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OUT OF GRATITUDE.
#y' HE THEORY that ‘‘America must win the
T war’’ is being loudly proclaimed in the
cities and counties over the border. The
stirring message is heard everywhere and the
aevidence i1s found in train after train bearing
magnificent manhood to the seaboard, the new
soldiery of the republie, trained, hard and eager
! for the place beside their countrymen and the
men of other nationalities along the line. The
i eonviction has been cut deep upon the foundation
' stones of the nation. The call becomes a com-
‘mand. Nothing must stand in the way of hundred
{ per cent participation. Yet it is not in the spirit
that America is saving the world when none other
could save her that the call is being in-
voked. An editorial headed ‘It Is Up
'To America! We Must Win the War”’
1in the Philadelphia Public Ledger explains
i how the determination for victory has seized the
i people. It ig out of a realization that America
‘owes much to the nations which have fought so
' long that the desire to take on the weight of the
' burden is given such expression.
The Philadelphia writer expresses the full
meaning of the words when he states:
‘“There ecan never be any dispute as to
which of the Allies won the war. They will
each and all have won it. There is not one of

the actively belligerent Allies who could have
been spared without at least risking the
direst disaster. When it comes to the prin-
cipal powers on the Allied side, the omission
of any one of them would have precipitated
certain and lasting disaster,

‘“‘Least of all can the United States—the
last of the great Allied powers to enter the
arena—Ilay claim to any monopoly in war-
winning. France, Britain, Russia and Italy
—+t¢ say nothing of the smaller nations—
stopped the gap for virtually three years be-
fore we were minded and ready to strike a
serioug blow. Now that we have a eclear
vision of the situation and perceive the ap-
palling menace that hung over us, unrealized,
from the moment that the bandit chiefs of
Berlin decided that the time was ripe to set
out upon their long-planred slave raid across
the civilized world, we cannot find language
to express our gratitude to the nations that
held the pass while we were slowly awaking
to our danger and arming for our
Had France faltered, for instance, ncthing
could have saved us. Had Britain hesitated,
Mitteleuropa would have been ‘‘Europa’ by
this time, and we should have lived and trad-
ed and prospered only as the kais
mitted.”’

WAR TIME FUNCTION OF THE BOOK.
T Is A RECOGNIZED fact that the nations
I which have been longest at war and the time |
' of whose people is to the greatest degree
occupied with war activities are the peoples who |
today are reading the most and getting the most
out of their reading. A writer in the New York |
Times writes to impress this fact upon his eoun-
‘trymen that they may not make the mistake of |
classing books as a luxury in war time. The con-
.ditions which he cites as existing in the United
States are those that we have in Canada. With |
nationalization of railways, control of food, cnall
and other necessary supplies, with the introdue-
‘tion of women into qecupations they have never
known before, the disappearance of thousands of
young men gone to the war and a myriad of other
changes there is an industrial transformation
under way which simply means that for years to
come an army of young people will have to learn |
and learn quickly how to do things, how to |
handle the activities which in the past seemed to |
be so systematic, but that after all were dependent |
upon the touch of g personality that has gone. ;
|
|
|

defence,
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el
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To quote the New York Times correspondent,
himself the president of a great business house :
““Out of thousands of business and ecommercial |
offices and manufacturing plants have gone the |
youthful blood of the young employes. In their|
places have come still younger men, new to the |
Jjobs, or much older men also quite as new to the |
work. Women have entered banks, offices and faec- |
tories as clerks of all kinds. There is a universal |
adapting going on each day. How are all thesc |
people, new to their work, to pick up the threads !
and carry on our industries without a setback?|
They have nct time to go for six months or a|
year to school. They cannot pick up at odd hours |
a knowledge of the many technical trades in|
which they are engaged. Their employers must |
begin with each group anew, teach them in the
course of the work day, and yet not let a break
come in the efficiency of the office or factory.
Here, it would seem, is the function of the boolks
on selling, on advertising, on banking, bookkeep-
ing, business methods and office practice, which
will give to the new clerk, man or woman, at
least a hiut of the principles underlying each
"branch of business procedure.:’

The same writer goes on to point out that the
problems of municipal affairs, with all their
changes of recent years, can best be studied by
the individual in the same way, finding out what
other cities ave doing, getting the groundwork of |
fact rather than the costly process of experiment-
ation duplicated in mistakes all over the countrv.
For, after all, in their utilitarian place, that is
one of the great missions of books, to save us |
from doing things in an ill and inefficient way |

