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CHAPTER IX.

I MAKE TWO FRIENDS AND CHANGE
MY NAME

It must heve been some hours 
later that 1 was awakened by the 
sound of voices, and a harsh inter
mittent rasping as of a rope drawing 
through blocks of wood. Also 1 was 
conscious of a faint but steady sense 
of motion which told me that the 
lugger was under way.

Whether It was that my hazard
ous escape had been indelibly im
pressed upon my memory, or that 
the- rough enveloping folds of the 
net gave me an instant knowledge 
of my situation I do not know, but 
I had none of that vague uncertainty 
ao common to the newly-awakened 
sleeper. Even before I opened my 
eyes I had picked up the broken 
thread of the day's occurrences. I 
knew that I was upon the lugger, 
that she had sailed, and that I 
was not dependent upon the mercies 
of her crew.

Furthermore I realized that I was 
very sore and weary, that my feet 
were cold, that my head was hot, 
and that there wai> a dull persistent 
ache somewhere in the region of my 
neck and shoulders.

Dragging myself forward at a 
cost of no little pain from my stiff 
body, 1 raised the folds of my 
hiding-place to accommodate my 
head, and peered curiously forth. 
The lugger moved easily along the 
course of a narrow twisting bayou, 
bordered by thick walls of grass, 
beyond which the aun was prepar
ing to set. Already the light had 
turned hard and gray, and the chill 
air of the evening emote me with 
the suddenness of a blow.

The brick-red sail drew snugly to 
the breeze, and the smooth steady 
ripples overside showed that, what
ever the craft might lack in size, 
she could make up for in speed. 
The hatch top which faced me was 
now occupied, but of the one who 
sat upon it I could see only two 
small dangling feet encased in rough 
shoes, and worn canvas leggins.

This much 1 caught at a glance 
before I raised my frightened eyes 
to the figure before me. It was 
a man, and such a man as I had 
never seen. He was small, and 
square, and exceedingly ill-propor
tioned, with short slender legs that 
seemed to have been bent beneath 
the weight of his squat twisted 
body. Hie back was humped, hia 
chest was arched, and his arms, 
long and sinewy, had all of the 
strength and reach that are given 
his kind, possibly as a recompense 
for their affliction.

I gasped with horror as my eyes 
swept hie misshapen figure. Then, 
as they reached his face, 1 stared 
in sudden amazement. For if this 
strange creature was cursed with 
the body of a demon, he was blessed 
with a face like that of an angel. 
It was a beautiful face, a tranquil 
one, pale, thin and exquisitely 
chiseled. The eyes, large and 
brown, had just a touch of sadness 
in their quiet depths. The mouth, 
soft and gentle, was curved in a 
friendly smile. And yet, for all its 
peace and spiritual beauty, the face 
had also about it an air of power— 
of the power that comes with 
knowledge.

Without moving a muscle, with 
scarce a tremor of hie smiling lips, 
the hunchback spoke to me as my 
eyes met hia.

“ So you are ready to come out, 
are you ?” he inquired pleasantly in 
French. “ Well, it is time. For 
several hpurs I have sat here watch
ing you as though you were a coon 
in some hollow tree.”

Seeing that further concealment 
was useless, I slipped clear of the 
nets and, with a stab from each 
aching joint, sat slowly up upon the 
deck.

“ Then you knew that I was there, 
M’sieu ?" I asked in a voice choked 
with pain.

The little man smiled again, this 
time with amusement.

“ From the moment I sighted the 
boat,” he replied. “ It is my busi
ness to see things, mon p’tit. I 
wondered what strange fish we had 
caught in our absence.”

“ Yes, M’sieu,” I murmured for 
want of something better to say.

The little man shook his head.
“ I am not M’sieu,” he contra

dicted. " I am Le Bossu, Jean Le 
Bossu,” he touched his twisted body 
significantly, “ as you can see."

“ Yes, M’sieu, I* mean Jean Le 
Bossu," said I dutifully, like one 
repeating a lesson.

The little man evidenced his ap
proval by dropping lightly from the 
hatch to the deck. Once upon his 
feet I found that he had little the 
better of me in height, his small
ness of stature being accentuated by 
the bent condition of his short thin 
legs.

