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CHAPTER VII.
THE REAL MONSIEUR DUGAS

Our return to the jumper can 
scarcely be described as a retreat 
It was more like some terrified rout 
in which Monsieur Dugas,- panting, 
shaking, and utterly demoralized 
dragged me behind him up the 
uneven surface of the slope. Once 
I stumbled and fell, striking myself 
sharply against a live oak root. But 
my companion’s flight was so rapid 
and determined that I was jerked 
to my feet before even 1 could cry 
out.

On arriving at the jumper Mon­
sieur Dugas tossed me up to the 
seat as carelessly as though I had 
been a sack of meal and, springing 
in himself, began to lay on the 
whip with all the energy of his 
peat-up nervousness. The sleepy 
horse, amazed at this sudden 
attack, first turned his head in an 
inquiring stare, and then, seeing 
that his master was in no mood for 
trifling, set off at a pace of which I 
would never have deemed him 
capable.

Thus we left the hilltop at Marsh 
Island, and as we rattled down the 
shell road past the General’s office. 
Monsieur Dugas ducked his head as 
from a blow. Perhaps he expected 
some final act of violence from the 
single window that looked out upon 
the road. Peihaps he merely 
bowed in cowering deference to the 
power that wad enshrined inside.

Our way lay along the same 
broad highway by which we had 
arrived, and over it the storekeeper 
urged hie bewildered animal ,as 
though the enemy were in hot pur­
suit. To me it seemed a wholly un­
necessary proceeding, for by now we 
were well beyond the trim line of 
white-washed fencing that enclosed 
the General’s yard and, as I had 
assured myself by repeated back­
ward glances, no tell-tale cloud of 
dust marred the level stretch in our 
rear.

However, as it was no business of 
mine, I kept my thoughts to myself, 
and began a careful scrutiny of the 
island that we were so rapjdly 
leaving. Upon my left, separated 
from the road by a second line of 
white-washed fence, ran the long 
field that was evidently the Gener­
al's kitchen garden. Its squares of 
well-grown vegetables were as 
neatly and as evenly cut as those 
upon a checker-board, and along 
the paths were set at regular 
intervals, trim lines of young 
pecan trees. Thg field sloped gently 
toward the distant line of the en­
circling marsh, and at its rear an 
orange grove gleamed like a low 
golden wall in the morning sun­
light.

It was only a glimpse of the Gen­
eral’s vast domain, yet it spoke 
eloquently of the care and orderli­
ness of his methods. Well might his 
eyes gaze beyond the litter of his 
office as they sought out each weed, 
each fallen limb that marred the 
immaculate sweep of his many 
acres.

Upon my right the land fell away 
abruptly in a series of rough hill­
ocks, sparsely grown with grass 
and twisted clumps of casino. 
Deep gullies gashed the downward 
stretch, their ragged sides agleam 
with pebbly crystals, the shrubs 
upon their summits leaning precar­
iously as though to view their roots 
which, thrust through the crum­
bling soil, clutched impotently at 
the empty air.

It was a wild, a tortured view, 
still rent with the vast red wounds 
of that mighty struggle whereby a 
relentless Nature had cast these 
hiils above the level of the marsh. 
Yet, in the little valley below, a 
shallow pond shone softly, like 
some beacon of peace, beneath its 
covering of flags and spider-lilies.

Of cane I had so far seen not 
a single stalk, but Monsieur Dugas 
had explained its absence by telling 
me that the plantation and sugar 
house lay in the rich bottom lands 
upon the other side of the island.

A lump rose in my throat at the 
thought of leaving these wonders 
unvisited, and I strained my eyes 
in their direction until the view was 
cut off by our descending the final 
slope of the hill.

That I had been denied by my 
grandfather, and in no uncertain 
manner, I understood perfectly. 
Yet, at the time, this made but 
little impression upon me. After 
all, I had never been able to look 
upon my journey as anything save 
a pleasant visit, and the thought 
that I was to return to Madame 
Therese even sooner than I had 
expected, was a comforting one. 
True, the island was delightful, but 
the General was not. After the 
stormy interview of a while before 
I was both eager and contented to 
return whence I had come.