.when somebody else has discovered a better way of
rdoing anything. Here in Canada how are we go-
ting to do the best for the returned soldier unless
1every citizen i» #terested and knows what direc- |

| ing to rel

to appoint commissions and make investigations.
interest. Not so much can be done in the matter
any other means to spread knowledge and in-
hammers-and saws and lathes and presses. The
knowledge are the men and women who will be
likewise the profits from application to study
LONDON man with whom we are ac-
part of their time in the same way.

only son upon the parent’s death. It will record

ing the great drama and its actors proceed.
while for the son some day. Ile is having a book
a very valuable possession to him, if only for the
we have been put, the things we have learned to
we can get out of. But most men want to do all |
wish to mark the pitfalls and to' chart the sunken
in this way. And it has been said every life is
Think of what a fine thing it would be if
of his ancestors, written by his ancestors! Surely
i‘fme frank, brutal truth to be of value. A man
', gone before him in the world, and who had hand-
| a composite of them all or a very different being,

VERNON McNUTT

(Copyright, 1918.)

- -

By Fontaine Fox

4

GIMME THAT
WNIP AND GUN AND
You Go 1N AND

GITCHER LUNCH.

Vernon McNutt rocked the boat containing women &nd children at
a summer camp when they had invented a cure for that.

The Advertiser’s
Daily Short Story

Copyright, 1918, by the McClure
Newspaper Syndicate.

THE DECLINE OF ART.
By A, W. Peach.

P

Frances Acton drew away from the
half-finished picture on which she was
at work and stared at it with sombre
and weary eyes into her mind came

of the instructor whom she had given

—*“You have the artist's
goul, but I am much
never gain the skill to give it expres-
sion."” How the words came back!
And there she stood, thinking as he
thought—a failure in the fleld of effort
she had sworn she would master,
dismal, battered studio in whiech she
stood, with its cheapness and its bare-
ness, added to the despair in her heart.

Suddenly she heard steps ahove her,
then the sound of & thumping, bump-
ing sometimes bounding down the
stairs. Irightered, she threw open the
door, and discovered the sprawling fig-
ure of a man siowly adjusting iwself to
the realization that it had fallen down
a flight of stairs.

Sie lully expected to hear the
displaced by ean explosion of more or
less vigorous terms. Instead she look-
ed down into the amused face of the

instinet and

air

tion the other Allied countries are tending in
dealing with the same question? It is not enough
That is the worst method of all unless along with
it there goes popular and widespread general
of training employees by books as by the personal
touch, but more can be done by books than by
crease efficiency. Books are no luxury in these
days, they are the tools of trades, the same as
young men and women who are making use of
their opportunities these days to increase their
the directors of affairs a few years from now. Ae-
cess to books was never easier than it is today,
were never greater.
WRITING FAMILY RECORDS.
NE
quainted is doing a rather unusual thing.
Perhaps many other men are occupying
This man is writing a history of his life,
week by week, which is to be turned over to his
the father’s impressions of men and events and
tell the conclusions he has drawn while watch-
_ Every week there is some thought, some in-
eident, some event to be noted that will be worth
written for himself alone. It is written to suit
his circumstances and his prospects. It must be
facts it contains, How few of us ever record the
things that have happened us, the tests to which
avoid, the inspirations that we have been afraid
to express. Most of us never write a line that |
they can for their sons. Especially if the fathers
have met with stern trials and vicissitudes, they
rocks. Few of them would fail to make of life
an interesting document if they went at writing
worth a book, if the man who lived it eould only
set it down in writing.
every son of every father could go to a library
and take down volume after volume the history
1ere would be a proof of the influence of heredity
or otherwise. The books would have to contain
weunld be able to discover what all these hundreds
of lives, a perfect regiment of men, who had
| ed down the life that some day was to pulse in
| his veins, meant to his existence. Would he be
| an entity having little relation to history? It
{ would be marvelous for a young man who was

Just getting into the army, for instance, to dis-|
! cover that several of his forbears were famous|
inclined to spur him |

{ fighting men. It would be
ton to a V. C. or something, wouldn’t it? Family
| trees die off in the orchard of life. Sometimes
i they are overpruned. Sometimes they are ne-
| glected. Sometimes they are grafted on to some-

thing that bears poor fruit. But it would be
! mighty interesting to know what kind of gar-
i deners or orchardists were in charge of them,
{ wouldn’t it?
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EDITORIAL NCTES.
! ‘‘Sincerely re to inform you,”’ ete.—
{ here’s a formula t
]

GRS
gred

| way.

