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CHAPTER 1V.—ConTINUED

It was a desolate, unlovely place,
even under the softening influence
of the moonlight, 'yet as Monsieur
Dugas drove around to the little
stable in the rear, he heaved a great
sigh of contentment.

“Bien! It is good to be home
again,”’ he observed. ‘‘Now there
will be no more paying for each bit
of food that goee into one’s mouth,
each moment of one’s repose.  They
are robbers, those city-folk. If it
were possible, they would charge
for the very air that one breathes.’’

“Then why did you go to Mardi
Gras, M’sieu ?”’ 1 inquired, stung
b this implied accusation of

adame Therese.

The storekeeper stared at me in
surprise,

‘To Mardi Gras ?”’ he echoed.
“You thought that 1 went to see
the carnival ? Diew, but you are a
strange one.”

He paused to chuckle at the
thought, and then added, ‘‘Believe
me, | am not that kind of a fool.
Each year it is necessary that I
journey to the city to replenigsh the
stock of my store. If I go at this
time, it is only that I may receive
the carnival as lagnappe. You
understand 7"’

I made no reply. That any one
should journey to the city at Mardi
Gras for any other purpose than
that of witnessing the carnival was
beyond my comprehension.

Climbing stifly from the high
seat of the jumper, Monsieur Dugas
lifted me to the ground, afte
which he set about unharnessin
and stabling the horse. Then,
picking up the valises, he led the
way toward the store. A black and
white dog came growling through
the shadows, and a fowl squawked
uneasily from an unseen perch, but
save for these tokens our arrival
was unnoticed. No lamp sprang
suddenly aglow in some dark
window. No voice called to the
master to know if all was well with
him. Through our welcome 1
guessed that which I was presently
to know—that there was no Madame
Dugas.

To the rear of the store a small
single room had- been added, and
going toward it Monsienr Dugas
unlocked the door and entered.

‘A moment,” he cautioned, halt-
ing me upon the threshold. ‘‘It is
crowded in here. You had best
wait until I make a light.”

Accordingly I paused upon the
door-step, and as I did so I quickly
turned my head. For from the
room there came such an odor
that I was well-nigh strangled with
it. It was a stale, a musty odor, of
rancid cheese, of moldy flour, of
ancient salt meat and, above all, of
the flat fumes of strong cheap
liquor. To the storekeeper, how-
ever, it was a familiar atmosphere,
perhaps a pleasant one, for he re-
marked on it as he searched for the
lamp.

“That smells good,”’ he sniffed,
“especially the cheese. I was
afraid that, in my absence, my
inbecile of a clerk would_throw it
away. They like strong things,
these . country-folk, good strong
things that will remind them that
they have received something for
their money.”’

By now the storkeeper had - found
and lighted the lamp, and, peering
inside, I stared in astonishment at
the sight that met my eyes. It was
a small room, even for one
person, yet into it had been
crowded the entire overflow of the
store. Boxes, jugs and barrels
littered the entire floor space, tall
pyramids of gaudy labeled cans had
been built up against the Wﬂ]?ﬂ.
while from the rafters overhead
hung bridles and sets of harness,
lending a final touch of raggedness
to the slovenly aspect of the whole.

In one corner a cot with tattered
mosquito netting marked the
resting-place of Monsieur Dugas,
and save for this there was no other
furniture. At the back an open
fireplace yawned cold and cheerless,
with a row of dirty glas8es upon the
narrow shelf above.

Removing his hat and overcoat,
Monsieur Dugas caught up the lamp
and vanished inside the store, leay-
ing me to choke in the close but
chilly atmosphere of the room.
When he returned 8 moment later,
he was burdened with an armful of
filthy blankets which gave forth a
cloud of dust as he threw them
upon a convenient barrel-top. Then,
hastily clearing a small narrow
space upon the floor by thrusting a
part of the litter beneath his cot, he
spread the blankets lengthwise into
a rude sort of bed, its foot, as
though from habit, pointing toward
the empty fireplace.