All this time Monsieur Dugas had 
been driving in silent frantic haste, 
but now, as we reached the low 
thicket that separated the hillside 
from the barren stretch along the 
bayou bank, he suddenly pulled in 
his horse. The heavy pleasantness, 
the faint air of deference with 
which he had treated me before, 
had slipped from him as a cloak 
and the real Monsieur Dugas was 

"revealed. Once more he was the 
surly poacher of the balcony, even 
as I was the small nobody of the 
rue Bourbon, 

a

“ Well,” he snarled, addressing 
npe with the earnestness that he 
would have employed in speaking 
to one of his own age. " What have 
you to say for yourself ? It was 
clever, what you said, especially 
after that which had gone before. 
You are a boy, I know,* but you 
are no fool. The old woman in­
structed you to say it, I suppose— 
in case of necessity !”

I stared at him in bewilderment 
until he roughly seized my arm.

“ Come,” he repeated. “ It was 
the old woman, was it not ?”

“ What old woman, M’sieu ?” I 
finally managed to Inquire.

The storekeeper snorted im­
patiently. ” Madame Therese.”

I shook my head. ” No, M’sieu, 
that is if you mean what 1 said 
about M’aieu Abraham. M’sieu 
the General was like the picture 
of him in my father’s room. 1 knew 
it when first I entered, but I could 
not get it straight in my mind. 
But how could Madamelherese tell 
me such a thing when she has never 
seen M’sieu the General at all ?”

The storekeeper still eyed me 
savagely, although he could not 
doubt the innocence of my gaze.

“ So,” he growled. " Then you 
are a fool after all. That Is if you 
are not lying.”

I drew up my small figure 
proudly,

“ I do not lie, M’sieu,” I retorted.
Madame Therese or my father 

would not have allowed such a 
thing. It was you who did the 
lying not 1.”

Monsieur Dugas shot me a sus­
picious glance. /

“ Be careful,” he warned. “ You 
mean ?”

“ About my journey,” I replied. 
“ You told M’sieu the General that 
it had cost ^>u more than you could 
afford. That was not so."

The storekeeper seemed rather 
surprised than angry.

” This is a sharp one I have here,” 
he muttered as though to himself. 
And then, in a louder tone. “ You 
mean ?”

“ The money that Madame Therese 
gave you,” l explained impatiently. 
“ She said that you had been repaid 
for your trouble, and I also saw the 
bills. The top rne was torn and 
fastened with a piece of paper. 
I heard M’sieu Gilbeau joking when 
he paid his lodging with it. ‘Re­
move the paper and you will have 
two bills, Madame,’ he said.”

By now Monsieur Dugas was 
plainly annoyed.

“ Dieu, little one,” he exclaimed. 
“ You see everything. Also you do 
not forget. The store now, that 
back room of mine—did you happen 
to notice ?”

He seemed to think better of his 
question and broke off abruptly, 
stroking his sparse beard in troubled 
silence. Evidently he was hatching 
some scheme in the dark confines of 
his crafty brain, for suddenly he 
ceased his stroking to smite his knee 
after the manner of one who has 
arrived at some satisfactory 
decision.

“ Yes, that will be the best way,” 
he muttered. “ One can never tell 
what M’sieu the General will do. 
Should he change his mind it would 
save me a journey. Also it might 
give me some sort of power. Who 
knows ?”

Now,although Ididnot understand 
the meaning of Monsieur Dugas’ 
words, I nevertheless felt in some 
vague way that they applied to my 
future. Children are apt to form 
a quick and often marvelously 
correct estimate of those older folk 
with whom they are thrown in con­
tact, and I had already decided that, 
whenever the storekeeper became 
thoughtful, I had best be on the 
alert. True, I blurted out my ques­
tion with a sad lack of diplomacy, 
but I have always felt that this 
only served to increase the store­
keeper’s fear of my shrewdness of 
observation,

“ You will return with me to the 
city yourself, M’sieu, or am I to 
go alone ?” I inquired.

