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) YEILOW-

.By- JACK HENDERSON

{
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' more speed would have been . all he

' gat down somewhere in the grandstand

- for nobody quite knew why M. Robin-

” they didn't -have the welght to make
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!i"uu call a boy

Yollow"’ n.‘[: ‘achool, for a-nick-

, there 15 generally a prelty

good reasan fﬂr it. Yellow Sanderson,
:hutﬂlannmte]ﬂnaahuut.ﬂwm
"plaimed he got: the name because he

maﬂ!lnwf.l?thaﬂrnt&usrhecmw

1o - ﬁighllnd Academy. )
Little things of that 'kind qtt-en stick
t0 & boy—or a teacher. ‘We hava one
teacher called *“Bags” . because, tWEnty‘
years ago, he had a peir of knicker-
~ Fockers of SBéotch tweed. We have an-
other called “Growler” because he growls
'at you in class. Of course, we don’t cal}
them these names to thelr faces, any
more than we call Doctor Driggs by his
first name, which is John, But all the
' fellows - have nicknames; lke “Slespy”
and “Dutch” and “Red.” ‘There s one
boy .-called “Bug,” and he hates and
lpathes ft—but' not so much as “Yellow"
hated his name even rwhl.in he wn.u earn-
.'IIIE it ! J'_.—l-r-
Sometimes I think. it is cruel to mark
A 'boy by a name t.h.nt he really. doesn't
deserve. It is less work to call a boy
Jack or Tom or Harry than to go tw
work and invent some unpleasant name
like, Hippo or Monkeyface for him. But
you can't doubt, at times, that some of
these school nicknames are deserved.
Yellow was a big, tall, rather delicate
.and sensitive boy. They tried him aw
guard on the football team, and he made
& good deal of a mess of it. I played o
Hle-myeelf, and-had-a-ehance-to-watch-
him, and you couldn’t say exactly thas
he quit on any play, but he never seemed
to charge as hard as he could. He often
missed tackles, too, when just 'a little

needed. They did not glve Yellow his
latt.er although he started the last game

Ju&h aghout ten minutes after tﬁe game
started, our coach, Mr. Robinson, sent

" Jackson to take Yellow's place. Yellow |-

came out slowly, and put a blanket
around his shoulders, and then sat dowm.

“you might as well get dressed,” sald
Mr. Robinson to him.

Yellow turpned red In the face when
he heard that, and got up slowly and
went into the gym, where we dressed.
Then he came out_after a while, and

and watched the game. Nobody sald
mgthm.gtuhhnahnutit,qtmmu

son had taken him cut. He might have
been feeling sick that day and unable
to do himself justice; or he m:lght have
mixed up the signals a few ‘times.
Anyway, we won the game, and . no-
hody seemed much Interested in trying
10 'analyze it. Only losing games are
ever remembered In great detail We
won just because we had a little more
welght and beef than Media and were
able to score on them twice.  They
didn't  score at all. All their passes
were well covered by our backs, . and

an fmpression_on our line. .

Next Yellow went out for basketball.
He was tall enough. for-a. .centre, but
he mulﬂn‘bseemtugett&mhmnfthc
game yery well I have always sald
that basketball is a harder and more
punishing game than foothall; it zeems
to me I.aom always knocked around
harder in Wasketball than im anything
else. Yellow seemed-to slow. up, during

. doesn't look pretty if you write it down.

'—L".'!IE "WAS Jj]u:,

- cnurtnualy and slowly that he was no
' _ “He was dropped from the squad |

Fthis, although- it -wasn't quite accurate.

—prﬂﬂﬂﬂ..—.-{me— E‘ﬂﬂﬂ_ﬂﬂkﬂ. in_the stmmuﬂr ~head-by-aninch. So hard was the blow

by ruﬂianﬂ. The lltt-le kids would ﬂwlng
ratmchuthﬂutewindmmﬁ st slowly
and glumslly that they  couldn't do any
| damage. at all After a wh!ll;. Mr,
“FThomas boxed with a bigger - fellow,
Lester (Peters, who knew something. about
it. This was worth watching, although
nfmumetheywemmlrsparrﬁm-—
their - hands were half open, BO they
{:nu]dn*l'. hurt each other. -

. “Then, n;l’te:r evemtnd! was excused
except' Yellow, and Lester, and . & blg
fellow named Jackson who had prp#ed
too slow YTor basketball, Mr. Thomas
suggested that Yellow and Jaocksor might
box a couple of rounds. At this point
‘we all grew veny much interested. - We
made a few remarks while Yellow-was
tying his left glove on, and. when Mr.
Thomas iled his right one we waxed
very merry about his -chances. Mc.
Thomas looked up and told us to save
our wit for some other occasion where
At Wnuld be more appreclated.