The horse may now stop worrying because he
[ wasn’t born with some machinery inside of him,

| instead of a capacity for suffering like human |

| beings,

War has written many pages of history in the
newspapers of Western Ontario. The grimmest
story of all has no flow of deseriptive language,
but is headed simply ‘‘District Casualties.”’

3

Praise for individuals and units in the re-
cent fighting fills the American papers. The

18824

Canadian practice ig to let the whole story of the |

war remain an anonymous thing. A
have won a record at the front. Ile may "get
medals to prove this. DBut usually his reward
comes long after the fightin Only by word of
mouth are the exploits of the thousands of brave
men made known. Praise of a general nature is
Il very fine. But the Americans are endeavor-
ate as many stories ag possible of in-

divid#ial bravery.

+
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EASIER THAN VACATIONINCG.
[Chicago Tribune.]

It is easier to die than to take a vacation. A man who
is summoned to his last long voyage may set his house in
order in an hour; a few words, written or dictated, will dis-
pose of his possessions, and his heirs will gladly attend to
the details. This done, he may ,fold his hands on his ghest
and depart this vexatious life in peace.

It is quite another matter to prepare for a few weeks
away from home. There are bills to be paid; the iceman,
the milkman and the laundrymean must be choked off, and
the daily paper restrained from littering the doorstep. There
is hair to be cut, and teeth to be tinkered, and so on. In
short, it takes days to stop the machinery of living for a
fortnight, and days to start it going again. But, my dear,
one must have a change.

MA ON THE JOB.
[Cleveland Plaindealer.]

‘Pa,’”” said little Willie, ‘““what's an echo?”

“An echo, my son,” answered Pa, casting a mean side
glance at little Willie’s Ma, “is the only thing on earth that
can cheat a woman out of the last word.”

“Another definition of an echo, Willie,” observed Ma, “is

man who goes to old patent medicine almanacs for his
alleged wit.” ;

And then nebody said any more words but Willie, whose
infant mind was naturally confused by this persiflage.

DAMAGED GOODS.
[Philadelphia Ledger.]
Johnny was at the grocery store.
“I hear you have a little sister at your house,” said the
grocer.
“Yes, sir,” said Johnny.
“Do you like that?" was queried.
“I wish it was a boy,” said Johnny,
marbles with him, and baseball.”
““Well,”" said the storekeeper,
your little sister for a boy?”
Johnny reflected for a minute, then he sald, rather sor-
rowfully:
‘“We can't now;
weeks."”

“so I could play

“why don’t you exchange

it's too late. We've used her four

WANTS PRESIDENTIAL RELIEF.
[Grand Rapids Press.]

Wae note that the president may take over the telegraph
and telephore lines, and we wish he'd take over our [e]o-;
phone not later than 10 p.m., which is about the time peo-
ple begin ordering taxicabs and doctors and grow indig-
nant when we suggest they have the wrong number.

PUTTING IT OVER ON JINKS.

he telegraph operators of this |
country have learned to write in a mechaniecal |

man may |

fallen and heard him mutter:

“And ‘great was the fall thereof'—I
believe that is in the Bible some-
where.” He glanced up at her as he
slowly rose. “Pardon me for disturb-
ing you. I agsure you I am not in the

ion, or that speed.”

His face contracted with pain as he
balanced himself, and she saw with
sudden apprehension that he could not
walk, and before she realized what she
was doing she took his arm and led
him into her studio and to a chair.

He sank into it with a grateful word.
In answer to her query whether or not
he had broken anything, he remarked:
**Nothing so poetic as that. I eracked
my shin, but it will be all right in a
while.”

engaged in woocing the numbed
bone, she had ttme to inspect
flotsam that had been ca
He was evidently tall, and beyond any
{ doubt thi his hair was curly and
light, and his eves were blue—an odd
blue, sugg g sunshine
t was not d ult to guess
all the re in the dismal o
that poor and delude

he thought—a ¢ x

He looked th
friendly light In his eyes
very spirit.,

I must thank
| shelter and kindness.
| be servic
like capac

She answered

the

that he,
| like
¢ as

A

up, and

yvou for offering
Perhaps 1
to yvou——-I hoy

" he added hastily.
and

me
may
of

|
!