” That is something I have not 
decided as yet,” began Monsieur 
Dugas.

Then, evidently deciding that it 
would be best to get the matter 
over with at once, he suddenly 
changed his tone.

“ Suppose now you were not to 
return just now ?” he asked in the 
most wheedling voice imaginable. 
“ Suppose you were to pay me a 
little visit ? Would not that be 
nice ?”

•“ No, M’sieu,” I replied flatly. 
“It would not be nice at all. I 
wish to return immediately to 
Madame Therese.”

Monsieur Dugas took another 
tack.

"Consider the horse, the dog,” 
said he insinuatingly. “ Also 
there is all the great prairie for 
you to play upon. It would be fine 
for one brought up in the city. If 
I xwere to write Madame Therese, 
I am sure that she would advise 
your remaining for a while at least. 
Then, too, there is the chance that 
your grandfather will change his 
mind.”

“ But I will not change mine, 
M’sieu,” I cried. “ Madame Therese 
told you that, if M’sieu the General 
did not want me, you were to bring 
me back at once, and you must 
do so. I will not stay.”

The stubborn look that I had 
begun to know so well came into 
Monsieur Dugas’ eyes, and with it 
there was a flash of anger. That 
he recognized the futility of his 
former pose was evident in his 
sudden change of manner.

“ See here, my friend,” said he 
gruffly. “ Through yourself I have 
fallen into trouble and, if It is possi­
ble for you to do so, you are going
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to get me out of It again. When 
this is done, or when 1 find that 
you are no longer of any use to me, 
I will send you to the city. From 
now on I am your master, and you 
will obey me. Do you under­
stand ?"

” You will take me back to 
Madame Therese,” said 1 doggedly, 
” You are not my master, and I 
will not obey you.”

A look or slow cruel rage came 
into the storekeeper’s meager 
features, and he glanced stealthily 
about the deserted thicket before he 
clenched his hand.

” We will see about that,” he 
snarled with an oath, and suddenly 
he struck me full upon the mouth.

It was the first blow that I had 
ever received and, although it was 
a heavy one, I suffered rather from 
the terrified surprise of it than 
from the pain. Never in my life 
had I been struck before. True, 
I had been punished for certain 
misdeeds, but it had always been 
in some quiet dignified manner. A 
feeling of disgrace, of infinite 
humiliation swept over me. The 
blood rushed furiously to the roots 
of my hair, and I raised my hands 
before my burning face as though 
to hide it from the world.

Mistaking the action for one of 
self-protection, Monsieur Dugas 
jerked my hands away, and glared 
down into my eyes, his fist upraised 
for a second blow.

“ Well ?” he threatened. “ Have 
you had enough ? Are you willing 
now to obey me ?”

Perhaps with the second blow I 
would have been afraid, for then 
I must have realized the pain. 
Ai it was I was only conscious 
of my feeling of degradation, and 
the steady defiant manner in which 
I returned the storekeeper’s gaze 
must have disconcerted him no 
little.

“ M’sieu,” said I slowly—and I 
meant it every word—“ if you strike 
me again, I shall kill you. I am 
only a boy and you are a man, 
but I will do it some way. Perhaps 
when you are asleep. I do not 
know-”

Monsieur Dugas lowered his fist, 
and in his small weasel eyes I saw 
something that was almost like 
a glint of fear.

“ Dieu" said he, half to himself, 
and half admiringly. “ I believe 
he means it. Also his eyes are 
quite dry. It is the blood. Perhaps 
if thjat old wolf could see him now 
he might change his tune.”

Then, speaking to me directly, he 
continued, “ Nevertheless, my little 
game cock, you must obey me while 
you are with me. Kill or no kill, 
I will have it so.”

It was the return of the old 
stubborness, and with it there came 
to me a foresight that was, perhaps, 
beyond my years. It was now that 
my life of loneliness stood me in 
good stead, for when a child is with­
out companions he must depend 
upon himself for entertainment, 
and this begets thought. Thus, as 
I paused before replying to the 
storekeeper’s demand, I was enabled 
quite rapidly, and quite clearly, to 
go over the situation.