*So,” eaid he, rising from his
task with a grunt of satisfaétion.
““There is your couych, my young
friend. Perhapsitisnotafineone,but
itis the best that I can do. Raoul,
my clerk, hasslept often upon it, and
has been none the worst for the ex-
perience. Come, tumble in before
you are cold. It would be a sad
waste to start a fire at such anhour.”’

As though to set me the example
he began undresding with a remark-
able rapidity while I, shivering and
gasping, paused only to slip off
my coat and shoes before creeping
beneath the dingy blankets.

Monsieur Dugas nodded his
approval. \

Indinnapoli

“That is right,” said he. *‘You
will be warmer so0.”” And blowing
out the lamp, he made his way
through the meaze of boxes and
barrels with the same marvelous
accuracy that he had exhibited upon
our drive acrogs the prairie. The cot
squeaked lustily beneath the weight
of his body, and then, almost in-
stantly, there arose the sound of
slow regular breathing that told
me he was asleep.

As for myself, I lay upon my
blankets in sobbing, tortured wake-
fulness, my whole small body
racked with the dreadful pangs of
homesickness. That these pangs
were my first, served only to in-
crease their poignancy, so that my
very soul ached with its longing for
Madame Therese.

Gone was the pleasure of the
morning’s journey, the pleased
anticipation of all that was to come.
I groaned. I writhed. I clutched
the blankets fiercely in my agony
that their rotten fabric gave way
beneath my fingers. It was very
dark and still in the crowded room,
and, to the odors that I had encount-
ered upon the door-step, there was
added the reek of ill-cured leather.

Finally my suffering became so
unbearable that, as in the days of
my loneliness and terror, I rose
suddenly to my knees in the middle
of the b{nnkets. Out went my arms,
and from my lips there issued
forth a trembling, whispered sup-
plication, although now it was
addressed to One far greater than
my adored M’sieu L’Empereur
Napoleon.

“Dear God,”” 1 sobbed again and
again, ‘““take me back to my
Madame Therese. Take me back or
I will die.”’

It wasa simple monotonous appeal,
yet its faith must have been great,
for | have always felt that it went
straight up from the heart of that
desolate prairie into the infinite
Mercy beyond. At all events, as I
knelt there shivering, a soft bright
finger of moonlight slipped sud-
denly through the dark square of
the uncurtained window, and rested
for a moment upon my fd®e like an
answering caress.

Somehow I felt strangely com-
forted, and then, as I rolled back
into my blankets, a sudden sharp
pressure above my heart reminded
me of Madame Therese’s forgotten
present. Quickly I drew it forth,
unwrapping its covering of tissue-
paper until my mother’s picture
lay in my hand. The finger of
moonlight had now slipped to the
floor, where it shimmered a thin
quivering streak of silver, and, low-
ering the picture into its glow, I saw
upon the glass of the frame, a small
round object.

Dear Madame Therese ! I pressed
the gold piece to my lips as surely
she must have pressed it to hers.
Also, before thrusting it hurriedly
into my pocket, I cast a fearful
glance in the direction of the store-
keeper. | was beginning to under-
stand Monsieur Dugas now, and I
blessed the forgetfulness that had
caused him to miss this truly golden
opportunity.

How long I lay there gazing at
the picture I do not know. Once
more I can see the sad beautiful
face in its bath of moonlight. Once
more 1 can feel the drowsy, delicious
sense of protection that crept over
me before my tired eyes closed in
sleep.

And so, through the strange
workings of Providence, in the hour
of my childhood’s greatest neces-
sity, and in the country of her
youth, I was comforted by the
mother whom I had never known.