We could see as Yellow came out nn
the floor, that he was very much excited.
He always -liked the swrroundings of
athletics, if you nkow, what I mean—
the smell of soiled clothes "and chlorp-
form liniment in the dressing room, the
shine of the Electrlc lights in the gym,
the hush that corhes over a crowd before
a game, -the sound of the cheers.- These
were things that appea.led to him. He
wanted to be an athlete, I belleve, more
than any other boy in school. And 8s
-he-came-out-now,—for this friendly. hox-
ng bout, I could see that he wah "all
wrought up about it." No sooner had he
started to box with Jackson than ~we
were all astonished to see hiow good he
was. We had been reading an old. book
on ! “Fistiana,” and we pretended this
was a real fight, and not a friendly spar-
ring match Tor fun and exerclse. -

“He 1s going amund Jackson like a
cooper round a barrel,” exclaimed Stan
Blodget. =

s=hades of Tom Crib."” sald Bill King,
“Yellow has ‘reach'ed_ his bread-basket.”

“He has tapped his ruby!”
‘Bill and Stan lsughed when I sald

We saw Yellow plant his -left glove
squarely on Jackson’s nose, but there
was no bloodshed. Jackson just shook
his ‘head and grinned. A second later,
Yellow reached the polnt of his jaw
‘with a hard-looking uppercut. Jackson
stood like & Tock, but his grin was be-
glnnlng to fade.

wCounter,” sald Mr. Thomas.

Yellow looked by this time as if hr.-
were a born boxer. He was flickering
his left glove Into Jackson’'s face, and
thifh ahnntlng his right into Jackson's
nose or 'chin, sometimes varying this
attack with a body blow. Al the whHr:
he was walking —around Jackson, and
forcing Jackson to pivot in order to
face him.

It was amazing to see the despised
Yellow in this new and tremrendous role.
“Shoot over the hay-maker,” cried
Stan. "Ht.nml'- back and let him fall”
andded BIIL

“Clinch, Jackson," was my :El-l:l“-"’.[ﬁe “It
is the only way you can last out the
round." '
Jackson's face wis now quite red, and
he was puffing haré.  Fully two minutes
had gone by, and he had not struck 4
blow. At last we saw him draw back
his arm, and then launch a hard,
feroclous swing that missed Yellow's

_WAS ﬂnuughtnmake ‘him: play 5o

prqtt:r soon: and maybe he overheard
some talk about his, lack of courage.
"We had a short name for courage, which

80 Yellow began o flock. by himself
a good. deal. He was not interested in
writing for the Highland Monthly, or
in dramatics, or in debating. He seem-
ed to havé a curfous Interest in sports.
a cat trylng to drink hot
milk, if you.know what I mean. * The
cat will stick his nose into the milk,
and. yow], and jump, and them gcomec
back and try it all over again. Yellow
was sandless, but he wanted to be an
athlete. It didn't surprise me when he
jolned a boxing class .started by Mr.
Thomas for all boys not on the basket-
ball, hockey or track squad.
voralt—till- that big sandless pup E'L_

g3 """'1
ity

" want to,”' I sald.

" 4t 'Wait till somebody soaks him on the

a tap on the snoot,” sald my mmmnte
 Btan Blodget.

“He doesn't have to box.\f he dnean'i.
“The class is. 'umlun-
mil

“wWell, he'd hel;ter k&cp 'a mile out of

S0lar plexua-——
"'Wlmt"s that?"
wThe soft spot where you a'et your.

| his serve and overhead shots were

1 the trial matches. He would fade In

that Jackson toppled forward and almost
fell down. That, as we knew, was the
opportunity for Yellow to dash in with
'a dangerous punch.

“But he did nothing of th kjnd Hls
whole expression seemed to change. He
even retreated, while. Jackson regalned
his balance. And then. Yellow seemed
to want to box at long range. His arms
were up, but he seemed.to Dbe mercly
tapping; In fact he seemed to be chieﬂ:-.r
anxious to dodge .Jacksdii's next blow.
And Jackson realized what had-happen-
ed. He had missed his only punch, but
he had frightened Yellow so badly with
it t.- "!n!'el]nw ‘didn’t w:-mt. to box any
Ja.uksc:—n wns, as I have sa.h;l as s‘luw
as mud. But he shuffled forward now,
and hit Yellow squarely on the nose.
The blow was too high, but Yellow shut
his eyes and ducked right into it. Be-
fore he could’ strnightcn ‘up again Jackson

.| notlce arid didn't assoclate with, that

| ghost; you could almost see threugh

'Ii"l"i"'l"ll ﬁ*iﬂ%

“ |+ ¢ We were all tired that night,

e -

supposp to face a wild pltcher.. Yellow
.Admired the'baseball players—the easy,
‘| fearless way th::ﬂ'eut about. their-worl.
But he dldn’t out for the team.