That I was helpless, and that I 
could scarce expect a second victory 
over Monsieur Dugas I fully realized. 
Also, at present, there was not the 
slightest opportunity for escape. 
If I continued obstinate I would 
probably be watched, and would 
thereby only complicate any plans 
that I might lay later on. On the 
whole it was best for me to submit, 
for a time at least.

" Very well, M’sieu,” said I with 
a sullenness that I was far from 
feeling. “ If you will promise that 
there will be no more blows, I will 
promise “to obey you while I am 
with you.”

Monsieur Dugas' reply showed 
that, in mine, I had sadly under­
estimated his ability.

“ While you are with me, eh ?” 
he mused. “ And you say that you 
never lie. Almost am I afraid to 
believe you. Bien, it is a bargain, 
little one, but you must understand 
that the blows will depend upon the 
obedience.”

And with this grim assurance he 
picked up the reins and drove out 
of the thicket on to the flat sandy 
strip that ran along the edge of the 
bayou.

TO BE CONTINUED

MISS CORNELIA’S OLD 
MAHOGANY

By E. 8. Windsor in Rosary Magazine
It was rather a small table. It 

was oddly shaped, and quaintly 
carved, But it was scratched and 
worn from the usage of years, 
Mrs. Tower looked at it disdain­
fully.

“Dear me, Cornelia, why do you 
keep that shabby old thing in your 
sitting room ?” she asked.

Miss Cornelia Dale flushed. “You 
see, I’ve been reading how people 
are bringing out all their old ma­
hogany lately. So I brought this 
down from the attic. It’s solid 
mahogany. It was my great 
grandmother’s.” Miss Cornelia's 
tone as she said the last sentence 
was faintly proud.

Mrs. Tower shrugged her shoul­
ders. “Well, it certainly looks its 
age. But if you want it around, 
why don’t you have it renovated. 
There’s a place over in Brighton 
where they do that sort of thing. 
I have no patience with the craze 
for old furniture. Give me new 
things.”*

“I like the association of old 
things," returned Miss Cornelia 
timidly.

“ Associations ! Bosh !” Mrs. 
Tower drew her fur collar up

around her neclr. and said, “I 
must go.”

Miss Cornelia watched her walk 
down the street. She turned from 
the window with a sigh. Sarah 
Tower had everything. A good 
husband with plenty of money to 
indulge all her wishes. While she 
—Miss Cornelia paused and glanced 
around the room. Everything In it 
was shabby. The small income left 
her by her parents had not allowed 
for the renewal of furniture.

" But I don’t care what Sarah 
says about that being shabby,” she 
murmured, as her gaze fell on the 
mahogany table, "It’s a beautiful 
shape. I’ve never seen one like It 
any place.”

During the day she thought a 
good deal of what Sarah Tower had 
said about having the table reno­
vated. It would be nice, she 
thought, to have It polished and 
shining as it had been when new. 
But she had no money to spare for 
that. She wished she had.

She could not help imagining how 
beautiful the table would look if 
cleaned and polished. At last she 
decided that she would do without 
the new coat she had been saving 
up to buy. But how could she get 
the table to the renovating place in 
Brighton ?

As though in answer to that ques­
tion, her neighbor Thomas' West 
came in one day to ask her to lend 
his wife a certain crochet pattern 
book, his wife had a cold and could 
not come herself. Miss Cornelia 
asked him into the sitting room 
while she looked for the book.

He noticed the table. Miss Cor­
nelia told him its history. Then she 
mentioned her desire to have it 
renewed, but that she did not know 
how to get it over to Brighton. She 
hadn’t much money—and—

" Laws, Miss Dale. I’ll take it 
over in my truck for you,” offered 
Thomas West good-naturedly. Miss 
Cornelia had done many little acts 
of kindness for his children. He 
was glad now to do her a service. 
“ I’m going over that way 
tomorrow.”

