. ball club officials do more

Merecedes Flood.

. Highest standing in Grade VI—
Emily Higgins.
Highest standing in Grade IV—
Elvira Villett.

Highest standing in Grade IT—
Gordon Dixon,

Highest standing in Grade I—
John Cameron,

Complimentary remarks were
made several present after
which the pupils and visitors were
$reated to candy by the teacher.

A very nicely worded address was
then read to the teacher by Ronald
Greenan and a very nije gift was
presented to him by Charlotte
Higgins. The teacher thanked the
pupils for their thoughtfulness in
remembering him in this way. The
afternoon was brought to the close
by the singing of the National An-
them.

Following is the address:

Dear Teacher,—As another school
elosing has approached we feel
that we should not let the occasion
pass without tendering you our re-
gards; as our teacher you taught
us not only the rules laid d)wn re-
quiring our attention to the differ-
ent subjects, but also the points of
the Golden Rule.

We regret to learn that you have
resigned but we will always re-
member our school days spent
under your direction.

Please accept the accompanying
small gift not for its value but for
the best wishes 1t carries,

Signed, the pupils of South Mel-
ville School.

*PLEASE, SIR—"

MELBOURNE—Williamstown foot
than
frown upon players who skip the
odd practice. Each man who is ab-
sent without a satisfactory written
excuse Is fined $1.

Flood.
‘ Highest standing in Grade TX—

By DUDLEY HOYS ¢

stamp she was inclined to say: “May
I ;:p ml: up for you?”

t she belonged to the leg-
endary type of post office young
ladies, languild, and casual, and
rather impudent. Actually she ‘was
small and shy and earnest, and so
un-modern as to be dubbed quaint
by her friends.

Once upon a time post officy Work
had been furthest from her
thoughts. That was when she dab-~
bled at the Whinford Art School,
before her father lost most of his
money in the slump. Now she had
been a post office girl for a year,
and at Chelham Parva sub-office
for the last week. Each morning
she was to be seen cycling over
from Whinford. a neat little girl,
five feet nothing in her shoes, a
knitted cap over her dark bohbed
halr, her grey eyes placid and sin-
cere as a woodland lake,

This morning she was sitting be-
hind the counter, knitting a pair of
tennis socks. She had examined hér
conscience thoroughly on the mat-
ter. Here she was, stealing the
time of the State. But what else
was she to do? Therp were whole
hours when nobody came in and
nothing whatever happened. She
wondered why they had bothered
to have a post office at Chelham
Parva, drowsiest of all villages,
sprawled in the valley between the
downs. The road itself was only a
byway, twisting and overshadowed
by enormous trees. A dozen cot-
tages and the general shop played

hide-and-seek among the twists
and turns.
he post office, part of a stone-

built cottage, was as retiring as the
rest. It lay back from the top of
the bank, and there were ten old
brick steps leading up to it from
the road. The bottom step glisten-
ed damply, because there were
springs in the bank, and a stream
trickled lazily along a sandy gutter.
A bend, heavy with undergrowth,
shut off the next cottage, fifty
yards away.

Anne had thought, “It's awfully
pretty, but I shall get tired of it.”
She was quietly astonished that
Mrs. Plumley, the sub-postmistress,
could have lived here all these
years and not grown into a sort of
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From time immemorial good
old Sussex in one or another
of its twenty flavors has pre-
sided as the genial host at
picnics galore.

Some picnickers prefer the
Ginger Ale . . . others the
Ginger Beer . . . but to many
the three new Sussex Ffruit
flavors, Orangeade, Lemonade
and Lime Rickey have a won-
derful appeal . . . especiall
tothe kiddies. For every spec
of the full natural tang and
favor of the orange, lemon and
fime is preserved in these true
fruit drinks in & newer and finer
way. Include a bottle of each
in-your next Sussex order.
You can get all three in thc,{
populer 28-ounce size.

inarticulate vegetable. Mrs. Plum-~
ley, short and square, with a long
red face and spectacles, with her
hair done weirdly and her jump-~
ens still more weird, struck Anne as
a remarkable woman. When people
did come into the post office, Mrs,
Plumley would start bang in the
middle of some personw! gossip that

spine.