“ Bien,” said he. “ Now you 
must meet Papa Ton. He can not 
see you for the nets, although he 
can hear you, and he is becoming 
excited. A little more and he will 
leave his tiller, allowing us to run 
aground. Perhaps you should have 
met him first since the boat is his.”

All this time I had been conscious 
of a deep rumbling voice that 
muttered a monotonous, half-co
herent babble of French behind me, 
and now, as I got painfully to my 
feet, and gazed over the pile of 
nets, I came abruptly face to face

with Ita owner. He stood at the 
tiller, swaying slowly from side to 
side despite the steadiness of the 
boat, and the contrast between his 
appearance and that of the small 
fantastic creature 6f the hatch-top 
was so startling that I gaped at him 
wide-eyed and speechless.

He was huge, he was giant-like, 
with round massive arms and legs, 
a broad deep chest, and an enormous 
head, set upon a thick corded neck, 
like that of a bull. His hair, long 
and matted, was of a harsh iron 
gray, as was the coarse neglected 
growth of beard and mustache that 
hid the lower part of hie face. 
The upper. exposed half was tanned 
and weather-beaten, mottled now 
with patches of dull angry red, as 
from some recent carouse.

His eyes beneath their fiercely 
bristling brows were swollen and 
bloodshot, yet in them these was 
naught save a childlike curiosity 
and good humor. Evidently he had 
but partly recovered from his recent 
excesses as his slow steady swaying 
seemed to testify.

At first glance he was terrifying. 
Then, as I caught his kind inquiring 
gaze, I suddenly knew that 1 had 
nothing to fear from him. Indeed,
I felt rather drawn to him as I 
would to some huge friendly animal 
which I would presently pat upon 
the head.

By now the little man had reached 
my side and, taking my hand, he led 
me carefully around the pile of nets 
until we stood pigmy-like before the 
towering figure of the steersman.

" Papa Ton,” said he, “ you are 
growing careless. Here is some
thing which, as you neglected to 
take it from your nets, has finally 
come out of his own accord. A 
strange fish, is it not ? Perhaps you 
can tell me its kind."

The big man gave a tug at his 
tiller, for the lugger was approach
ing a sharp and difficult bend of the 
bayou. The movement was appar
ently an unconscious one, since his 
eyes were still fixed upon me, in 
their slow, bewildered stare, yet 
the boat came about with a smart
ness and an accuracy that would 
have done credit to the most skilful 
of sailors.

" Bossu.” said he in an accusing 
voice, “ I believe you knew that 
that young one was hidden there all 
the time. That is why you have 
been watching from the hatch.”

It was typical of his mental pro
cess that, alive with curiosity though 
he was, he paused for his compan
ion’s reply before beginning to 
question me. Ideas came slowly to 
Papa Ton, and it was his habit to 
deal with them carefully, one at 
a time.

Le Bossu chuckled.
“ Of course I knew it, my friend, 

even before I came aboard,” he 
answered. "If you will remember, 
it was 1 who piled the nets. Could 
I make such a lump as I found upon 
my return, I would become a molder 
of figures."

“ Then why did you not tell me ?” 
Papa Ton persisted. “-Why did you 
not draw the young one forth ?”

Le Bossu seated himself comfort
ably with hie back against the pile 
of nets, and drew me down beside 
him before replying.

" Because,” he explained, “ that 
would have been cruel, my friend. 
Often you wonder at my under
standing of things, yet, as I have 
told you, it would be yours very 
easily if only you used your eyes as 
I do mine. Thus, when first I saw the 
lump from my pirogue, I knew that 
it was made by the body of a child. 
Also, as the nets rose and fell very 
slightly, I knew that the child was 
alive. No boat was tied near, which 
meant that the child had come 
through the marsh. Therefore I 
knew that he was running away."

“ Or else that he was lost,” sup
plemented Papa Ton.

Le Bossu made a gesture of dis
sent.

“ In that case he would have lain 
on top of the nets where he could 
be seen,” he pointed out. " No 
child would choose such a close, 
uncomfortable resting-place unless 
he wished to hide. Also, when I 
came aboard and, peeping in, saw 
that he was asleep, 1 knew that he 
must be yery weary, since one doer 
not willingly close his eyes in time 
of danger.

