between the 
blankets.

These things I considered quickly 
and with a vague regret before I 
sensed the utter, greater loss that 
was before me. Perhaps upon re­
turning to the city I might still find 
many things that would recompense 
me for the life that I had left at 
Bayou Portage, but who was there 
or what was there that would fill 
the void left by the memory of 
Toinette ?

A choke came into my throat as I 
Razed at the little figure beside me, 
while Le Bossu, his shrewd brown 
eyes upon my face, smiled softly at 
what he read there.
(l “ Well, little Jean ?” he urged. 
“It is for you to set the time. Soon 
the last of the skins will be going 
out, to the bridge, to the bay, even 
up the Vermilion. You may have 
your choice of a dozen different 
starting points.”

Again there fell a pause during 
which my pent-up emotions found 
vent m a sudden outburst of tears. '

LV7do.?,ot want t0 K°' Bossu,” I sobbed. I do not want to leave 
you and Papa Ton.”

“ And Toinette ?" suggested the 
little man.

" I can not leave Toinette,” said I 
with a determination that abruptly 
dried my tears.

The little hand that had found 
mine tightened suddenly, and Le 
Bossu, his eyes still upon my face, 
nodded slowly in a gesture of satis­
faction.

“ So, little Jean,” said he. "Did 
I not promise that our little Toin­
ette and yourself would make a

pair ? You are good companions, 
you two, and I am glad. I have 
even kept you beyond your time, 
that the friendship might grow. 
But one can not be selfish forever. 
There Is your Madame Therese to 
think of. She has been very good to 
you, and since your uncle has 
denied you, it is she who should 
have the first claim. Now we have 
all come to love you, little Jean, 
and It would be a wrench to have 
you leave us, yet you must consider 
your Madame.”

" Yes,” I agreed. "That is true. 
I suppose that I do belong to 
Madame Therese now, and I love 
her dearly. But 1 would like to 
stay a while. It will be hard to go 
back after the marsh."

“ Listen, Bossu, you and Papa 
Ton," said Toinette. "Perhaps you 
are right about the claim of this 
Madame Therese, but little Jean 
must not go until after the fishing 
is over. I, myself, have done some­
thing for him, and it is my due. 1 
have worked hard for you both 
through the trapping and, as you 
know, the journey below is my one 
holiday. It would be cruel now to 
ask that I make it alone.”

“ Yes,” I agreed hastily. “Toin­
ette is right. We have talked all 
along about the time that we will 
have upon the bay, and you can not 
disappoint her. I know that it is 
my duty to return, and I also can 
not expect to have you keep me 
always. When the fishing is over 
you will find me quite content to 
go.” '

Papa Ton accepted this plan with 
the vague nod of one whose wits 
have become hopelessly entangled. 
Le Bossu conscientious as always, 
tempered his approval with a final 
condition.

" Very well,” said he. “It is 
what I would wish myself and, 
whenever it is possible, our little 
Toinette must be obeyed. But first 
Madame Therese must know of your 
plan, and must give it her sanction. 
When she hears that you are well 
and contented, 1 am sure that she 
will be willing to have you remain. 
At all events we must place the 
matter in her hands. You can 
write ?”

" Of course," said T, surprised at 
this question.

“ And you have Madame's 
address ?”

“ In my pocket upon a slip of 
paper. It is the last thing that she 
gave me.”

“ Then we will begin at once,” 
said Le Bossu. "A moment until I 
have collected the implements.”

Rising, he searched about amid 
the litter of the hut until it began 
to be apparent that this collecting 
of the implements would prove no 
matter of a moment. The pencil 
with which he checked his skins he 
unearthed at once, but paper 
suitable for our purpose was not to 
be found. In the end he took down 
the long narrow book in which he 
kept the account of his catch and, 
turning past the irregular rows of 
skins and their prices, paused pres­
ently at an unmarked page. The 
paper, coarse and yellow was 
crossed with a ladder-like succes­
sion of pale blue lines, and Le 
Bossu, as he gazed at it, made no 
attempt to conceal his annoyance.

“ A pretty thing for a letter to a 
lady, and one of the city too,” he 
grumbled. “She will think that 
you have fallen among savages. 
Ypu must explain that, for the 
moment, our supply was exhausted, 
little Jean. That we expected no 
great amount of writing with the 
close of the season.”