! perfunctori
| limped out and down the st 8.
‘ She turned back to the picture and
| picked up the crayon, but her flngers
| paused and she smiled. She had look-
Ee«l into pleasant, friendly and under-
lsf!mdim: eyes; and in-that great

| where she had seen such eyes but sel-
| dom, she felt that she had

1 friend.

i She had, but trouble

| He stopped that
| luckily, after she had put
{ remains  of her ugal
{ hrought his offeri

| dewy violets.

hungry for companionship,
him into the studio, and it
long before they were deep in t)
cussion of the art they were
to follow. 3§

The old ‘enthusiasm came welling
bhack telked to him, and the
dark days of the last weeks were for-
gotten. She told him of her ambition,
and he said that he understood. She
teld him that she would die hefore she
i would give up her dream, and he
nodded in understanding. Then he
told her in turn of himself and his
ambition, but he did not say to what
extent he would go in tryving to make
his dream come true. She felt,
ever, that they

Thereafter the friendship
rapidly, and proof of it eame in many
ways. One day, after an all-day
{ ameng the offices. where she had met

to
some
away

meal,

was
evening,

and

seeking

as she

seemed to hold =something in reserve,
she returned to find a little lunch
ready.
She was in despair of heart
mind, and the tonch of his gentleness
was too much. She told him of her
fruitless efforts, ard then the tear~ of
}\\'ur\rhwcs came, and before she realized
| what was hapnening she found herse!f
and his voice was speak-

ayv sharnly, anger at his
i touch rising instinctively. The startled
{ pain in his eyves caught the bitter words
| hefore they were all spoken, and she
went on:

“Forgive me, Edmund. vou have heean
a rood friend, but I am simply—
simply- i

“I know,” he interrunted gently. “yon
are worn out, tired and hungry.” He
caught her hand as she made a flerce
gesture of dessent.
and T know it, and T

“And vou are too!” she broke
akmast laughing through her tears.

“I am!” he said bluntly.
hungry T could murder a sandwich man
for suggesting one!”’

in,

ing fire in the grate. After a moment
he turned, a light of determination in
his eyes. *

“Frances, what do you say? TI've
known vou for a week—Iit seems as if
we had been friends for years! I know
a place where I can get a chance in the
garage business. Let's throw this art
stuff up and get up or down to some-
thing to eat and = decent place to live.
What.do vou say?"”

She looked into his flushed, eager
face ard earnest eves. “Am T to under-
stapd th~* you are proposing to me?”
she siiled.

He railicd his
Frances. I know

Her voice was cold. “Thank you. but
I'm not interested in the garage busi-
ness or in marriage, and when I'm

facrities. ‘““That's it,
"

[Richmond Times-Dispatch.]
hese lines to Mrs. Jimpson-Jinks,
“vho frets, because her husband drinks,
‘nd who, when hubby is not looking,
Sneaks booze cure into the family cook!ng.

| nranased to T want it done in a lover's

way.’”
He rose sharply,

his face set.
seriously,
"

in my way.

oy
- A

up, because he had spoken those words |

“Don’t say—I know—really, I am mo‘
tired.
| T can't give up my dream.
| marry a garage keeper.
| one who dreams as I do—you see?”’
and she
first words, when his heart was boy-
ishly open, had gone deep.
down into her eyes, and she saw that
in his the light had gone out.
happiness,’”’
out,
him,

the quiet, fricndly but significant words | 4

afraid you will |

The !

habit of descending stairs in that fash-

As his face straightened, and he was
i shin- |

st at her door. '

and shadow. !
1d build-
crea-~ |
artist. |
vhimsical, |
warmed her |

not in

he |

city, |
found a |
come. |

time, |
the !

how- |
were of kindred spirit. |
ripened |
trip |
courtesy and kindly words that always |
all |

and |

‘“Yes. but you are,

“So darned !

“He stared gloomily at the low burn- :

You have been good to me, but
I couldn’t
I might—some

He nodded, but his face was grave,
knew that the slash of her

He looked
‘“Yet the big thing in the world s

he gaid simply, and went
closing the doer gently behind

.
that once had been evidence of the
quality of the old building, and the
ashes seemed to symbolize more than
she wished they did.

“He is right,”” she murmured to her-
self, as she turned out the lights, “the
bl{ thing is hag;:ln&u."

t rained all that night, and the next
day dawned grey, damp and forbidding.
She worked feverishly at the pleture
that represented success or failure—
and the failure seemed to be looming

ge.