CHAPTER V.
MARSH ISLAND

I awoke next morning to the sound
of angry voiced and, upon looking
sleepily about me, saw Monsiéur
Dugas and another man engaged in
excited conversation. They stood be-
fore the open fireplace in which a
fire of dry china-tree branches now
crackled merrily, sending up long
tongues of flame against the black
sides of the iron kettle that was
suspended above it. At one side
the ashes had been raked away to
acgcommodate a battered coffee pot,
and Monsieur Dugas, armed with a
large pewter spoon, presided over it
all with an authority born of long
usage.

‘‘Exercise, my dear Raoul, is the
best of tonics,” he was saying be-
tween vigorous jabs at the kettle.
“‘Also you should have been waiting
for me. Had I not left when I did,
I would have been charged with a
night’s stabling.”’

His corapanion muttered an angry
oath. He was a young man, plain
andsimpleof features, and the gaudy
apparel in which he had arrayed
himself for his trip to town had
suffered sadly from the fogs and
dews of the night before. Evident-
ly, in his anger, he had hurried
straight to the store, forgetful of
the comfort of a change to less pre-
tentious clothing.

“Just the same you will pay me
for the demage, Dugas,” he de-
clared stubbornly. ‘“You left word
that I must tend store this morning,
and I had no choice but to walk.
You know how long I have saved
for this suit, these shoes, this hat.
And now look at them.”

Turning to display his plight to
better advantage, he caught sight
of me gitting up upon my huddle of
blgnkets.

‘Why—who—"" he began.

Monsieur Dugas smiled, possibly
with satisfaction, for I have always
felt that he counted upon my discov-
erytoputanend toa very unpleasant
discussion,

‘“Ah, so you have discovered him,

Raoul 7" he interrupted hastily.
“I thought that you would be sur.
prised. Also, after .1 have taken
him to his destination and have told
you who he is, you will be more sur<
prieed than ever. This is all ’}hlt I
can tellwou for the moment.

Thus, having established a cur-
jogity in the mind of hig clerk that
completely overshadow®l the ques-
tion of the ruined garments,
Monsieur Dugas gave a final stir to
the kettle and, lifting it from its
crane, dumped the contents into a
greasy platter.

““Come, breakfast is ready, mon
p'tit,”” he called to me. ‘‘We must
eat quickly and be off, for there are

atill some miles ahead of us.”

Hastily slipping into my shoes
and coat, I took my place at the
barrel-top which served as a table,
and began to gulp down the hot
mush that Monsieur Dugas “had
been preparing. It was coarse and
tasteless, but fortunately there
wag an abundance of it. For,
through the absence of my supper
the night before, | was now raven-
ously Hungry.

After a moment of indecision,
Raoul joined in the meal, eating
with such rapidity, despite his
sullenness, that it was evident that,
in the matter of the mush at least,
he intended getting the better of
his employer. ¢

When the last particle had disap-
peared, Monsieyr Dugas wiped his
mouth upon the back of his hand,
and gathering the dishes into a
heap, dumped them carelessly upon
the hearth.

*“You will now open the store and
tend it until my return, Raoul,” he
ordered. ‘‘Alsd you will set out
some of the goods in here saying
that I have brought them from the
city. Of course there will be an
extra charge for the freshness. You
understand ?”’

Raoul nodded sulkily.

‘‘But this boy, and my clothes—"’
he began,

“Upon my return, Raoul, upon
my return,” said the storekeeper
soothingly, and motioning me to
follow him, led the way outside.

It was not until I had stepped
out into 'the stable-yard that I
realized how early we had arisen.
The mist still hung damp and heavy
above the surrounding prairie and
the morning light was gray and
hazy, distorting the smallest object
into an unnatural sizg. Across the
narrow walk that led around to the
front of the store a pump crowned
with a tin bagin loomed like some
huge, helmeted giant, and Mongieur
Dugas, pausing before it, thrust a
small sticky lump of soap into my
hand.

‘““Make a good job of it mon
p'tit,” he advised. ‘‘Your appear-
ance will count for something, be-
lieve me.”” And with this wise, if
curious suggestion,” he hurried
away to harness his horee.