" So there you have it, my friend. 
A weary child who, while running 
away, has fallen asleep in his hiffing- 
place. What was there to do save 
to let him take his rest, and so have 
him awake with as good a number 
of miles as possible between his 
enemy and himself ?”

Le Bossu paused while I stared at 
him in awed admiration. It was 
wonderful. It was uncanny. Had 
he read my mind he could not have 
more clearly stated my position. 
And yet, arhe explained it, it all 
seemed so simple, that I marveled 
how the big man could have been 
so blind as not to have seen it him- 
•eelf.

Perhaps some might have thought 
that the little man had gained his 
knowledge at the warehouse, and 
was now using it for the purpose 
of his own glorification, but this 
did not occur to me. Had it done 
so I would have rejected it instantly, 
for Le Bossu’s eyes were as honest 
as they were far-seeing.

Papa Ton grunted his approval.
“ I see,” said he. “ You were 

right, Bossu, especially as he was 
seeking our protection." Then, 
turning to me, he added, “ From 
whom were you running, young 
one?”

Evidently his faith in the deduc
tive powers of his companion was 
complete for, having finished with 
the first idea to his satisfaction, he 
now took up the second one at

exactly the point where the little 
man had dropped it.

In the moment that I hesitated 
before replying L rapidly reviewed 
the situation. That the two men 
were friendly was plainly evident, 
Also that one of them at least would 
see through any story that I might 
invent was more evident etill. Per
haps it would be best to tell them 
the truth, leaving out all mention 
of my grandfather. Upon this

Foint I was firmly decided. Already 
had had ample proof of the 

General’s power.
Bracing myself for the coming 

ordeal, I gazed appealingly at my 
questioner.

*' I am running away from M’sieu 
Dugas,” I replied.

The two men exchanged glances, 
and through their expression of 
surprise, 1 learned that the events 
of the warehouse were unknown to 
them.

*' Dugas, eh ?" exclaimed Papa 
Ton. ‘‘Then you are different from 
myself. Rather am 1 ever running 
to him, when 1 am at the bridge."

A hard look came into Le Bossu’s 
gentle eyes. .

“ Nevertheless you are the wise 
one, mon p'tit,” said he in a mean
ing tone. “ And now for your 
trouble, or as much of it as you 
wish to tell. You need have no 
fear. We are your friends, and I, 
for one, will do all in my power to 
keep you from your enemy.

Thus assured I plunged into my 
story, beginning it, for purposes of 
clearness, from the very first. I 
told of Madame Therese, of my 
father's death, of the letter, and of 
my journey in the care of Monsieur 
Dugas to a relative in St. Pierre. 
It was an uncle, I said, an uncle 
Jules whose surname I could not 
remember.

TO BE CONTINUED

THE WAY OF THE 
WORLD

Mr. Casey laughed. He found 
gentle old Mother Mery Frances 
infinitely amusing.

“ That’s all very well, Mother ; 
but I’m not in business for my 
health," he protested. " It will 
coat from thirty-five hundred to 
four thousand dollars to repair the 
damage done by that unfortunate 
fire. Now, you admit that you had 
allowed the insurance to lapse, 
because you had not money to pay 
the premium, so where are you 
going to get fourthousand dollars ? 
I cannot buy bricks and mortar and 
plaster and lumber and pay work
men with prayers.”

Mother Mary Frances looked 
rather pitingly at him, and began 
to explain matters once more, 
almost from the beginning.

“ Of course you must be paid, 
Mr. Casey. You don’t understand. 
I didenot mean that 1 shall not pay 
you, when I said that ; just at pres
ent, I have only five hundred dol
lars in the bank which can be used 
for the purpose. I did not have 
that much until yesterday ; the five 
hundred was an unexpected gift 
from some one who heard of our 
misfortune. You see, there is no 
other Catholic home for old people 
in the whole State. Our dear Lord 
knows that as well as we do.”

She paused for a moment, looking 
smilingly at Mr. Casey :

“ It's very simple ; we have only 
to'trust Him,” she added.