She heard the intruder

o the . "The Dammering 1o
three-ha'penny | her head had stopped, and she

“Keep still! Call for help, and
youre , . ,”

Anne drew her breath and re-
mained silent. It might be brave
to shout, but it would be madness
as well. It was a hundred to one
against anybody hearing her. And
this voloe sounded merciless.

She recalled the case of a post-
mistress in a village who had been
badly injured by one of these ban-~
dits , . ., They were getting worse
and worse . . . Every day there
seemed to be reports in the paper
of hold-ups . . . This brute! She
had no chance to stop him.

Out of the corner of her eye
she saw a hand come over the
counter, snatch open thg till, and
sweep the coin and notes into her
knitting bag.

She could have cried with rage
and fear. It was horrible, having
to stand here helpless while the
man took this money. She could not
even get a glimpse of his face, to
describe him to the police.

“Don’t move! Not an inchl!”

It was a thick voice, a desperate
voice. She dared not turn. If only
Mrs. Plumley would come back in
time there might be a couple of
seconds’ chance to launch herself
at this thieving bully . . . Anne
quivered with fear and anger. These
vile bandits , , .,

That there was no sound, not a
rustle, struck her that the man
might have crept to the door. She
risked it, and turned, in time to
see a head and shoulders vanish-
ing down the brick steps outside.
“Help!” she cried, “help!” and
rushed out to the steps. The man
had leapt into a blug car. and it
started off with a grinding roar.
Nobody seemed to have heard her
cries except a blackbird that dart-
ed, chattering shrilly, into the
tangled greenery on the other side
of the road. As the car shot away
her eyes took in two details. She

893, and she saw something mov-
ing at the base of the green bank,
beyond the car.

It was a Dalmatian puppy called
Spot, belonging to the children up
at Ringtye Farm., With the play-
ful stupidity of its kind, it bound-
ed down from the bank, straight
under the wheels of the car.

Anne screamed. There was a
screeching of brakes and the car
swung violently to avoid it. In that
fleeting moment it came to her
that the bandit at least had a spark
of decency.

She heard a pitiful yelp. The car

had been broken off perhaps three
weeks ago.

For instance, Farmer
might plod in for a stamp.

Crocker

‘And did she?” Mrs, Plumley
would say eagerly, without any
preamble.

“Ah, she did.”

“There, now! Like the other one.”
Mrs. Plumley was brilllant at
that sort of thing. At present she
was probably practising it, for she
had gone off to the general shop
to buy some tapioca.

Anne began to turn the heel of

chaffinch that had dared to dis-
turb the drowsiness with its met-
allic chirping. Anne sighed a lit~
tle. It was all very kindly and
peaceful, but it would have been
rather nice to be somewhere else—
say, at the Royal Cafe in Whinford,
listening to the orchestra, and hav-
ing morning coffee with an attrac-
tive boy.
Guy Dixon was a good sort, He
would do for this imaginary jaunt
to the Royal, though she would
prefer that friend of his, Martin
Falkner, Guy had brought him
along to the tennis club twice, and
somehow she had wanted to fall in
love with him. Nobody could have
called him good-liking. He was tall
and thin, with untidy hair and a
distinctly plain face. Each time
He had seemed abstracted, even
worried,
She had wanted to say to him
gently “Can’t I help you. Please
tell me all about it.”
Of course, it was ridioulous. Per-
haps he wasn? worrled at all. But
the fact remained, he had stirred
up a kind of wistful sympathy in
her. It was & pity Guy hadn't
brought him along again. The last
time had been over a month ago.
Other girls, she supposed, would
have made opportunities for them-
selves. They would have raked up

3.

skidded at a right angle and its
bonnet thudded into the bank. It
rocked, slewed back. She could see
the puppy sprawled in the road.
Down the steps she raced, and
mot until she had reached the puppy
did she realise that the bandit had
shut oft the engine and got out of
the car, He was a tall thin young
man, wearing shabby grey flannel
trousers, with a cap pulled wel
down over his eyes.