TO BE CONTINUED

A MOTHER’S LOVE

->——

Situated on the principal street
of the city was the homestead of
comfort and plenty owned by the
Courtenays. To everyone, who
passed by, it seemed a Utopia of
content to be able to live there,
Besides to be a Courtenay meant
that you were looked up to by the
entire populace as a model of
aristocracy. In such surroundings
we find Henry Courtenay, the only
child of the family. To his father’s
disappointment Henry is & real
American young man. - Often
Henry broke the old-established
customs of the Courtenays by min-
gling with those generally con-
sidered his inferiors. Henry, pos-
sessing & cosmopolitan spirit, was
somewhat attached to the poor and
often spent his leisure hours riding
through the slums. It was while
doing 8o that one day-he came upon
a bowery bully molesting a young
girl. Without a moment’s hesita-
tion Henry dismounted and walking
up to the bully, said: ‘* Let her
alone.,”” The bully, hardly glancing
at Henry, replied with a sneer, ** Go
about your business or I'll—!"
This stirred the red manly blood in
Henry beyond control. Seeing
failure in the use of words Henry
turned to physical force. A battle
royal followed, while the girl stood
by in fear, The bully, taken unex-
pectedly, ' for he was under the
impression that his appearance was
enough to scare Henry, was soon
overpowered. Henry saw further
to the girl’s protection by accom-
panying her to her home. He felt
rather interested in all thdt the
girl had to say. She told him she
was Inez Watts and that she worked
in a factory, at which she made
a few dollars a week.

This confession, however, did not

.mgke Henry lose his interest in her,

and before leaving that day he
obtained her permission to see her
again, Time and again Henry
visited the slume. No one knew of
his frequent calls exéept Inez.
Inez, indeed, liked to see him, but
foreseeing the consequences should
his real mission be discovered, she
warned him again and again. She
did not want to see him suffer
on her account, because she would
share his misfortune. Although
Inez sometimes exaggerated what
the possible consequences might be,
nevertheless nothing seemed to dis-
courage [enry.

After a considerable time of
courting, they were married. Their
marriage was secretly performed
because Henry was quite sure his
parents would object to it. Once
married, he no longer feared the
consequences. What ‘mattered it
to him if he had to undergo any

conceivable suffering when he was
sure Inez was his as long as he lived.
With courage he broke the news
to his parents, Mrs. Courtenay
seemed to be disappointed in his
action, but was ready and willing
to forgive. With Mr. Courtenay
matters stood different. He would
listen to no explanation nor plead-
ings, but without a moment’s hesi-
tation, ordered Henry to leave home,
He gave him a choice of leaving his

wife apd etaying at home cor to|
be disinherited and have his wife. |

How could Henry leave Inez ? Such
action seemed to him impossible
and he soon set to work gathering
his belongings. When ready to
leave his father used one more argu-
ment to persuade him to do what
the ‘' Courtgnay” pride would
demand in Fuch a case. Henry
interrupted his father’s speech and
retorted : ** Father, stop this
instant. Inez is made of the same
common clay as any girl whom you
would have me marry. I will go
to the end of the world to keep
her.”” In another moment he was
gone.

After three years we find Henry,
but now ecalling himself Tatum,
living in a small and humble cottage
in the poor section of the city.
Earnestly he worked day after day
as foreman at the Van Leder Print-
ing Shop, trying to make ends meet
and to give Inez and his little son
all that he poseibly could. What a
contrast to his former home where
every conceivable luxury was his ?
Nevertheless, in all his struggles
Henry seemed to feel happier than
he had ever been in his father's
home. In order to keep up with
the ever-increasing cost of com-
modities Henry approached the
president of the firm and asked for
& raise in salary. Mr. Van Leder
premised Henry a raise provided
their firm won the big printing job
which was open for bid. It may
have looked bright for the Van
Leder concern had not the Courtenay
Printing Company, the largest con-
cern of its kind in the city, also bid
for the contract. The Courtenay
Printing Company, of which Henry’s
father was president, anxiously
desired to win the contract in order
to uphold its former prestige
Henry's father, however, was ignor-
ant of his disinherited son’s connec-
tion with the Van Leder firm. Had
he been aware of it, the Van Leder
concern would not have the slightest
hope for the eontract. Henry and
Inez wished to see Van Leder get
it for the simple reason that it
would mean a raise in Henry’s salary
if they did. The Van Leder firm
was just becoming established and
must secure this contract if it was
to gain a footing in the locality.
Keen would hardly express the true
competition between the two firms.