If there was bne fellow we didn't

fellow was Yellow. He was just- like a
him; and it didn't make any dlfference
whether he was in the nrnwd gt not.

Then Prize Day came- arcund, and
we._all got_our_ diplomas, including ¥el-
low. Every fellow Is cheered when he
goes . up on the platform to- get his
dlﬁlhm but the cheers for Yellow wers

feeble that a mosquito would hardly
ham heard them. _That 'E"I"ED]IIE, -after
‘a blg supper and a lot of singing and
_speechmaking, we were supposed to pack
our trunks ‘and be ready for an early
start in the moming.

I don't know to this day, and nu‘h-uﬂ.‘r
knows, how :the fire started. They say

and was spreading all’ th:pugh the wall
before the night watchman dlscovered
it. "We sleep in one long building al
Hjghland, a big dormitory for all classes.
/The anhnnlrﬂmnﬂ are in another bulld-
ing, and the "dorm is zomething like an
grmy barracks, if you know what I mean.
Themarehigmm[urthekidﬂ,ﬂnd
small ones adjoining them for
masters, and only the first class has
individual begfrooms on the top floor. At
one end of the topfiloor 15 & set of rooms’
used for an .inflrmary, with & special
staircase of its own.

and
when the siren hooted, and people began.
to run and shout in the corridors,- it
was some time before most of us were
awake. The EIII..H.]],EEI'- boys, belng on the
two lower floors, m:n: all taken out gafely
by the masters, :Eljr thii time the Emoke
was thick in uur ropms on the upper
floors, and the flames were swinging
around fercely in places. . Most .of -us
came down by the fire escapes, which
was a very easy thing to do. Buf Yellow
hadn't been aslesp ,at all—I think he

what a failure he had been. The last
night of school is often a bitter one for
a fellow who has not made good. Maybe
Yellow was wishing then that some big
chance would comé for him to show
courage after all

Yellow was certalnly” according to all
accounts, the first fellow out of bed
on our foor. Just one look down the
staircase, and out of the window, told
him--ali -he needed to know. He ran
down the corridor, pounding at all the
doors and yelling “Fire.” Then he walk-
ed down the stairs, which he could very
easlly do, as they were not yet In a
blaze,

After a while, we were all on the
grounds at a safe distance Irom the
bullding. . All of the teachers were herd-
ing us there, and keeping us from trying’
to dash In and save things. It was a
fine, warm, cloudy night, and I will
never forget the picture that.the old
“parrack” made as it became & tower
of fire from basement to roof. When
one end of the roof fell in, and we henrﬂ
the whole top floor go crashing down
into the basement at that end of ths
bullding, we could hardly keep from
cheering. Everybody, safe, everybody
looking at the finest spectacle he had
ever seen—well, that is the kind of fire
you can-—enjoy.

I doubt 1if even- Doctor Driges, the
Lead master, minded the fire very muih
because the bullding was fully Insured
and the school was intending to replace
anyway. dJust as soon as the “roll
was called by classes, and it ‘was known,
that every .-boy was ~ accounted for,
Dr. Driggs seemed to become perfectly
qulet. The fire crept along from the
wrecked south end of the bullding to-
ward the north end, where the infirmary
was., The- local firemen were squirting
on it, now,,K but they had no possible-

principally busy wetting down the rools
of the other buildings for fear of sparks.
" We were watching the fire creep along.
First there would be a swirl of ‘smoke
at & window, then the smoke would just
pour out of it, and then tongues of fire
would follow. It was a most gorgeous
sight. Only the north end of the build-
ing wiis - standing, and the firemen had
come down off its roof, when there sud-
denly appeared a small, white-clad figure
in the centre of the last window on
the top floor.

Al this time, the boys hm:l beenn kept
together in classes, and as s00M 45 the
figure was seen the tenchers began to
call the roll again. Through the Toar
of the flames, you could hear the. boys
answerlng “Here!” to thelr names.