At the last words a faint twinkle 
came into his eyes and, following 
his gaze, I saw that he was smiling 
at Toinette. The little girl, how­
ever, seemed to resent hie humor, 
for her face flushed scarlet, and a 
threat of tears shone in her eyes. 
On the instant Le Bossu was all 
contrition.

“ There, there, my little Toin­
ette," he soothed her. “I should 
not have joked about it. Why, it is 
my own fault anyway, since I have 
promised to teach you and have, up 
to now, been unable to find the 
time.”

I gazed at this scene with grow­
ing amazement until, with Le 
Bossu's last words, I finally under­
stood its meaning. That Toinette 
might be unable to read or write 
had never entered my mind. In 
our companionship there had been 
no need or thought of these accom­
plishments, and I had taken it for 
granted that a girl of her age and 
intelligence must certainly be my 
equal in such matters.

To my surprise was added a 
touch of disappointment, almost of 
pity, but these feelings were sub­
merged by a new and wonderful 
thought. Of a sudden I saw a 
most glorious opportunity, and I 
hailed it with joy and, I am afraid, 
no small amount of self-impor­
tance.

" Why, Toinette !” I cried. "You 
must not trouble yourself about a 
little matter like writing. It is the 
easiest thing in the world.” Paus­
ing I added loftily, “Besides, I will 
teach you myself.”

The effect of my words upon 
Toinette was instantaneous. One 
moment she was a forlorn, a listless 
little figure with drooping head and 
tear dimmed eyes. The next she 
had rushed forward to squeeze me, 
in an embrace that well-nigh left 
me breathless.

“ Jean,” she cried. “And you 
will really and truly teach me ? 
You will not find me slow, I promise 
you, for I will work each moment 
that I can. I have longed so to 
learn, and there has been no chance. 
Bossu promised, as he has said, but 
his visits are few, and there were
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the traps to interfere. 1 had given 
up all hope and now you, my own 
companion, are to teach ^me. Do 
you really mean it, Jean ?”

“ Why. of course, said I. sur- 
prised at her eagerness, “But I 
can not see why you have not 
learned long ago. Even If Bossu 
has been to6 busy, you have always 
had Papa Ton."

At this the big man stared for a 
moment before bursting into one of 
his great rumbling laughs.

“ That is a good one, little Jean, 
he chuckled. "I to teach Toinette. 
Believe me, even had I known how, 
I would have lacked the courage to 
attempt such a thing."

It was now my turn to stare, for in 
Papa Ton’s voice there had been no 
hint of humor. Had any one told 
me a while before thatythere were 
in the world grown men of my own 
race who lacked the rudiments of 
education, I would scarce have be­
lieved it. But Papa Ton, the leader, 
the head of our little household ? I 
could only stammer vaguely in 
reply.

" You mean that—that—you can 
not—” I began.

Papa Ton nodded complacently.
TO BE CONTINUED

THE SILVER ROSE
Bernard propped the lid of the 

chest against the window-sill and 
knelt down to examine its contents. 
The papers he sought were not 
there : ' only a variety of things 
carefully folded and packed away. 
With deft fingers he unfolded and 
replaced each object in its silken or 
linen wrapper. There was a richly 
embroidered sword scabbard, a 
child’s cap, jacket and dress of 
needlepoint, a velvet waistcoat cut 
fn the fashion of Louis Quatorz# 
days, a pair of brocade slippers. 
Finally he came to the last and, 
unfolding the linen square in which 
it was placed, the young man’s face 
paled and flushed and paled again. 
It was a boy’s suit of white satin, 
beautifully tailored and stitched, 
with lace ruffles hanging from neck 
and sleeves, and silver and nacre 
buttons.

Bernard knelt there looking at it. 
It had been his First Communion 
suit, and well he remembered the 
fuss and stir there had been about 
it. For the five adoring sisters 
who brought up the little orphan 
lad had decided it should be made 
in the chateau by the village tailor, 
so that they could assist with 
advice, even with a little stitching 
of their own. But this proposition, 
overheard by the two elder brothers, 
gay gallants at home for a few days 
from the court of Louis the Six­
teenth, had been decisively ruled 
out. On suc h an occasion, and 
since there would be a family 
gathering and a certain amount of 
ceremony, Bernard must look his 
best. Therefore, no home-made 
dowdiness. Let his measurements 
be accurately given, and they would 
see to it that Paris should provide 
the best and latest mode in boy 
fashion and material.