“ That’s edifying and pious, but 
it’s not business ; and I have a 
family to support,” Mr. Casey pro
tested impatiently. “ I can't buy 
material and engage workmen with 
a good chance of not being paid for 
months or even years to come. You 
admitted a few minutes ago that 
it will take you years to pay thirty- 
five hundred dollars, unless you get 
entirely unexpected donations.”

Mother Mary Frances laughed 
softly.

“ If you had known the dear Lord 
as long as I have, and as well, you 
would realize, Mr. Casey, that 
there’s no risk in trusting Him,” 
she insisted.
“You had better find another 

contractor, Mother. I’d like to 
oblige you, but business is business, 
and I can’t afford it.”

Weary but not discouraged, 
Mother Mary Frances and her 
silent, shy little companion trudged 
from Mr. Casey's office to that of 
the only other contractor in the 
town ; and to him, also, she ex
plained the case.

“ The old men’s wing was very 
badly damaged, and they say it 
will cost from three to four thou
sand dollars to repair it. The poor 
old people are lodged temporarily 
in the County Infirmary, but they 
do not feel at home there, and their 
souls are forgotten. I have five 
hundred dollars on hand, and I feel 
certain some good soul will give me 
more .money by the time payments 
to you are due, if you will under
take the work.”

At this point the man interrupted 
Mother to explain that he was un
usually busy, and could not accept 
another contract for some months 
to come ; and by that time winter 
would be at hand, and valuable 
time would have been lost. He had 
many excuses ; he was polite and 
grave, but very positive ; and as she 
left the office Mother Mary Frances 
overheard him and his secretary 
laugh heartily at her expense.

Not far from the entrance of the 
building she and her companion 
paused for a few moments, and it 
was then that, for the first and last 
time during the morning, the little 
Sister spoke.

“ I can’t say that I greatly blame 
Mr. Casey or this other gentleman,”

she said, as demurely as she could, 
with her eyes dancing mischievous
ly.

“ To tell the truth I don’t |»lame 
them at all,” Mother Mary Frances 
admitted, with a merry laugh that 
was good to hear. “ As Mr. Casey 
said, ‘business is business ;’ but— 
ye’ll see who Is right In the end."

After a pause, she added seri
ously :

“ 1 can’t rebuild the wing myself, 
and only last night a man died 
without the Last Sacraments, out 
there at the Infirmary."

She walked slowly toward the 
corner, uncertain what step to take 
next ; but by the time it was 
reached she had made her decision.

“ Sister, I’m afraid that, after 
all, I'll have to go to Mrs. Patter
son for help,” shé said, with evi
dent reluctance. “ She has already 
done so much for us that I am loath 
to ask anything more ; especially as 
she does not seem to value greatly 
our old peoples’ prayers—the only 
return we have in our power."

So, tired as they were, the two 
Sisters walked a mile and a half to 
a new and fashionable residence 
district, and stopping at a showy 
mansion asked to see Mrs. Patter
son.

Now, that morning's mail had 
brought to Mrs. Patterson five beg
ging letters, a grumbling note from 
a dissatisfied tenant, and a curt 
notice that her taxes were overdue 
and must be paid at once ; ao it is 
not strange that .her mood was less 
gracious than usual, and far less 
generots. As soon as she entered 
the room Mother Mary Frances 
knew that they had come at an 
inauspicious time, and she explained 
her errand timidly and apologeti
cally.

“You have been good to us so 
often, Mrs. Patterson, that it seems 
an imposition to appeal to you again; 
but you know about our fire. It 
will coat almost four thousand 
dollars to repair the damage, and 
there was no insurance, and until it 
is rebuilt our dear old men must 
stay-----

An irritable person in seldom 
polite, and Mrs. Patterson felt very 
irritable that morning. Without 
apology, she interrupted Mother 
Mary Francis, to say sharply :

‘‘To be quite frank. Mother, I do 
think it is an imposition tq expect 
more from me for your work. I have 
many demands. There are other 
worthy causes, and already I have 
done most for yours. I cannot do 
any more now, or for some months 
to come. I am sorry ; but this is 
final."