Meanwhile Mrs. Courtenay turned
her attention to charity, Time
after time she visited the slums,
carrying cheer to the poor and
needy. Day after day she pursued
the work greater than-art, namely,
the binding of broken hearts. As
chance would have it, Mrs.
Courtenay, while looking after the
needy, ome day visited the cottage
of the Tatums. There she found
Inez and her little son, who was
not well. Mrs. Courtenay did not
know who Inez was, yet something
drew her to like Inez. After
several such visits, Mrs.-Courtenay
discovered to whom this humble
cottage belonged. Although touched,
her Courtenay pride would not
allow her to disclose her identity.
Hard pressed at times; still Inez
refused her charity, but Mrs.
Courtenay now aware for whom she
was doing it, was doubly anxious
to help. Her frequent visits soon
won the friendship of the little boy,
who generally received some little
gift which his parents could not
provide for him.

One day, wishing to repay Mrs.
Courtenﬂy.\he little lad gave her
a key and childlike insisted that she
keep it. Mrs. Courtenay would
have readily taken it as a keepsake,
but under the impression that the
key was needed, offered it to Inez.
Inez, however, told her that if she
cared she might have it, as it was
just an extra office key belonging to
Henry. Mrs. Courtenay, pleased
with the attitude of Inez, put the
key into her satchel. During the
conversation that followed Inez
showed Mrs. Courtenay & photo-
graph of the office where Henry
worked, even pointing out the desk
occupied by him.

Mrs. Courtenay was really inter-
ested and gathered all the informa-
tion possible, whereas the enthusias-
tic Inez was ready to answer all
questions. She told Mrs. Courtenay
the concern for which Henry worked
and that they were going to have
a bigger income provided a large
printing contract was won by that
firm.

Upon returning home Mrs. Courte-
nay soon set to work trying to per-
suade her husband to Withdraw his
low bid and allow the small firm
to have the contrfict. Her argu-
ment was that the smaller firm
ought to be given an opportunity to
get well started. She never
advanced her real reason for her
interest in the welfare of the Van
Leder concern. Mr. Courtenay, who
had never allowed a possible dollar
to get out of his reaeh, flatly refused
her request.

<The time for awarding the con-
tract was drawing nigh. The day
previous to the formal awarding
Van Leder informed Henry that the
big firm had won the contract. This
was, indeed, a shock to Henry, who
was patiently awaiting this -day
with hopes of having Van Leder’s
promise fulfilled. His hopes shat-
tered, like a ship wrecked at sea

and with the realization that his
ll}tle 80N WaS growing worse staring
him' in the face, Henry decided
that he must get money either
by fair or foul meane. After some
deliberation he planned to g0 At
night to the Van Leder office and
open the safe, the combination of
which was known to him. Driven
to desperation by the failure of the
firm to secure the contract, he firmly
resolved to undertake his plan that
very night.