In private, the sisters had agi­
tatedly debated this proposal. Not 
that they were averse to seeing 
their darling decked out in attire 
that would set off hie handsome 
looks, but knowing the ways of 
young men they were aware that 
the tailor who would supply this 
finery had little chance of being 
paid fçr a considerable period and, 
to their simple minds, decoration 
for debt seemed incompatible with 
the sacred event. Nor would it be 
possible to wound their brothers’ 
pride by offering to pay for the 
clothes themselves. It was Alys 
who suddenly had the inspiration 
that was enthusiastically received 
by her sisters. To repay the tailor 
who doubtless would have so long 
to wait for his money, why not 
settle, in a manner of speaking, a 
spiritual pension upon him, say a 
Pater and Ave each, to be continued 
through their lives. #This was 
agreed to, and that tailor, had he 
known it, made the best bargain of 
his life, the day he agreed to put 
scissors and needle to Bernard’s 
First Communion suit.

But, surely, there was something 
else. Yes, it was therç in the cor­
ner, He lifted out a small box and 
opened it, and it lay before blip : 
the silver rose. Somewhat tar­
nished perhaps, but beautiful still, 
with the little diamond dewdrop 
glittering at its heart. The making 
of that, too, he well remembered. 
Debarred from stitching at his suit, 
his sisters had nevertheless decided 
that Bernard should wear some 
specimen of their handiwork on the 
great day. It had been from time 
immemorial a custom, bound up 
with romance of family tradition, 
that on all ceremonial occasions, a 
christening, betrothal, wedding, 
the chief participant should wear at 
shoulder or breast a silver rose. 
Such a bloom was even laid beneath 
pale hands on the still brhast of 
death. Bernard’s rose, then, the 
sisters would make, to each sister a 
petal and each petal of the finest 
silver thread and intricate work. 
When it was finished, a lovely thing 
of needlepoint and knotted stitch 
and picot web and padded leaf, 
Bernard carried it off to show his 
friend the village Priest,' who 
taught him. The simple old man 
had wondered and admired (t ; then 
he took Bernard into the church 
and blessed the rose and placed it 
on the Lady Altar. " To add 
fragrance,” he said quaintly, 
" Bernard,” he added, as he gave 
it back to the boy. “ Will you 
promise me something ? Whenever 
you wear this rose will you say : 
‘Rosa Mystica, era pro me’?”

Bernard had promised, but he only 
wore It once, and that was on his 
First Communion day. Then suit 
and rose had been packed away, 
and when a few months later he 
tried to wear it again the sleeves 
had receded an Inch or so from his 
wrists, and the waistcoat would 
not meet across his chest.

That wart twelve years ago. 
Since then tne two dear brothers 
had died, and of the sisters three 
were married and two were nuns. 
And the little boy ? Oh, the little 
boy—: Bernard stood up and 
looked out through the window 
where he could see the river flow­
ing grey and green beneath the 
bridge. The little boy grew up 
and went to Paris, and because he 
had a great name and great pos­
se salons he soon found a place at 
court. And in Paris he learnt 
much and unlearnt more. The 
pity was that what he unlearnt 
were sweet things such as a boy 
would be taught by pure-minded 
women and a saintly priest. And 
the things he had learnt were ugly, 
such as the priest and women 
would call sin. Only at first,it was 
so easy to drift into evil ; for a 
time he had even liked it. But 
now he hated it, cnly it meant mak­
ing such an effort to break away 
from it. But why think of it at all ?