“Poos littis begger! Is he hurt?”
‘The voice was quite different from
that other thick harshness, and

+ familiar, Raising her head, she saw

bandit's face for the first time..

It was Martin Falkner.

“Youl” she gasped.

He stood staring at her incredul~
ously, his mouth working. It was
plain he was equally astounded.
‘The puppy stirred and whimper-
ed. That broke the spell, Falkner
stooped over it, his fingers running
gently along the silky legs. The
puspy’s eyes were frightened and
appealing. It tried to lick his hand.

He said: “The bones are all right
.*. . Nothing wrong with his back
. . . Oh, that's it. Look.”

There was a cut on the inside of
the near hind leg. The hair and
skin had been torn away, leaving a
shallow wound about an inch long

“Steady, old boy, I won't hurt
you.” Stroking it with a light, re-
assuring touch, he picked up the
puppy and carried it to the side of
the road. He held out his handker-
chief to Anne, and she dipped it in
the tiny stream gurgling along the
gutter. The puppy tried to shrink
away as he began to bathe the
wound, and Anne sald:

“Let me do it while you keep him
still.”

He went on stroking the puppy
and talking to it in the quiet, magic
way given only to those whom ani-
mals trust. Anne cleaned the
wound, tore & strip of the handker-
chief, and bound up the leg.

“Cheer up, Spot,” she said, “you’ll

running about again, full
of beans.”

As 18 in agreement, Spot wagged
the ridiculous, silky tail

It was not until then that they
remembered themselves. Falkner
looked at the road, moistening his

Every 10¢
Packet of

WILSON'S

FLY PADS

WILL KILL MORE FUIES THAN
SEVERAL DOLLARS WORTH
OF ANY OTHERFLY KILLER

10c Ei sy e
PAY H

MORE & FHRIEE

He was inarticulate with

lips.
shame.

Anne put the puppy down on the
bank, She was watching Falkner
with a wincing dismay.

He said at last: *“‘Seems funay.
But for that puppy . . . but I had
to stop. Suppose you think I'm a
filthy black-guard. If I'd known
who it was——"

“Does that make any difference?”
She spoke 1n a little, hard voice.
“No.”

“It might have bheen old Mrs.
Plumley. The shock might have giv-
en her a heart attack. D'you think
of things like that when you prac-
tise your—sporting profession?”
“No . . . I just crept up the steps,
and saw & girl with her back turned
and—took the chance.” His fingers
were plucking at each other. “I
didn’'t dream you——"

“Doesn’t make the slightest aif-
ference. As a matter of fact, I've
been here a week.”

“You'd better give me in charge,”
he said dully.

She crossed to the car and took
out her knitting bag, stuffed with
the coin and notes. He was still
staring at he road, unmoving. There
was nothinz alarming about this
bandit now. He had become a
hunted boy, sick with shame.

Anne wished she could loashe
him. But it was impossible. He
seemed so0 dispirited and hopeless,
50 much in need of help.

“How long have you been doing
this sort of thing?” She could not
hide her own unhappiness,

At that he looked up at her. “It
was my first shot. You don’t under-
stand.”

“I understand that only a month
ago you were playing tennis with

ent man, not &
quivered.

The puppy crept up to him. He
began to stroke it's ears.

“It's all very well to talk,” he
sald, with a sudden fierceness. “You
don't understand.” Then he shrug-
ged his shoulders, not defiantly, but
with a weary resignation. “But it’s
no use whining You'd better give
me in charge.”