Mother Mary Frances was hu<t 
and humiliated by Mrs. Patterson’s 
tone and manner even more than by 
her words. She said :

"Indeed you have been very good 
to us, Mrs. Patterson ! I would not 
have come again, if our need were 
less pressing. As it is, I forgot that 
no one’s puree is bottomless.”

For a few minutes they chatted of 
other things, but to the end of the 
visit Mrs. Patterson was unbending, 
and Mother Mary Francis tremulous 
and embarrassed ; and on leaving 
her, it was slowly and very wearily 
that the two Sisters made their way 
up the long hill that led to the 
convent.

By the time they reached the gate 
Mother Mary Frances had quite for
gotten Mrs. Patterson and her un
usual bluntness, and was puzzling 
and praying over the problem 
how to rebuild that charred wing 
that faced her as she entered the 
grounds.

“You must rest for half an hour, 
Sister ; it was a tiresome trip,” she 
said to her companion.

But no rest was possible for her, 
old though she was, and the wearier 
of the two. The day’s mail must be 
opened.

To her desk she went at once, to 
find awaiting her there a mission 
magazine, an advertisement, two or 
three bills, and two letters. It was 
one of the letters that she opened 
first as it chanced to lay nearest to 
her hand. Noticing instantly that 
it was postmarked New York, she 
glanced at the signature : Minnie D. 
O’Shaughnessv. She had relatives 
in New York, but none of that name. 
Then suddenly, she saw that a 
check was enclosed, and could not 
resist the tempation to glance at it 
before she read the letter.

Mother Mary Frances stared in
credulously at the figures, held the 
slip of paper nearer the light, and 
examined them again, before her 
heart gave a bound of joy. It was 
for five thousand dollars.

"I knew it!” she whispered exult
antly. “Mr. Casey will have to 
admit that I know our dear Lord 
better than he does.”

The letter ran as follows (Mother 
Mary Frances knew it by heart 
before another day had passed :) 
“Dear Mother Superior :

"In this morning’s paper I saw a 
short notice of the destruction of a 
wing of your hospital—a loss not 
covered by insurance ; and I am 
enclosing a check to repair, or help 
repair the damage. As a thank- 
offering for a great kindness done to 
me long ago, I make an offering to 
a Catholic institution at the Easter 
season each year, and this time my 
gift goes to you.

“Perhaps the story will interest 
you—or do I think so only because 
it is of supreme interest to me ? 
At any rate I will tell it.

"Many years ago, when I was a 
poor working girl living from hand 
to mouth on very small pay, I 
received news that my father was 
dying hundreds of miles away. I 
had not five dollars ahead, and was 
broken-hearted at being unable to 
go to him—the more so, because he 
had been out of the Church for
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When Your Income Stops

THE sole capital of the 
average salaried man is 

himself. and his earnings are 
his only income. If he stops, 
his income stops.

Think I If you have no other 
capital than yourself, who will 
pay an income to your family 
if you stop doing so?

The Mutual Life was orga
nize* for just such men as you. 
Let our nearest Agent show 
you how to insure a certain 
income to your family should 
your own strength fail them. 

Write us today for 
"The Mutual Book”

1* MUTUAL LIFE
of Canada

WATERLOO. ONTARIO
Jk 852 >j

ON HANDS
Itched and Burned. 

Cuticura Healed.
“ Eczema broke out on my hands 

in a rash of red pimples. It itched 
and burned causing me to scratch. 
I could not put rny hands in water, 
and I could net do my work very 
well. The trouble lasted about two 
months. I read an advertisement 
for Cuticura Soap and Ointment 
and sent for a free sample. After 
using it I got relief so purchased 
more, which completely healed me.’ 
(Signed),Miss Sarah Shulman, 255 
Manning Ave., Toronto, Ontario.* 

Cuticura Soap, Ointment and 
Talcum promote and maintain skin 
purity, skin comfort and skin 
health. The Soap to cleanse, the 
Ointment to heal and the Talcum 
to powder.
Sample Bach Free by Mall. Address Canadian 
Depot: MCuticura, P. 0. Box 161b, Montreal." 
Price^Soap25c. Ointment 25and 10c. Talcum25c.
Ü9BF"’ Try our new Shaving Stick.