He stooped to lower the lid of the 
chest, but when he went to replace 
the rose he hesitated. That was an 
idea ; he would have it copied and 
wear it one night at the palace. 
It would be an innovation, perhaps 
set a fashion : serve at least for 
comment and discussion, something 
that would create a new topic in 
those long evenings when the air 
outside was heavy with muttering 
and inside with whispers of emigres 
and insurrections

On his return to Paris Bernard 
took the rose to a convent where he 
bought his laces. Here the Rever­
end Mother was an old friend of 
his, who, like all truly wise women, 
had a special tenderness for a hand­
some face. The more so for his, 
since there h- r keen old eyes 
detected signs that should not have 
marred that young beauty and 
which would need the perseverance 
and charity of many prayers to 
efface. Besides, he was such a 
delightful person with charming, 
deferential manners, and he paid 
for his purchases on the spot, which 
was more than some of her most 
pious clients did. Moreover, he fre­
quently added some little offering 
for the community, a box of choice 
comfits or a bouquet of costly flow­
ers. These she invariably arranged 
herself for the chapel altar, while 
she whispered cajolingly : “Because 
of course he meant them for You.” 
In answer to his inquiry she said, 
“Why certainly the rose could be 
copied, only since they were just 
finishing a large consignment of 
lace for England, he might have to 
wait a fortnight or three weeks, 
but surely not longer.

It was that same night at the 
court that Bernard first met 
Madame de Montferain and her 
young niece Marie. With him it 
was a notable case .of love at the 
first glance. He saw Marie daily, 
for her aunt had come up from 
Montferain to attach herself to the 
service of the Queen, deserted by so 
many who had slipped away silently 
from the menace of the Revolution.

And day by day, as Bernard’s love 
for the girl grew, as he realized the 
nobility of her character, her purity 
and gentle valor, and as in her 
innocent wordless way she made 
him understand that she valued and 
returned his love, he asked himself, 
in anguish of mind, what expiation 
he could devise to blot out from his 
life the memory of those years that 
the locusts had eaten.

One night there was an entertain­
ment at the Palace, a simple affair, 
for the times were straightened, 
arranged to divert the little royal 
brother and sister, born to such 
heritage of peril and suffering. 
Nevertheless, it was welcome 
enough to their elders, those who, 
faithful to the royal family, still 
frequented the court, as a passing 
distraction from the contemplation 
of the ever-increasing menace to 
person and property. Bernard had 
deemed it a "fitting occasion to wear 
the silver rose, which a few days 
previously had been sent to him, 
perfectly copied, even to the glis­
tening diamond at its heart. As he 
anticipated, it proved a charming 
topic for admiration, raillery or 
comment. Even the Queen had 
noticed it. "By reason of what 
whim do you wear this, Monsieur ?” 
she asked, lightly touching the 
petals. And Bernard, somewhat to 
his own surprise, had answered : 
“Less by reason of a whim than of 
a memory, your Majesty.” “It 
must be a very lovely one," she had 
commented, as she passed on.

Since their roads lay the same 
way Bernard had arranged when 
the evening was over to take his 
friends home in his coach. They 
had, however, gone but a short dis­
tance when the horses were pulled 
up to avoid driving into a little 
band of people hastening in the 
opposite direction. One, an elderly 
man, hesitated, and then ran back 
to the horses’ heads, and presently 
one of Bernard’s footmen came to 
the window.

“This man says, your Honor, that 
it is not safe to go farther by these 
streets ; there is a riot afoot and 
the people are very excited.” The 
man joined him. "It is true,” he 
said. "There is a mob gathering 
for attack in that quarter. You 
would be wise to take your ladies 
home by another way.” “Whose 
house do they intend attacking 
now ?” asked Bernard. “It is a

convent," said the man, "the one 
by the bridge where they make the 
Queen’s laces," and he ran off.

Bernard got put of the coach to 
speak to hie servants, and presently 
the anxious women joined him. He 
drew them into the shadow of the 
wall and. taking hie old friend’s 
hand, he looked at her with a kind 
of wistful apolpgy. “I must leave you here ” he said. “You will £ 
safe with my servants ; they have 
promised and I can trust them. 
But those poor ones In the convent, 
they may have no one and perhaps 
one could help. The thought had 
suddenly come to his mind that this 
night might be for him the first 
vigil of fairer days. He put hie 
aim round Marie and drew her 
silently to him, but she needed no 
speech to understand the meaning 
of that unspoken tenderness, Ber 
nard was tall and Maries head 
reached but to the level of the 
silver rose, and she kissed It with 
(iod knows how much passion of 
sorrow and fear. For something 
told her that here lay for her the 
swift end of all things. And the 
next moment he was gone.