In the evening she heard him return.
Her heart stopped as he passed her
door and went on up the stairs.
Usually he came in to make her a
brief visit. She turned away to busy
herself with something—anything.

The door opened suddenly and he
stood before her—his old, impulsive,
boyish self,

“Well, I made fifty dollars today
from art,” he announced.

She thrilled with the words. Then

turn of the tide had come for him
perhaps. A small beginning—just the
opening—and then—

*l am glad,” she sald quickly. “An

S
““No,

orde:
He shook his head. I got a

chance to do some fresco work for a
dago ice cream parlor.”
er castles of art tumbled about her
ears. Decorations for a ‘‘dago ices
cream parlor.” She stared at him
with wide eyes. Something in his face
d her—something deeply slowing in
}}lxiis eyes. She swayed a bit toward
m.

‘The full, deep voice of the man be-
lled the tenderly smiling boyish eyes.
‘‘Yes, fifty dollars—and a good Jjob.
Little girl, let’'s swap dreams. I'll swap
my dream of being a Whistler or a
Sargent for a home I know of. where
skies are blue, mountains green, and
every man and woman friend. Will
ou swap your dream for mine and my
ove, till dreaming is done?"

She felt suddenly weak. The dreari-
ness of the worn, grey studio closed
about her; the moving, quiet, manly
tones sang in her ears and in her heart,
She nodded.

She was swept Into his arms and
held with a strength that would not
be denied.

“That fifty dollars will get us home,

dearie. And now I'll propose as a
lover should.”

BITS OF

BY LUKE

Wesle, Wesle!

As a fat Hun was crossing the Vesle,
He ducked under a big Yankee shesle.
He took to his heels,

And he puffed between squeals:
“Dem Yankees can sure fight like
Hesle!”

Alrs,
‘“That fellow Smith is always putting
on airs,” sald Brown.
“Swelled headed?”’ asked Jones.
““No,” replied Brown. “He is a musle
publisher.””

Served Him Wright.

“Why did you throw the cadet out
of your aeroplane when you had
reached an altitude of 1,000 feet?”
agked the judge who presided over the
court-martial.

“It was this way,” explained the
army aviator. ‘“The cadet was a fresh

.i¢c stared at the ashes In the grate

guy who was sent up with me for
training. When we had reached an al-

(Copyright, 1918.)

BYPLA

McLUKE

titude of 1,000 feet I asked him if he
knew anything about saeroplanes. And
he replied: 'Sure, I was brought up in
one.” So I dumped him.”

“Justifiable homicide,” declared the
judge. ““You may go.”

By Hek!
I Swan llves in Eureka, Cal

Mercy!

Of course it is none of my business
how much profit there is in the kicks
us pdvor humans have to wear. But
what we started to say was that you
can find a Damrich shoeman in Mobile,
Ala.

Fishing.

No matter where you go te fish they
tell you that the good fishing is over
in the next county.
~And when you go over into the next
county they tell you that the good
fishing is back where you came from.

" There are 19,000 species of fish, and

the fish family numbers about 978.‘-‘
325,489,655,122,886,349,764,321,677,633,25 5,~
466,744,522,311 members.

And with all those chances we dldn't’
get a fish,

Names Is Names.
Icy Teagardem lives in Falmouth,
Ky.

Our Daily Speclal.
There’s many & slip after the cup
reaches the lip.

Luke MclLuke Says:

This would be a fine world if a man’
would only try to be worthy of hls
good opinion of himself.

In spite of all the casualties since,
the war began the betting is that there!
are more wooden heads in Germany
than wooden legs.

What is cowardice anyway? Wa
knew a married man who went to war
and who is now covered with medals
and honors and glory for charging into
the mouth of death and killing Huns.
But before this same man got in the
army he was afraid to go home to hisj
wife on Saturday night because he
was a dollar short In his pay envelope.!

The devil never wastes any time
trying to jolly the woman who has to!
cook and wash for flve kids. He knows
that she hasn't any time to lsten to'
him.

\
We never heard of but one man whoj
got more than he expected in this
world. And he was a fellow who was’
looking for trouble. |

A man gets mad when you call himl
a liar, But no man is going to spoll a'
good story by sticking to facts,

A smart husband can get his wife/
to do what he wants her to do by
telling her not to do it.

The trouble with the man who {3
proud of his iron will {s that he has a
pig iron will,

There was A time when a fool was
a man who dldn’t know anything. But
things have changed and nowadays a
fool is a man who knows # all.