Anne found herself smiling faint
ly. She pointed up and down the
road.

“Chelham Parvs isn't full of police.
In fact, it's the most deserted vil-
lage I've ever encountered. S0 in
the meanwhile, if you like to tell
me—why.” Or. an impulse she
stretched out and touched his arm.
“If only you've got some excuse,”
she said huskily. “It may sound
brazen, but I can’t help it. I don’t
care. I-like you ,and I want to go
on liking you. If only there’s some
reason to forgive you——"

That seemed to break him. He sat
down abruptly on the bank, his
head in his hands.

He sald: “I'd be better out of the
world. If I'd known I was threaten-
ing you, I'd—But what's the good?
As you've said, it doesn’'t make any

" Her mouth

difference. I'm a dirty, bullying
thief, a criminal.”
Anne’s smile appeared again.

There was not much of the bully
about this drooping and despond-
ent figure. The puppy had snugzled
up to him and put its head on his
knee.

“Why did you do it?”

“Because I was half-mad. I'd got
to do something I'd been out of a
Job for six months. When Guy
Dixon dragged me along to the ten-
nis club, he lent me a racquet and
some flannels, I'd pawned mine. He
made me play. He said I was gatting
8o depressed about things, a t of
tennis would take my mind off wor-~
rying for a few hours.’ *

Anne nodded. “The first time I
met you—but go on.”

“I couldn’t get a job anyhow. Two
years ago I qualified as an archi-~
tect . I was willing to do anytling
and everything, but - - . you know
how things are. Everybody hard up,
everybody cutting down their
staffs.” He made a queer sound, and
glanced at her. “But you don't want
to hear this self-pitying stuff.”

“I do. Please tell me.”

“I did a bit of jobbing gardening.
A shilling an hour. It helped. But it
didn’t help enough . My wa-
ter's a widow. Her investments were
in shipping. When the slump came,
she lost practically everything.
We've been living on about fifteen
bob a week , in a couple of horrible
little rooms—and she'’s ill . . Péo-
ple don't understand.”

His right hand clenched, and
touch of flerceness returned to
voice.

“There are still people who
to be rolling in money, with
houses and fast cars and
Jewellery. They spend as m
one dinner as would keep uy for
weeks, It drove me mad, the sight
of them! I felt bitter, dangerous.
felt, to Hell with honesty and
that amug, comfortable talk! I feit
I'd got to do something for my
mater, whatever it was « « « These
smash and grab raids seemed a
chance - - - This morning this car
was standing on its own down a
side road in Whinford. I took it. T
remembered this post office here,
what a lonely position 4t was, and
—ﬂl knuwdthe rest.”

ne said, “I know you stopped
when you thought 'd run over
this puppy. Still, to threaten a girl
with a revolver——" It was the one
thing she could not entirely forgive.

He laughed bleakly, and pulled

pocket,

-
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‘ something out of his

“Couldnt do much harm with {t*
Anne started. It was a
;ater pistsl, the rubber bulb

oken,

“I ploked 1t up outside the Gram-~
::n- 8chool in Whinford the other

v

A sense of rellef and absurdity

snatched at Anne so that gongs
seemed to be booming in her ears.
° 803, Yes, that's
it.” He touched his helmet to Anne,
then eyed Falkner in a questioning
way.

‘).,A blue, four-seater Lanier, No.
NS 893, taken from South Road,
Whinford, at 920 am. this morn-

E;ersplrst!on gelamed on Falkner’s
forehead. He could not get out s
weord.