Bernard ran by a network of 
quiet streets till he came to a small 
square into which the gardens of 
the houses of which the convent 
was opened. Here he was con­
fronted by a high wall and a locked 
postern gate. He took off his cloak, 
threw one end round a spike at the 
top of the wall, knotted the ends 
together, and so, using the loop as 
a foothold, slung and hoisted him­
self to the top of the wall, and in 
like manner down on the other side. 
Cautiously he made his way in the 
dark up the garden, until he came 
to some steps leading to a balcony, 
on to which long windows opened. 
Here all was still and shuttered, 
but as he stood hesitating, wonder­
ing how to make himself heard, the 
window opened and a nun, hooded 
and cloaked, stood on the threshold. 
Quickly, before she could find voice 
for her emotion. Bernard explained 
his presence and desire to help 
Still voiceless, and apparently still 
bewildered, she motioned him to 
enter, and led the way into the 
great vestibule.

Here the uproar that penetrated 
from the street was deafening. 
Furious yells, the clatter of missiles 
thrown over the wall, hammering at 
the outer gates, and above all the 
unceasing and absurd clanging at 
the convent bell, as though the nuns 
would be likely to open at the invi­
tation of that riotous crew. And in 
the middle of it all, or the black 
and white tiled floor, knelt the Rev­
erend Mother, calmly packing con­
vent treasures in a bag.

She started up when she saw Ber­
nard. "Monsieur, how did you get 
in ? And what are you doing here?” 
the said. "What is it all about?” 
he asked. She shrugged her shoul­
ders. “They vow we are harboring 
proscribed. We have done so, but 
they left six weeks ago or more." 
"Have you sent for the militia ?” 
he asked. “A messenger has been 
gone some time. We fear he was 
intercepted by the mob.” "Is it 
safe for you to remain ?” “No,”
she said, “we must leave. Last 
week Monseigneur the Bishop heard 
» rumor that this might come about 
and he arranged for us to go to a place 
quite near. We shall be safe there, 
to wait till this has blown over or 
till we can get into the country. 
Most of the community have gone on 
already.” But I met someone ju”t 
now,” said Bernard. “That was 
Sister Bonaventura. She and one 
or two others are delayed, helping 
Sister Placide. She is almost bed­
ridden and we have had such diffi­
culty persuading her to get up. 
She protects she has lived here all 
her life and will die here, and says 
she has always wanted to be a 
martyr. And she is making such 
trouble over putting on walking 
shoes. She says they hurt her 
feet.”

“ Well,” said Bernard, "you must 
leave. . “Oh, as for me, I 
am staying,” said the Reverend 
Mother simply. "But why ?” he 
queried aghast. “There is the 
Blessed Sacrament. Early in the 
evening the chaplain was sent to a 
dying person. And something must 
have happened for he has not re­
turned. And I do not even know 
where he has hidden the tabernacle 
key. So I must stay ” “But what 
could you do ?” asked Bernard. "I 
could at least die defending Him," 
she answered with spirit. “Well 
that will be provided for now that I 
am here,” he reassured her. "Now 
you must go.”

She hesitated, then took his hand 
and looked at him with brimming 
eyes. “My son, God has chosen you 
to defend His house. You must not 
forget to thank Him. And there is 
something" (she fumbled in a capa­
cious pocket) "there is a devotion, 
perhaps you have heard of it ; there 
was a holy nun at Paray (mv sister 
who is there sent it to me;) they say 
the King's sister always wears one.” 
She produced a slip of linen on 
which was crudely painted a flaming 
Heart crowned with thorns and sur­
mounted by a cross. “See, I will 
fasten it there, behind your flower.” 
As Bernard watched her fixing it, he 
saw a tear drop on to a silver petal; 
it shimmered and quivered, and then 
rolled lightly into the heart of the 
rose. A moment later he was alone. 
There was now no time to be lost. 
Already scouts from the mob had 
climbed the wall and were clatter­
ing and shouting in the courtyard. 
There was a mighty press that 
would have served admirably to de­
fend the door, but it needed the 
strength of three to move it and he 
had to content himself with a chest 
dragged across. On the wall hung
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THE DARRAGU STUDIO
SPECIALISTS IN PORTRAITURE 

214 Dundas St. Phone 444
Photographer to the Particular

“PERFECT” Bicycles
The Bicycle of Quality

3 STORES
Main — 668 Dundas 8t. Phono 3426W 

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

HEXTER TAXI
( Formerly Marlcy - Hextor )

Phone 2859 . DR/,»gd N1*ht5 and 7 Passenger Sedans
183 Richmond SI.. London, Onl.