Pretty as a Picture!
All my friends have complim
ented me on my hats and clothes 
since I have been wearing 
"Hallam's" garments. Yet I 
spend much less money than I 
used to, as Hallam prices are

You should write today for

Fashion 
Book

now ready, illustrating the newest

Sopular modes from Paris, London, 
few York and Toronto in

FlirS from Trapper to Wearer 
Fur Coats Scarfs Chokers 
Dresses Millinery Shoes

Cloth Coats KŒ
This Book is FREE.

Address as below.
Hiliam Mall Order Corporation Limited 
252 Hallam Bldg., TORONTO

Summer Sports 
Bring Sore Muscles

golf, tennis, gardening and a dozen 
out-of-door activities attract us so 
strongly that often the sequel is strained 
or overworked muscles—sore and stiff.

Avoid the unpleasant after-effects by 
briskly rubbing in a few drops of

Absorb me J-
THEAjimtPTlfU^ r. e NT

which will cool and refresh the 
tired muscles and prevent 
stiffness.

For all cuts and bruises too, 
Absorbine Jr. Is very valuable 
because it is a powerful germi
cide and antiseptic, killing 
germs, preventing infection and 
promoting healthy healing.

$1.25 a bottle at most druggists 
or sent postpaid by

W. F. Young Inc. 162«5
Lyman Building

WILSONS

Kill them all, and the 
germs too. 10c a packet 
at Druggists, Grocers 

and General Stores.

ARCHITECTS
Randolph 7187 Kenwood 1880

J. M COWAN
Architect

( Registered )
Ohurohea, School» Wt Bay Street
College» * Specialty TORONTO

WATT * BLACKWELL
Member. Ontario Aeeootatlon , 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor. Hank ot Toronto Chamber. 

LONDON ONT.

W. G. MURRAY 
ARCHITECT

Churchèe and Schools a Specialty
Dominion Havings Building 

TELEPHONE 16S7-W London, Ont.

JOHN M. MOORE & CO.
ARCHITECTS

489 RICHMOND STKKKT 
LONDON, ONT.

Member. Ontario Aiwoelstion ot Arohlteote
J. C. Pennington John R. Roy dr

Architects and Engineers
John W. Leighton

. Associate
BARTLET BLDG. WINDSOR, ONT.

London Diocosan Architecte
Spécialiste in EoclesiastlcA and 

Educational Buildings

BROWN OPTICAL CO.
Phyalcal Eye Speciallete 

228 Dundaa St. London
PHON E 1877

Branches : Hamilton, Montreal and Windsor

London Optical Co.
Eyesight Specialists 

A. M. DAMBRA, Optometrist 
PHONE 6180 

Dominion Havings Building
Richmond St. London, Ont.

Wright Teale Co.
Plumbing and Heating

Jobbing a Specialty

MounduV London, Ont.

THE DARRAGH STUDIO
SPECIALISTS IN PORTRAITURE 

214 Dundaa St. Phone 444
Photographer to the Particular

Geo. Wlalerbollom & Son
Sheet Metal Workers

Agonta Pease Furnaces
Phone 5889 W

519 Richmond St. London, Ont.

“PERFECT” Bieyeles
The Bicycle of Quality

3 STORES
Main —665 Dundaa St. Phone 3426W 

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

HEXTER TAXI
( Formerly Marley - Hexter )

Phonp 2859 Day and Night Service ruvuc 609? 5 and 7 Passenger Sedans

483 Richmond SI., London, Ont.

PRICE & HAWKE
Auto Electric Service

Presto-0-Lite Battery Service Station
NEW ADDRESS

381 Wellingrton St. Phone 8500 
London, Ont.

J. A. BARNARD
Sole Agent for Harley-Davidson

Motorcycles, Massey Bicycles
Accessories and General Repairs

PHONE 2 9 9 4 M 
338 Talbot St. London, Onte

ART WILKES
BALLOON TIBE HEADQUARTERS

Vulcanizing and Repaire of All Kinds
PHONE 2334

354 Wellingrton 8t. 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

Pore Cider Vinegar, Cider, Elc.
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. MAGPIE
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 ol All Kinds
Elevators, Dumb Waiters* Laundry Machinery 
our specialty. Prompt Service Our Motto