After he had gone she went to the 
drawer of the old-fashioned Look 
case to put in order the things 
which searching for the crochet 
book had disarranged. A packet of 
letters and a photograph attracted 
her attention. She picked them up, 
and gazed at the pictured face, 
that of a man with an attractive, 
frank expression in his dark eyes.

Mark Vinton ! She thought she 
had destroyed his picture long ago ! 
She hurried to the open fire on the 
hearth and thrust the letters and 
photograph into the blaze. She 
sank into a chair and watched them 
shrivel, her thoughts on those past 
years, and the quarrel with Mark, 
the man she had so much loved, and 
had thought to marry. But he had 
taken her hasty and bitterly 
regretted words as final, and had 
left the village. She had never 
heard of him since. Well, his let­
ters and picture were ashes now. 
She would never think of him again.

When Thomas West returned 
from Brighton the next day, he told 
Miss Cornelia that the manager at 
the renovating place had said he 
would give her a good price for the 
table if she would sell it.

“Oh, I wouldn’t sell it,” said 
Miss Cornelia. "It belonged to my 
great grandmother.”

Thomas West was more practical 
than sentimental. " Money is 
money,’.’ he returned dryly. “If you 
change your mind, let me know.”

Miss Cornelia thought that she 
would never change her mind. She 
wanted that table in her sitting 
room. She could hardly wait for it 
to be brought back tft her, looking 
beautiful in its polish.

However, when one morning at 
Church, Father Matthews made a 
strong appeal for help for a West­
ern Mission church which had been 
destroyed by fire, and most of the 
people of the parish were respond­
ing liberally to the priest’s appeal, 
Miss Cornelia began to feel 
that it was sinful for her to indulge 
herself by keeping the mahogany 
table. She could sell it and give 
the money to the poor suffering 
people at the mission.

Then she thought of the much 
needed coat that she was doing 
without to pay for the renovation 
of the table. Her old coat was ter­
ribly shabby. Ought she not sell 
the table and get herself a new 
coat ? After a sleepless night, she 
decided to <611 the table, and give 
the money to the mission. She 
would not keep a cent of it.

When Thomas West went for the 
table on the day when it was to be 
ready she told him her decision. v

He brought her back twenty-five 
dollars. “ But 1 bet you, Miss Cor­
nelia, that they sell it for twice as 
much,” he said. “They want to 
know if you have any more pieces 
of old mahogany. I told them about 
your high boy. They are going to 
tell a dealer in antiques and he will 
come to see it.” Thomas West 
refused Miss Cornelia’s offer to pay 
him for his trouble. “I’m only too 
glad to do anything for you, Miss 
Cornelia.”-

Miss Cornelia gave the twenty- 
five to the mission fund. But she 
thought, "If I sell the high-boy I’ll 
get me a new coat.”

The weeks passed and she heard 
nothing from the dealer in antiques. 
The weather got very cold. Miss 
Cornelia’s coat was so thin and 
shabby that she was ashamed to go 
out in it. At times she regretted 
having given the twenty-five dollars 
to the mission. Then she would 
feel ashamed of herself. But she 
did need a coat so very much. She 
had given up hope of selling the

high boy. Well. It was comforting 
to think how much good the 
twenty-five was doing the poor 
things at the mission.

One dreary afternoon when it was 
snowing and raining at the same 
time and she was in one of her 
periods of regret for the twenty-five 
dollars as she sat before the fire 
listlessly, there was a knock at her 
front d<------ Joor. Who could It be in
such weather ?

She hastened to open the door. A 
man in a mackintosh, his hat drawn 
over his Iface stood without. “I 
heard you had a piece of old 
mahogany for sale,” he said. "I 
am collecting such things, and—”

“Will you come in,” said Miss 
Cornelia, and opened wide the door, 
while motioning him to walk into 
the sitting room. She closed the 
hall door and followed him. He 
had removed his hat. He said :

"I’m pretty wet to come in,” then 
m he glanced at her. he started.

Why. Cornelia, you ! Cornelia !” he 
exclaimed.

Miss Cornelia was suddenly in a 
tremble. The years had changed 
him, but she knew those eyes. 
Mark Vinton ! She tried to speak, 
but her voice seemed gone. She 
could only stare at him.