In the crisis, Anne beumo‘ln-

Canadian Legion
Official Party
to Vimy Ridge

lowance Committee, and vice chair-
man of the National Vimy Pilgrita-
age Committee; Dr. F. de Martigny
of Montreal, Hon. President of the
Quebec Provinclal Command, the
Legion; Rev. 8. E. Lam-
bert, Dominion President,” Ampu
tions Association of the Great War;.
Capt. B! A. Baker, for the Sir
Arthur C. Pearson Club for Blind-
ed Sailors and Soldlers Toronto,
Rev. John Kelman, Toronto, Ohalr-
man, Tuberculous Veterans Section
Canadian Legion; J. A. McIsaac,
Oftawa, former Hon Treasurer,

Wayland and Col. A. Hamilton,
Gault, Oanadian representatives
on the B. E. 8. L. BEmpire
Council.

spired. She held up the k
bag, full of moeney. Bhe spoke
uickly, convineingly.

g “Listen, officer. I can describe the
man who stole it It's the same
brute who held me up in the post
office and stole this.”

“Held you up, Miss!” sald Hoad,
startled out of his official solem-
nity.

“Yes. Not ten minutes ago! My
back was turned. A voice suddenly
ordered me to hold up my hands
and not move. A hand came round
and emptied the’till into my knit-
ting bag. As the man went out, I
rushed after him, screaming. He
jumped into this car. Just then this
gentleman appeared, coming up the
road. He leapt at the car, and tried
to grap the man and the car
swerved inty the man, and ran over
this puppy. The thief sprang out
and ran. But this gentleman had
pluckily grabbed the bag. He was
hurt and I had to attend to him.
Otherwise wed have chased the
thief.”

P.C. Hoad was all excitement.
“Quick, Miss] Which way did he

noted the number of the car, NS| me, and I thought you were a dec- | taye?”

“He tore stralght down the road.”
‘ t was he llke? A brief des-
criptfon. Quick!”

“He was short and broad,” sald
Anne calmly, “and he had a heavy
brown mustache, a blue suit, and a
grey soft hat.”

The constable did not wait to
note it down in his book. He
jumped on to his cycle and pedalled
off down the road for all he was
worth.

Falkner sald chokily
youw're an angél!”

“And you're an architect,” said
Anne, “and when the Post Office
hear what a good turn you've done
them, and how you saved their
money, they jolly well ought to find
you & job, and afterwards———"
There she stopped. But actually
did not stop there, Since Falknér’s
plans have been accepted for the
huge new head office to be con-
structed at Rothenbridge he has
bought two important items—an
engagement ring, and a green and
sliver collar for the puppy up at
Ringtye Farm.

THE FEND.

[——)

“you’re—

UNIQUE WOMAN?

NDON—When a woman plain-
titf said she always told the truth,
Registrar Friend said “you must be
the person whom most people con-
nected with the law has been look-
ing for—the unique woman of the
century.”

AUCTION SALE

I will sell by public auec-
Friday the 17th day of July

at 2 pm.
articles:

Colytt Telephone

mahogany couch,

Auctioneers.
L-6118

tion at 93 Queen Street on

the following
3 typewriters, 3
cheque writers, 36 Dominion
storage files, legal letter and
invoice and cheque size, 50
memo,
1 set of eighty-five books of
a doctor's library, 1 surgical
apparatus, 1 Hutching spool
and wire paper fastener, 1
safe made for account regis-
ter, 2 sideboards, mahogany
table, 1 birds eye maple
table and other'small tables,
2 hall
racks, chairs, grandfather’s
clock, desks and a lot of sec-
ond hand furniture. Terms

cash.
JOHN P. BRADLEY & CO.,

Ashes to Ashes
Gold from Dust

OTTAWA, July 16—(OP.)—
Thar's gold in them thar walls!
When officlals of the Royal Mint
here decide to move into their new
wing and the vacated roomg are
thoroughly cleaned, it is expected
many thousands of dollars worth
of gold will be recovered from the
sweepings.

J. C. Campbell, master of the
mint. said it was impossible to est-
timate just how much gold will be
covered but it is likely a very large
amount of the precious metal wilt
be swept from the walls, cellings
and floors of the rooms, This re-
claimed gold consists of billions of
tiny particles which have been
carried off by the smoke and gasses
from the huge smelting furnaces
and eventually come to rest on the
walls and flsors.