The Tecumseh Hotel
LONDON, CANADA

On Main Highway Detroit to Buffalo
Catering to tho Tourist. Information 

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

F(£au|[airti 
■TMinboltis

(Church Painting ui
ÜeroFatiiuL

+mj fumetms cm rmymeJt-

ttOBKDT ABCAUSIAXD LIMITED
141-143 SPAOTXA AVI. TORONTO

DR. LeRoy V. BILES
SPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dundaa 8t. Phone 7808

barristers, solicitors

MURPHY, GUNN 4 MURPHY
BAHKISTKKS, BOLIU1TUHS. NUT AH IKS

8oWolt£rH, for the Homan Uethollc 
Kplsoopal Corporation

Suit* 68, Bank of Toronto Chambers
U)ND0N, CANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN 
BAKKI8TEnS.80UOITOHB.NOTAKie8.8te

Oeonre K cough Ârtfur Kd?™*1*0
Office. : Continental Life Building 

CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 
TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS. *0. 

Room. 116 to 1IK, Federal HnUdlng, 
TORONTO, CANADA

Day K. O. Frank J. HartJoseph P, WaU___________ T. M, Mnngovan

LUNNEYG LAN NAN
BARRISTERS, SOUCITOHS, NOTARIES 

Harry W.Lunnev. K.C., B.A., B.O.L. 
Alphoneoe Launan, LU B.

___ CALGARY, ALBERT

JOHN H. MoELDERRY"
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
UUBLPH, ONTARIO 

CANADA
Km. Lakeside 13U6. Cable Addi 

2596W
Hillcreat 1097 Main 1588 /

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins
Barrister», Solloltora, Notaries, Eto.

w. T. J. Lee. B.C.Uh £Q. O'Doooghn., K.C.

0%^.,l)ZL.r°^^^Sha1srr-
__________ TORONTO, CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

NOTARIES
W|£,5eU/;,K- Cl Porter David K. Kelly 

Crown Attorney County Treasurer 
Solicitors For Norfolk County Council

SIMCOE. ONT,, CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. 8.

25 PEMBROKE STREET W.
PEMBROKE, ONT.

 PHONE 171

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

Residence—
287 QUEENS AVE.

Office and DENT|ST

LONDON
Beddome, Brown, Cronyn

and Pocock
INSURANCE

Money to Loan
39 2 Richmond 8t.

Telephone 698 W
LONDON,CANADA

James R. Haslet!
Sanitary & Heating Engineer

High Grade Plumbing and Heating
621 Richmond 8t. London, Out

UPHOLSTERING
Of All Kinds Chesterfields Made to Order

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

Opposite St. Peter s Parish Hall

Where Do You Go When «m 
You Wish to “Say it With"

The West Floral Co.
2*9 Dundee St. London, Ont.

Casavant Freres
CHURCH '-mnuu

Organ Builders
■T. HYACINTHE QUEBBO
phono 616 J Res. Phono 3874 W

W. W. SCOTT
Successor to John Campbell & Son 

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

EXPERT MECHANICS - All Cars
Painting, Triipming. Wood Working, Carriage 
and Auto Repairs. “Service and Satisfaction"

Lightning Battery Service
294 York St. ■ Opr. O. N. R. Freight Sheds
362 Dunda, LODdOB, On!.
Plume 8270 Xonr Battory Recharged In 1ii vue, u w i v Hour In or out of your Oar

REGO RADIATOR REPAIR
"WK KNOW HOW"

Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. G. KAISER

Phone 7249M Nights 1006 J
150 Fullarton 8t. 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 

Phone 4703 Talbot at Queens Ave., London

261 Rldout South Telephone 1772

W. T. Pace & Son
PAINTING

Paper Hanging Decorating
Service and Satisfaction

Cut Stone Contractors
A.® E. NOBBS

Use STONE In your building
O. P. R. Tracks and William St., London, Ont.

PHONE 1441

F. STEELE
leading Optomelrist

London St. Thomae Kitchener

/