“ Why, Cornelia, how handsome 
you are. Still your wonderful com­
plexion and luxuriant hair ! While 
I. See how grey I am.”
,, Miss Cornelia found her voice. 
‘I am glad to see you,” she said. 
“Sit down.”

“Yes, when 1 take off this wet 
mackintosh,” he laughed. “Now—”

Miss Cornelia herself could stand 
no longer. She sat down. Her visi­
tor stood before her a moment look­
ing at her. Then he sank on one 
knee beside her.

“Cornelia, I have only lately 
known that you were unmarried, as 
1 am. But 1 had no hope that you 
would-care to see me. Then you 
had left the village. I did not 
know, when I was directed here to 
sec some old mahogany, that it was 
you I would see. Cornelia, can’t 
we begin over again ?”

Miss Cornelia looked at him with 
an expression of sadness in her eyes.

“There is still the one thing 
between us, Mark. I can’t marry 
outside the true Church. But, 
maybe, if I had had more patience 
in the old days, I could have 
brought you into it."

Mark Vinton smiled happily. “I 
have been in the Holy Catholic 
Church for some years, Cornelia. 
Some of the things you had said got 
me to thinking about religion. But 
I might not have come into the 
Church if I had not chanced to 
make the acquaintance of a young 
priest. When I saw the holy life he 
led, and the good he did—well—I 
began to think more seriously—and 
I am trying to be a good Catholic, 
Cornelia. I used to think that you 
ought to love me more than your 
religion, but now I know I was 
wrong. Our Lord and His Church 
must come first. Is there any of 
your old love left for me Cornelia ? ’

Miss Cornelia’s eyes told him that 
all the old love was left for him.

In Mrs. Mark Vinton’s beautiful 
city home, there are two pieces of 
mahogany which she and her hus­
band prize highly : a table of 
unique design, and a high-boy, both 
polished and restored. But for them 
their estrangement might not have 
been ended.

OUR VACATION FOR 
CHRIST

ARCHITECTS
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It would be basely unjust to our 
zealous Catholics to imagine for so 
much as one moment that during 
the summer vacation which is upon 
us they will entirely forget or 
noticeably slacken in the practice of 
their Faith. Indeed, the records of 
seashore resorts prove that abroad, 
on pleasure bent, Catholics are con­
spicuously faithful to those laws 
which oblige in conscience. More 
than one Protestant minister at a 
summer resort has gone out of hie 
way to praise Catholics who remain 
true to their obligation of going to 
Sunday Mass and of observing the 
Friday abstinence. And only the 
priest in the confessional can ade­
quately measure the laudable fidel­
ity of our good people wh</do not 
excuse themselves from living out 
their religion just because they 
happen to be recouping their spent 
forces on a well deserved and neces­
sary vacation.

Just because our Catholic people 
believe there is no vacation in 
matters spiritual, — even when 
away from home in places where 
everything solicits the soul of man 
to pleasure and a general relaxation 
of attitude toward the conventions 
of native town and home commun­
ity,—shrewd and far seeing ghostly 
leaders do not fail to count on our 
people for special forms of the 
apostolate during summer. An un­
compromising stand on Catholic 
moral questions, such as dancing, 
dress, theatres and literature, does 
make an impression on such vaca­
tionists as have grown indifferent 
about an all-round Catholic life. 
The public carrying of Catholic 
books and magazines at summer 
resorts is not only a tried safeguard 
but also a powerful means of 
furthering the work of the Catholic 
press. Many a friend for the cause 
of our Foreign Missions has been 
won by some staunch Catholic who 
remembers that though missionar­
ies do not get vacations their works 
can profit from the sacrifices of 
those who do.