A huge precipitator is being in-
stalled in the new wing to elimin-
ate the “wastage” This machine
absorbs smoke and gas given off
by the smelting fiirnaces and auto-
matically recovers the precious
particles of gold from the air before
it passes out.

“LONG SHORTS” MAKE DEBUT

PARIS—Newest beach costumes
are long “shorts.” These come down
to mid-calf, like plus fours, and are
said to make good bicycle pants
when the beach palls.

SALVATION HEAD GIVES PICNIOC

LONDON - General  Evangeline
Booth, Salvation Army head, will
play hostese July 24 at a picnic for
2,000 slum dwellers. A fleet of 55
motor coaches will carry the guests
to the ground in Boxmoor.

DOMINION OF CANADA
PROVINCE OF

PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND

In the Probate Court 1st Kdwhrd
VIII A. D. 1986.

In Re Estate of John Willlam
Green late of Cavendish in Queens
County in the sald Province Retired
farmer deceased testate.

By the Honourable HAROLD
LEONARD PALMER, Surrogate
Judge of Probate, eto., ete.

To the Sheriff ot the County ef
Queens County or any Constable or
literate person within sald County.

GREETING:

Whereas upon reading the petition
on file of James O. Simpson and
Ernest Webb both of Cavendish afore-

d, fa the ot the

ike, climb,

Descriptios booklets and
full information from $7.00 a day,
Your nearest ogend.
W. K. ROGERS
City Ticket Agt.
181 Queen St
Phone 540

comver. See

On sle fom

June 15 to
Avgest 15

Return Sept. 30

‘This summer spend your vacation in the
Canadian Rockies. At Jasper, amid all their
. grandeur, you can play golf on a champion-
ship course; ride trail in a mountain play-
ground; swim in a heated outdoor pool;

b

IN THE:

motor, fish or laze heneath a

mountain sky.

Canadian National's Jasper Park Lodge,
open from June 13th to September 15¢h,
affords delightful, informal social life, with
music, dancing, and every form of recreation
and comfort. Lodge rates are low — from

including meals.

Travel to Jasper via the Continental Limited,
daily between Montreal, Toronto and Van-

Canada en rowte. New low

summer fares— dslicious, moderately priced
table d’hote meals in dining cars.

110-2

NEW LOW Retum Fores to JASPER

from OHARLOTTETOWN
IN COACHES — — — — $04.70
IN TOURIST SLEEPER — 108.60*¢
IN STANDARD SLEEPER 124.00*
*plus NEW LOW sleeping®car fare
48tandard sleeper to Montreal —
Tourist sleeper beyond.

DOMINION OF CANADA
PROVINCE OF
PRINCE EDWARD ISLAND .

In the Surrogate Court 1st Ed-
ward VIII, A, D, 1936.

In Re Estate of Jennie Stewart
late of Mount Herbert in Queens
County in the saild FProvince de-
cepsed intestate single woman.

By the Honourable Harold Leo-
nard Palmer, Swrrogate Judge of
Probate, etc, etc.

To the Sheritf of the County of
Queens County or any Constable
or literate person within said
County.

CGreeting:

Whereas upon reading the pet~
ition on file of Bruce Stewart of
Mount Stewart, aforesaid, Farmer,
the Administrator of the above
aamed estate praying that a cit-
ation may be lssued for the pur-
pose hereinafter set forth: You
are therefore hereby required to
cite all persons interested in the
sald Estate to be and appear be-
fore me at a Burrogate Court to
be held in the Court House in
Charlottetown, in Queen's County,
in the said Province, on Thursday
the lslxth day of August next,

sbove named estate praying that s
citatlon may be issued for the purpose
hereinafter set forth: You are there-
fore hereby required to cite all per-
sons interested in the sald Estate to
be and appear before me at a Probate
Court to be held in the Court House
.{ In Cliarlottetown, In Queen’s County,
in the said Province, on Monday the
third day of August next, coming, at