* Suddenly there came a volce: “That's
my brother, Joe.”

It was Jackson—slow, dull-witted Jack-
son—who suddenly remembered that his
little brother had been invited .tg spend
the nlght at school and had been put

Stan Blodgef had mentloned—the solar
plexus. :
That was ennu.gh mr 'ﬁi'ellﬂw. He
bent--double - grinding both gloves into
his .own face, He looked as if he werg
praying Jackson mot to hit him! again.

Mr. Thomas called “time.” j

We were all so surprised that we lefi
the gallery quietly, and we dldn't have
much to say’ebout it afterwardd In our
room.  But it was the end of ‘i’elluws
career s -a—hoxer.,
He played t.m::ls . the aprl;m* l
1
good. But he didn't make the team,
although we hadn't any good material
for it. 'Three fellows out of the, .third
class, and one kid from the fourth, were
the best we could muster. But each
and every one of them beat Yellow In

mmmmmmm:mm Heo
used to stand sometimes and watch
mwmmﬂm:mm

"-ﬂ ‘111.4-.-. .r. _l'

nnhluhm—hul-nlllmmthmt

into an Inflrmary room. It seemed in=
‘credible  that Jackon had forgotten all
about it until that moment. But he
.was the kind that never remembers any-
thing until the last moment, and often
not then!

Flames were rtolling out of the win-
dows except the last two or three, in
wh!c‘h the smoke was beginning to awirl.
Little Joe Jackson, ;only ten years old,
stood In the last window. We all saw
him. r;:lnmherh‘lg out-on the window slili.
“Dan’t jumn_i" called a stentorian
voice—I - think ‘it was Doctor Driggs.
Plve or six firemen rushed forward
with a ladder and tried to put it againat
the redhot slde of the huild g. The
flames beat them back, hers ran
| around to the rear, hoping that it would
b p-n.s.umlt to climb that way.. It was

ing would :_:nu:pu, liks the other end,
In a few minutes more.

Mr. Robinson, the football coach, ran
nl'nrw:.rd and held out his arms, calling'
for the. boys .nearest him to bring »

It takes gpore sand than a.lot nf:peup‘la

~it began in the boller room, somehow, |.

the |~

was -lying— awake—and--realising—bitterly | -

chiance of saving any of it and wer:2|

ident that the north end of the bulld- |

net. if little Joe- jumped. It was t:Ertalh
‘that in a few moments, with the hot
flames behind him, he would either Junip
or fall off .the sill. Buhhummth
fourth floor; it ‘would mot be possible
to break such a long fall. There Was
no hook-and-ladder, no way in: which
Joe could, be reached fram th& Butside.
' All this took place much faster than
I can describe it. The fire had changed
from & spectacle that we were all enjoy-
Ing into a catastrophe that’fairly El:ﬂp—
ped our hearts from beating.

Suddenly, even .through ,_the dénse
smoke, we all saw & blurred figure run
straight to the bullding and in through
the door of the Infirmary staircase, We
all thought it might be Jacksom, but
it was not. Jackson had gone around
to the other slde, where the flames and
smoke were even worse. “Stay where
you are, boy,” called Doctor Driggs.

‘“Help 1s mﬂ:ntng.“ called © somebody
else, '

“We'lll have you down in a mlnute“
shouted a third.

“Little  Joe .:I'at.ksun'n face was only

dimly seen through the smoke that now
poured out ¢f the window on the sill
of which, K he was clinging, leaning far
nutasi’f-hewanmn.kina'hlﬂmindup
to dive.
We, could not belleve that any llﬂng
creature could climb those flery stalms.
No firemen, I think, could have done
it; the only chance, was for somebody
who knew every corner, every twist and
turn. :After a long time had elapsed,
.during which we were sure that the
rescuer had 't:r!fhped and fallen and died
an the stairs, we saw two faces at the
window. "And the second face was—
Yellow!