We need not parade our Faith at 
summer resorts. We may not hide 
it for fear or shame. But to say 
the prudent word in favor of the
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NEW ADDRESS

381 Wellington St. Phono 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, Ont»

ART WILKES
BALLOON TIRE HEADQUARTERS

Vulcanizing and Repairs of All Kinds
PHONE 2334

354 Wellington St. London, Ont.

Phone 7944 W Estimates Free

C. L. L1LEY & SONS
BRICKLAYERS and CEMENT 

CONTRACTORS
Jobbing Work Promptly Attended to

340 William Street London, Ont

London Vinegar Works
Manufacturers of

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

Phone 631W 94 King St., London

The Grigg House
LONDON, ONT.

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

Rates $1.60 and Up

ll

35 T\
Mill! HVÊ5

The Best Room 
in the House— 
the Bath Room
Nothing gives the whole family more 
comfort, and. gives a house owner more —'* a fully------- " - ‘ ~Klde than i 

t us estimate 1 . . ped Bath Hoorn. 
ie cost to install new

THE BENNETT & WRIGHT CO.
LIMITED

77-81 King St., London, Ont.

DR. LeRoy V, HILES
SPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS
202 Dundee 6t. Phone 7308

BARRÏBTERS. solicitors

MURPHY, GUNN ft MURPHY
BARRISTERS, 8QUOITOKB. NOTABIBfc

Solicitors for the Roman Catholic 
Episcopal Corporation 

Suite M, Bank of Toronto Chambers
IAJNDON, CANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX 4 MONAHAN 
BARRISTERS,SOLICITORS,NOTARIES,Etc

v T. Louis MonahanGeorge Keough Arthur Kelly
Offices : Continental Life Building 

CORNER BAY AND RICHMOND STREETS 
TORONTO

day, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, *o. 

Room, lie to 122, Federal Building 
TORONTO, CANADA 

Jame. K. Dap, K. Q. Frank J n„„Jo.eph P. Waiah U’

LUNNEYG LANNA a
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARII 

H»rry W. Lmmey, K.O., B.A.. B.C.L 
Alphomra. Lamian, LL. B.

__________________CALGARY, ALBERT

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO 

CANADA
Re». Lakewide LS».^ Cable Addre* "Leedoo 

“ Hillorest 1087 Main 1588

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins 
Barristers, Solicitors, Notailea, Ele 

W. T. J. Lee, B.C.L. J. U. O'Donoghue K O 
Hugh Harkins ^

OffloeeZH-MRConfederation Idle Chamber. 
8. W. Corner queen and Victoria 8te 
 TORONTO. CANADA

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS 

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

Crown Attorney County Treasurer * 
Solicitors For Norfolk County Council 

_______ SIMC'OE, ONT.. CANADA.

DENTAL

MICHAËTTMÜLV1H1U
L. D. S., D. D."S.

86 PEMBROKE STREET W
PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONE 17S

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

Residence—
287 QUEENS AVE.
Offloe and DENTIST

LONDON
Beddome, Brown, Oronyn

and Pocock
INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 0 9 8 W
392 Richmond St. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Haslelt
Sanitary ‘32 Heating Engineer

High Grade Plumbing and Heating
521 Richmond St. London, Ont

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 q 
You Wish to “Say it With" r

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

Casavanl Freres
CHURCH «-imitmi

Organ Builders
•T. HYACINTHE QUEBEC
phone 516 J Res- 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 Repairs. “Service and Satisfaction"

Lightning Battery Service
204 York St. Opp. O. N. R. Freight Sheds
362 Dundas LotldOIl. Ofll.
Phone 8S70

REGO RADIATOR rfEPAIR
“WK KNOW HOW"

Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. a KAISER

Phone 7243 M Nights 1006 J
150 Fullarton St. London, Ont.

We Solicit Your Patronage
Complete Battery and Ignition Service, Up- 
to-dato Vulcanizing Plant. Tires, Accessories, 
Gasoline and Gils, t

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

Phone 4703 Talbot at Queens Ave., London

261 Ridout South Telephone 1772

W. T. Pace & Son
PAINTING

Paper Hanging Decorating
Service and Satisfaction

Cut Stone Contractor#

A.® E. NOBBS
Use STONE In your building

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

F. STEELE
leading Optometrist

London St. Thomas Kltohener

_______________________________ w . '

r /