Henry and Inez were disappointed,
"tis true, but there was someone elge
who felt the little firm’s misfortune.
It was no ope other than Mrs.
Courtenay. er love for her son
had never lessened though he was
no longer at home. Pondering over
the situation Henry was now in,
& plan to help him occurred to her.
This was soon followed by a resolu-
tion to act. She took from an iron
box a number of paper bills and
enclosing them in an envelope wrote
‘“To Mr. Henry Tatum.” Serutin-
izing the envelope she realized that
her writing would reveal to Henry
the sender. She tore up the envel-
ope, and taking up another she
printed in a disguised hand ** To Mr.
Henry Tatum from an old friend
who owes him the enclosed.” Into
this envelope she placed the money
and sealed it,

That night she secretly left her
home on an unknown mission. She
soon arrived at the Van Leder shop,
admitted herself with the key the
boy had given her. With a pistol
in one hand and a flashlight in the
other she found Henry’'s desk.
After placing the money in the
drawer she closed it and prepared
to leave, but lo! footsteps were
heard. Trentbling with the fear of
being caught and horror stricken at
the very idea, she hid.

Henry, leaving Inez, set out from
his cottage on secret business.
Arriving at the Van Leder shop and
seeing no one around, he entered
the same door Mrs. Courtenay had
shortly before entered, leaving the
door unlocked, behind him. Straight
to the safe. Opening it he was
about to take money, when his
mother noticed from her place what
her son was doing fired the pistol
in the air. She had forgotten her-
gelf in that moment, her foremost
thought being to save her son from
disgrace. Henry, seized with fear,
though haying secured no money,
broke away. He was soon out of
the shop and on his way, escaping
through the door he left unlocked.

With her missien performed Mrs.
Courtenay. thoroughly frightened,
hurried out. Just as she-left the
door she fell into the hands of two
policemen who were attracted by
the report of the pistol. They took
her to the police gtation. Imme-
diately she sent word to her
husband. He, totally unaware of
her having left the house that night,
was mystified. He at once set out
to aid her.

Mrs. Courtenay refused to explain
her conduct to her husband. Van
Leder who was also summoned,
arrived at the stagion. Although
he admitted that mo money was
missing still he demanded action.
Mrs. Courtenay begged Van Leder
to have her released. Anxious to
hush the matter up, she told Van
Leder that Mr. Courtenay would
transfer the printing contract to
him, - Van Leder readily agreed and
Mr.Courtenay,although reluctantly,
consented to Mrs. Courtenay’s
terms, but with the understanding
that the reason “for his action be
kept secret.

Once at home Mr. Courtenay
demanded an explanationgfrom his
wife. She dared not tell him the
truth, yet some explanation had to
be given, so she began: ‘' In my
charity work I encountered a poor
boy, who worked for Van Leder. 1
tried to induce him to accept what
[ had for him, but he refused.
I went to the shop to leave soma
money in his desk, which he hgd
pointed out to me some time ago.
While there my pistol went off
accidently and its report attracted
the policemen.” Her final words
were hardly audible due to her sobs.
Courtenay, highly incensed, never-
theless believed her story, but
warned her that she must give up
charity work in the future.

Henry truly repented his cowardly
and degrading attempt at robbery.
His only consolation was the fact
that he had not been caught and
had not brought any disgrace either
upon Inez or his little son.

The next day at work bright
clouds chased away the gloom, when
he found a strange package of
money. He was surprised and de-
lighted, but never suspected the
author of the good deed. His joy
knew no bounds when later in the
day Van Leder informed him that
he was to get his raise in salary,
because the Courtenay company had
surrendered the contract to Van
Leder. It was beyond his compre-
hengion to hear that his father
should give up the contract. He
asked Van Leder the reason for
Courtenay’s action, but Van Leder
refused to answer. Just as Van
Leder and Courtenay never gsus-
pected that Henry unconsciously
was responsible for the Van Leder
concern getting the contract, so
Henry never suspected that it was
his mother’s love that saved him
from ruin and was reeponsible for
Van Leder getting the contract.—
Andrew Klobusicke, in the Michigan
Catholic.