Phone 7984 
80 Dundas 8t.

PRICE & HAWKE
Auto Electric Service 

Presto - 0-Lite Battery Service Station
NEW ADDRESS

381 Wellington 8t. Phono 8500 
London, Ont.

J. A. BARNARD
Sole Agent for Harley-Davidson

Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repairs

PHONE 2 9 0 4 M 
338 Talbot 8t. London, Ont.

ART WILKES
BALLOON TIRE HEADQUARTERS

Vulcanizing and Repairs of AU Kinds 
RHONE 2334

3»4 Wellington St. London, Ont.
Phone 7944 W Estimates Free

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, Elc.
White Spirit Vinegar Always on Hand

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

The Grigg House
v 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 St., London

Machinery of 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 I obby 
Geo. H. O’Neil, Prop. Guy M. Ferguson, Mgr.

DR. LeRoy V. HILES
SPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dundee^t. Phone 7S0B

BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS
MURPHY. GUNN * MURPHY

BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTAR IKS
Solicitor, for the Roman Catholic 

Episcopal Corporation 
• Suite 83, Hank of Toronto Chamber.

LONDON. CANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARKI8TKU8.8CUOITORS.NOTAKIBS.Bto
A^K. Knox T. Louie Monahan
George Krough Arthur Kelly

Offices : Continental Life Building 
OOKNKK BAY AND KICHMONIi H I RKKTS 

TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS. Rto. 

Hoome lie to IS. Federal Building, 
TORONTO. CANADA

James K. Day, K. O. 
Joseph P. Walsh Frank J. Hart 

T. M. Mungovan

LUNNEY& LANNA v
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Lonne». K.C., B.A.. B.O.U. 
Alphomroe Lannan, LL. B.

OALGAKY. ALBERT

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO

CANADA
Res. Lakeside 1$*^ Cable Addres- "Leedon" 
•" Hilloreet 1087 Main less

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins
Barrister., Solicitors, Notaries, Etc.

W. T. J. Lee, B.C.U J. Q O'Donoghue. K.C 
Hugh Harkiup

Offloesail-RUConfederation Life Chambers 
8. W. Corner queen and Victoria Sts 

__________ TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
W. E. Kelly, K. O. J. Porter David K. Felly 

Crown Attorney County Treasurer 
Solicitors Koi Norfolk County Council 

________SJMCOK, ONT., CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J- Mmimu"
L. D. s., D. D. S.

«6 PEMBROKE STREET W
PEMBROKE, ONT

PHONE 176

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

Residence—
287 QUEENS AVE.
Office and DENTIST

LONDON
Beddome, Brown, Oronyn

and Pocock
INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 693
7 9B Dundas St. LONDON. CANADA

JamèsTïaslen
Sanitary & Heating Engineet1

High Grade Plumbing and Heating
521 Richmond St, London, 0*?f

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

CHAS M. QUICK
fllohmond St. London, Ont.

Opposite St, Peter's Parish Hail

Where Do You Go Whe n q 
You Wish to “Say it With" r

The West Floral Co.
24B Dundee St. London, Ont.

Casavanl Frcres
CHURCH UWI™

Organ Builders
BT. HYACINTHE QUEBEC
phone 516 J Roe. Phone 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 Repair*. ‘Service and Satisfaction"

lightning Battery Service
204 York SL Opp. C. N. R. Freight Sheds
362 Dundas ^Sution London, Oil!.
Phoae 8S70

REGO RADIATOR REPAIR
“ WK KNOW HOW"

Radiators, Fendors. Bodies and Lamps
H. O. KAISER

Phone 7218M Nights 1006 J
160 Fullarton »t. London, Ont.

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

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

Phono 47U3 Talbot at Queens Ave., London

261 Rldout South Telephone 1772

W. T. Pace &z Son
PAINTING

Paper Hanging Decorating
Service and Satisfaction

Cut Stone Contractors

A.® E. NOBBS
Use STONE In your building

O. P. R. Tracks and William St., London, Ont
PHONE 1441

F. STEELE
Leading Oplomelrisl

London St. Thomas Kitchener

f