The flames were clogse behind them
now, and we. knew that Yellow -could
not retreat with Joe and come down
by the stairs.-He had no Tope, No WAY
to climb down. The fire-  escape WwWn3
wreathed in flames below him, and we
knew that it must be red hot. All kinds
of things were shouted to Yellow—I
don't belleve he heard any of them.
Ha made-little—Joe—clasp his -hands
behind his own neck, lke a drowning
man being rescued by a swimmer. Little
Joe must have claaped strongly, for in
another second he was swinging from
Yellow's neck, and Yellow was gripping

.on top ‘of Yellow, and except fur the

‘themeelves fraught with never ceasing

maﬂﬂngfur!umarﬂtuzrnspthnmm
pipe that led down at the corner of the
huiIding It. was a long reach, ‘I:mt ‘he
Just made 1t. N

Then, hand under hanrf with l::lt.t.}er Jmu
welght threatmjng every mnmt. 1o’ tear
him Icose. .. Yellow came slowly down
that raln. pipe, into a sheet .of flame:
It was one of those thingi thal cannot
be done, but he did. it. The rain pipe
tore loose from the wall, when he still
had twenty. feet to go, and . carﬂed him
1:1t in a great curve away from the

hit the ground with a thump that ' nrck-
ed him unconsclous, and his clothes
were all charred and burned. Little
Joe was not hurt at all; he had fallen

fright he was-as good as new.

We all went home .In the- m{rhi}ig.
Yellow stayed behind, In Doctor Driggs’
house. He was swathed from hcad to
foot in bandages, so that he looked like
A mummy, ‘and was entirely- unable to,
move, But. he could heur He heard
the cheer we gave him when the busses
came, and we all went away. Nobody
was ever 50 badly hurt that he l:ﬂulthl'b
‘have heard that cheerl 2

Maybe a man can be timid about lttle
things, and still be a hero when' the -'h-lg
chum:a comes. 1

for death to end his suffering. He
sees shead only years of endless tor-
ment with intervils of rest, which are

tear of renewed attacks. Let him turn
to Dr. J. D. Eellogg's ‘Asthma Remedy
and know what complete rellef it can
glve, Let him but use it falthfully and
he will firid his asthma a thing of the
past. -

5

HELP! HELP!.

~lsn't it too bad that Henry is getting
married?"

“Well, he,was such an easy chap to
borrow money from."

NOT FOR TRAFFIC
There is an Easy Sireet,
The optimist declares,
But, he explains, right now,
It's undergoln" repairs.

the window =il between his Enees and

h]az:lng wall. And -that saved him.- Ha

The Man With Asthma almost longs]

“The farmers of the Canadian prairie
provinces - have durlng the past two
decades dlrfﬂed -their eflorts chiefly to-
wards the ;E'nductlnn and. expar; of
wheat. Economic and other elreums~
stances until recently probably warranted
wheat farming as the major agricultural
interost, but conditions have changed
and now wheat farming - yields lttle
profit. Farmers are, therefore, turning
much attention to live stock production
and-its co-requisite forage .crop farming.

only by’ economic conditions but by
such other conditions as extensive weed
infaﬁt.utinn Eﬂil .d:itt.lln.g and - reduced
ylelds.”, i

. “As & result of this gntu.tl:.r int:ma.smg
interest in forage urnpﬂ. the problem of
seed supplles has become a matter of
considerable: concern. The prairie pro-
vinces, and indeed all Canada, have In
the past imported latrge amounts  .of
forage crop seeds although our agronomlic
conditions are quite suitable for . the
production of most of our requirements.
This situation,” writes Mr. Q. M. Stewart,
of the Dominlon . Seed Braneh, jp the
July nuymber of Sclentific ﬂ.grluulturr:,
“has led me to the conviction, and this
‘| is my thesis on-this occaslon, that forage
crop seed production should be very
appreciably increased in these provinces,
at least to the extent of supplying their
own increasing requirements insofar as
this may be economically practicable. By
growing our own seeds we,can be assured
ot supplies of hardy and approved suit-
able varleties. = Purther, we can avold
sending large sums of money outside the
provinces for imported seeds and so In-

undertake to produce these seeds for us.
“It -is actually the case that .the

.prairie provinces produce, in relatlon to |

their area and sultabllity for grass pro-
duction, a smaller amount of grassland
products than any other similar area In
the world. The 11l effects of farming
without prass—producing cereal <crops
h;terapersed with bare fallows—Iis patent

‘to all observes. Weed and soll | problems, |

toget.her with economic conditions that
need not be discussed now, Tender It
smperative that the prairle: farming
system be changed and that larger areas

of forage crops be grown.'”
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blanket which might serve sz a life-
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Did You Ever Stop
to Think ?

By Edson R. Waite._Shawnge, Oklahoma

¥ L] L
ET P i

1E

» Arthur J. Mansfield, Publisher of The -
Arhngtun (Mass.) News, says:

- “Almeost everybndy has something to
sell and in order to make a sale ﬂl_ﬂ].'ﬂ must
first be a contact of some kind.