It is not enough to see that God
wishes the good we aim at, but that
He wishes it through our instru-
mentality, in our manner and inour
time ; and we come to discern all
this by true obedience.
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“AUTOMATIC”

SPRINKLER SYSTEM

The Bennett & Wright Co. Ltd.
77-81 King 8t., London, Ont.

London, Ont, |

DR. LEROY V. HILES

BPECIALIST IN ALL

FOOT AILMENTS

202 Dundas St. Phone 7808
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
MURPHY, GUNN & MURPHY
BARRIBTERS, BOLI( ITORS, NOUTARIES

Bolicitors for the Roman Ostholic
Episcopal Oorporation

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

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
BARRIST KI{H.H‘)lJ(,‘l'l‘(Jl’-f’LN(i'l'Al(lEHJCw

A. E. Knox T £
George Keough z‘\}'\l}:)\:lll"l(;:"‘l(lJ;'l“'lhll
OMces : Continental Life Building
POKNEIL BAY AND RIOCHMOND STREETS
TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & WALSH
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, &o,
Rooms 116 to 122, Federal Bullding,
TORONTO, CANADA

Frank J, Hart
T. M. Mungovan

LUNNEY& LANNAN
BARRISTERS, BOLIC JITORS, NOTARIE

Harry W, Lunney, K.0,, B.A., B.O.L.
Alphonsus nan, LL. B,

OALGARY, ALBERTa

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER, SOLICITOR
NOTARY PUBLIC
UNION BANK BUILDING
GUELPH, ONTARIO
UANADA

James E. Day, K. O,
Joseph P, Walsh

Hes. Lakeside l’mb.ﬁ "(Ju;)l; Hd-x:si”boodun»
= > 596 W

2506
* Hillorest 1087 Main 1583

Lee, O'Donoghue & Harkins

Barrlisters, Solloitors, Notarles, Eto,

W.T.J. Lee, BO.L. _J.@. 0'Donoghu
Hugh Harkins .
Offioces 241-242 Confederation Life Chambe:
8. W, Oorner Queen and Victoria Sta, i
TORONTO, CANADA
———————

KELLY, PORTER & KELLY
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS
NOTARIES

W. K. Kelly, K, O, J, Pdrter David E. Kell
Crown Attorney County Treasurer o

Bolicitors For Norfolk County Counefl
SIMOOE, ONT., CANADA.

i DENTAL
MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L.D.S., D.D.S8.

2% PEMBROKE STREET W,
PEMBROKE, ONT.

PHONE 175

Dr.W. S. Westland

oftcs ang =+ 0: 8 D.D. 8.
Residence— DENTIST
287 QUEENS AVE, LONDQN

Beddome, Brown, Cronyn
and Pocock

INSURANCE

Money to Loan Telephone 608 W
392 Richmond 8t. LONDON, CANADA

James R. Hasleti

Sanitary ‘® Heating Engineer

High Grade Plumbing and Heating

521 Richmond 8t. London, Ont.

UPHOLSTERING

Of All Kinds Chesterflelds Made to Order
CHAS. M. QUICK
Richmond 8t. London, Ont.
Opposite 8t. Peter's Parlsh Hall
Where Do You Go When
You Wish to “Say it With" p

The West Floral Co.

249 Dundas St. London, Ont.

Casavant Freres

CH UROH LIMITER
Organ Builders

8T HYACINTHE QUEBRO

phone 516J 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 sfaction”

Lightning Battery Service
294 York 8t. Opp. O. N. R. Freight Sheds

862 Dundas ;23000 London, Onl.
Phone 8570

REGO RADIATOR REPAIR

Hour. In or out of your Car
“WE ENOW HOW"

Radiators, Fenders, Bodies and Lamps
H. G. KAISER
Phone 7249 M Nights 1006J
150 Fullarton 8t. London, Ont.

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

Universal Battery Co.
W. F. Webster and W, A, Hill
Phond 4703

Talbot at Queens Ave., London

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

F.S5IBELE

Leading Optometrist

London 8t. Thomas Kitochener