What has become of the old-fash-
foned housekeeper who believed that
woman's proper sphere was shaped like
8 washtub?

Any summer widower can tell you
that there is no fun in doing as vou
please when you have no wife to bawl
you out when you get home.

When a man {8 in love with a girl
he is elther sighing to her or lying
to her.

AT PORT STANLEY

Enjoy the cool breezes of
vacation at

Lake Erie by spending your

Port Stanley—-the Newport of Ontario—and

watch this feature every week for ‘“things doing.”

Sunburned ?

Don’t worry. We have an excel-
lent preparation that will fix the
burn in a jiffy,

Standard

Drug
Stores

grocery order,

250 Dundas Street,
WE Fill Mail Orders.

Our Foods at Your Home

Our representative will eall at vour Port Stanley home for you

We are noted for good goods, prompt service and satisfaction,

T. A. Rowat & Co.

Canada Food Board
License No. 8-3422.

Jumping Horse
CARRY-US-ALL

Bring the children to Port Stan-

ley and let them enjoy the thrills

and pleasures of a ride on the
MERRY-GO-ROUND,
Adjoining the Casino.

A. PALMER.

OUTING TO THE

WHAT COULD BE NICER THAN A LITTLE

FAMILY OR FRIENDS?

LAKESIDE WITH

Conditions at

WHY

ARE IDEAL FOR THE HOLDING OF JUST SUCH
LITTLE AFFAIRS.

Free tables, benches and hot water, Quiet, shady spots,

on the brow of the hill, overlooking the lake and

walk, afford delightful views.

NOT ARRANGE AN OUTING

DURING THIS NICE WEATHER?

With the improved conditions you’ll appreciate Port
Stanley and enjoy it more than ever.
HOURLY SERVICE VIA THE LONDON AND
PORT STANLEY RAILWAY.

Port Stanley

board

In  Comfortable

¢ o S

else ecan such a ride be had

lakeside
daylight

A FIFTY-MILE RIDE

30 CENTS

On Wea’nesdays and Satura’ays
FIFTY CENTS ON OTHER DAYS,

is the privilege only of the citizens of London. Nowhere

With such cheap fares, why not ride often and get
the benefit of fresh air and change of surroundings?
In the evenings after work hours you can go to the
and spend an hour or more while it is still
and return in time to get your regular slecp.

WHY NOT TRY IT?

Smooth - Riding
Coaches for

for so little money.

Lé PSS

Lovers of this popular
the full.
of men, women and

water.

the pleasure of bathing,

BATHING

AT THE

sport are mow enjoying it to
Each afternoon and evening sees hundreds,
children,
of the warm weather to spend an hour or so in the

THE SPLENDID SERVICE

provided_ by the L and P. 8. Bath-house, with
large private dressing-rooms, foot pools, shower baths
electric hair dryers, washrooms, ete )

CHARGES REASONABLE.
OPEN DAILY TILL 9 P. M.

Bath-House

taking advantage

its

., adds greatly to

Laced Shoes,
orders promptly filled.

131 DUNDAS ST.

Enjoy Foot Comfort

——While On Your Vacation——

by wearing our Outing Shoes. We carry a complete
stock of Outing, Bowling, Tennis and Bathing
Shoes, also White Canvas Pumps and High Canvas
Our prices are the lowest.

The Peoples Shoe Store

Mail

12 MARKET SQUARE.

The Loney

The Only Place to Stop When at
Port Stanley.

WE ARE PROUD OF OUR TISH
DINNERS. TRY ONE.

Taxi sgervice in connection.
rates on application.
H. BUTCHER, Proprietor.
Phone 612, R 2,

Our

/ noererie

Hotel

Port Stanley, Ont,

Room Rates, $1.50 Per Day.
SPECIAL WEEKLY RATES.
J.

R. MENHENNICK, Prop.

[nvererie
Dining-Rsom

EXCELLENT CUISINE.
PROMPT SERVICE,
Enjoy wholesome cooked meals
in our cosy dining-room when
at the Port.
SERVICE—A LA CARTE.

Canada Food Board License
No. 10-11718.

Mdme. Zedda

Demonstrator of Palmistry,
taken over NORTH-CAT,
ing it ZEDDAVILLE.

Zeddaville

Willow Beach, Port Btanley.

has
renam-

Hours, 10 a.m. to 10 pm.