. “Newspaper advertising is for the
purpose of helping to sell either merchan-
dise-or ideas or both. The appeal of the

Tocal® newspaper is universal; its news"

“eagerly sought and it “offers an ﬂxcellent
opportunity for the local merchant to
bring his merchandise tn the attentlﬂn of
the local CﬂHEtltﬂEﬂﬂym | ,

“Through the newspaper 'the mer- -
chant has localized and concentrated cir-
culation, permitting a hold upon public
attention within a confined trading area.
The newspaper invites immediate atten-
tion and permits flexibility in planning .
and carrying eut advertising schedules._

“The newspaper, with proper man-
agement, should have a real place of in-
fluenece in a community and as such make
it perhaps the most effective advertising

Advertlsers, both Iarge and small, having' conﬁdenc
in themselves and in their goods wnll find newspaper.
the safest, quickest and most effective
way available for .obtaining and holdmg e
satlsfactory patronage '
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PEAIRIE FORAGE CROPS WANTED |

This move has been largely forced, not _- |
Electro Therapy

s

| PEERYMAN BLOCE
MONEY LENT ON MORTGAGES -

Business Directory
s ’ ‘h ¥ :. 4
MEDICAL

DR.'J. A. McNIVEN
13 Fhyslolan and Surgecon .
Office and Resldence—Corner Hal'-

Avenue and Elgin Street.

N

_ DR. E. J. NELSON
L e
Phone B3

r

Lo
_

3 _ LEGAJ,

—

Phone No. 22 .

HAROLD NASH FARMER, M. A.
| Barrister, Eulln:lhr Noiary Publle, .

Pﬂ.Bn:Il

Conveyancer; Eto.

L —Y

~ACTON, ONY.

Hours—9,30 a m. to 500'p. m.
lEnl:u:ﬂn!s—ﬂ.ﬂ-n o'clock .

Over T. Beynuck's Cafe
For Appointments Phone Acton 685—or

KENNETH M. LANGDON
Barrisier, Sclicitor, Notary Fublie

Offlces: :
Georgetown

Acton .
Main Sireet 8.

Georgetown 88

ﬂmm Hours — Acton, and

Thursday, 1.15 p. m. to 430 p. m. Even- .
ings ‘on rTequest. .

ik

crease the incomes of oiff ' favmers, who| s

_F ¥
. DENTA

AL -

A J. BUCHANAN, D. D. S.

Dental Surgeon
Office: In Leishman Block

Hours: 9 & m, until 6 p. m. Evenings

by Appointment
Gas for Extractions

e

Closed All Day Wadnmdnr Phone 148

Phone 289

P. W. PEAREN, D. D: S, L. D.S.

Dental Sargeon .
Successor to Late Do, J. M. Bl
- Mill Btreet, Acton

MISCELLANEOUS

| arder.
carefully bound.
promptly done.

‘Wyndham Street -

FRANCIS NUNAN
' . Bookbinder

Account books of all kinds made to
Periodicals of every description
Ruling neatly and
= Guelph, Ont.

(Over Willlams' Store)

Watchmaker

Expert Repalirs

; Joweller
J. H. JORDAN
GEORGETOWN i
FPrompt Bu:n"ln- '
We have for years been dul.ng repairs

for other "jewellers across Canada, =0
‘ate quite capable of doing yours.

e ——— s S

-Axelrod Auto Parts

Used Parts for All Carg
BATTERIES — TIRES
ACCESSORIES
25 Gordon- Stregt=~Fhons H50

TAIT OPTICAL CO.

W. T. Patterson Optometrist (Rgstd)

i?ptumatrhu and Opticlans :
110 Wyndham St. — GUELPH

Quality — Accuracy — Bervice

 — -

JUST. ARRIVED
A New Stock of
Imported Gra,mte

HWe have junl; recelvnd some ﬂnn-
onuments from the Old Country,
include many very ~fine dealgns.
These _stnn&a are of high’ quality.
We iInvite you to Inspect our stock
and get our quotations,

- Monuments Ercoted Anywhero—
Get Qur Frices

Acton Monument Works

- J. Hlﬂﬂl- & BON
__FPHONE 152. ~ - = ACTON ﬂl’i“,f,'.

Life Insurance

Life Insurance has proven "“de-
pression—proof.” It 18 a3 needful- -
to-day as ever to guard your own
and your family’s future. We have
a pollcy to sult your apecific needs,
We speclalizé in Life Insurance in
all its branches 'and are gqualified

to advise on any, present or future
-n.

Frederick L. Wﬁight

Reopreseniative
IWMMW
- of Canada