at the hour of eleven
o'clock forenoon of the same day
to shew cause if any they can why

e Accounts of e sald Estate
should not be passed and the
Estate closed as prayed for in said
petition and on motion of A.
James Haslam, Bsq., Proctor for
said Petitioner. And I do hereby

order that a true copy hereof be
forthwith published in some news-
paper published in Charlottetown
aforesald once in each week for at
least four consecutive weeks from
the date hereof and that & true
copy hereof be forthwith posted in
the following public places res-
pectively, namely, in the hall of
the Court House in Charlottetown
aforesald, at or near the Bank of
Nova Scotia in Charlottetown
aforesaid, and in front of the
Hall in Mount Stewart aforesald
80 that all persons interested in
the said Estate as aforesaid may
have due notice thereof.

Given under my hand and the
seal of the sald Court this 2nd
day of July A. D. 1836 gnd In the
first year of His Majesty’s reign

Surrogate.
5747-1-7-3-4L

TO LET

Dwelling No. 247 Grafton Street
LA;bly occupled by Dr. Keeping.

L. M. POOLE & CO.
S ad

L~5908-7-8-t1.

the hour of eleven o'cloc]
of the same day to shew cause if any
they can why the Accounts of the
Kstate should not be passed and the
Estate closed as prayed for in sald
petition and on motion of Donald Mo-
Kinnon Proctor for sald Petitioner.
And I do hereby order that a troe
copy hereof be forthwith published in
some newspaper published in Char-
lottetown aforesald once In each
week for at least four comsecutive
weeks from the date hereot and that
& true copy hereof be forthwith posted
in the following public places respec-
tively, namely, in the hall of the Court
House in Charlottetown atoresald, in
front of the Hall in Cavendish afore-
sald, and ia front of the Scheol in
Cavedish sfevesaid, And I do heredy
further order that a true copy hereof
be forthwith served on the Attormey-

General  of Province [
that all persons interested In the
sald Estate as aforesald may have due

notice thereof.

GIVEN under my hand and the fieal
of the sald; Court this 20th day of
June A. D. 1936 and in the fivst year
of His Majesty's reign,

(8gd) H. L. PALMER
Judge of Probate
L-8716-7-8-10-17.84
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FOR SALE

——
\

Double tenement
house, good repair, reas-
onable terms for quick
sale. Apply 804 Richs
mond Street.

June
L. B. MacMILLAN,
Charlottetown, June %, 1904

.

DEPARTMENT OF

Leave Georgetown ......
Cardi .

St. Theresa’s ...... 9.00 A.M.
Peakes ........... .10 AM.

Fort Augustus
Webster's Corner . 9.40 AM.
Johnston’s River .. 9.50 A.M.
Arrive C voo 1010 AML
Headquarters at Charlottetown

Headg ters at G
Parcels carried at minimum oharge

—

Georgetown-Chariu..etown Bus S.. .ize

STARTING MONDAY, APRIL 27th.
or as soon after as possible.

815 AM.Leave

835 AM.

Charlotetown ..... 4.00 P\
Johnston’s River .. 420 P.M.
Webster's Corner .. 4.30 PM.
Fort Augustus .... 440 PM.
Pisquid .. 450 PML

BUICK 7 PASSENGER CAR
F. J. Soloman

of 250.
p. E. Island

ALLISON HEUSTIS cnariossotomn

=

i ——

181 Queen Street,

PUBLIC WORKS
., NOTICE

The West River Bridge will be closed to vehicle traffic ‘commencing Tuesda)i

23rd, until further notice.

Deputy Minister of Public \_Vcrh and m‘lml

Your Vacation

Have the City Ticket Agency plan your
summer vacation. Information in regard to
g rates, etc. will be given at any time.
PHONE 540

W. K. ROGERS
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