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-ests hung in clouds, black-gréen and

some distance his eye lit on gray
‘hills of “*“tailings’’ 'from mines, and
«down from a. slope a'thousand feet

| there; your: sending sounds like you

Harry Pulver, he

‘Jast breath. Not because

prone to recreate itself mentally
his last mortal moment; and, as re-
-gpects the reception of impressions,
FPulver i8 not likely to know a
siranger 4

The scene of it lay in a sea of land

jong ago tossed up and fixed on a
chaos of troughs and gigantic bil-
lews, & canon and sunken bBowl in
that mountain-flow which rolls out
of British America and southward
across Montana. The canon and
bowl lay above Idaho, measuring in
that mighty breadth - of .tipped and
tumbled country as might a crack
and dimple seen on the face of the
moon,

Pulver himself was of New ]Dnglarlj
stock. His father, an architect 8f
some repute, had sickened with tu-
berculosis, and, of course, when too
jate, joimed the colony in Colorado.
‘At the end of a year death closed the
matter for Pulver, Senior, and the
widow and big boy, by one hazard
and another, came ultimately to live
in Ogden. Here the son got to school
for a couple of years, following these
with two or three years of desult-
«ory employment of varied sorts, end-
ing in some months of study of
telegraphy at "home and ‘further
qmonths as an unpaid ‘‘student’’ at a
little station up in Idaho. From'this
station on the Oregon Short 'Line,
which'run is not at all short, young
Pulver "found ' himself : one cold Janu-
ary: day making head for a paid po-
sition as night: operator at: a station
in Mantana. He had' telegraphed 'his
‘mother, -still. at Ogden, 'to meet him
at Pocatello .and accompany  him
north' to' his station. But after the
train had brought him through six
hours and a wilderness. of snow.and
sage brush and set him dowm at the
Junction, i heifound she had not.come
by the night train, and, after an in-
terview with the chief dispatcher, he
boarded : the mail for the north -and
got down at Langly, his station, as
the sun was falling blood-hued and
sullen among the mountains at the
cold. day's: end. .

As he stood onithe platform he
Tooked a trifle overgrown, with his
hulking, powerful frame and blue-
-eyed, 'boyish face. He ran his eye
slowly. around the horizon, narrow
from encroaching mountains, gray-
blue, dull, thén dropped his glance
to the town, a mass of houses jam-
med into the canon ont'the right hand
side of a frogen stream. A short
iron bridge hung over the silent
<reek, and beyond it he saw a crook-
ed street of two-story:buildings, and
a brick block with ‘‘Langly Bank *’
inscribed across the front.

The air was' bitter. Everywhere pe-
destrians hurried, bitten and spurred
by the penetrating frost. Above the
iown,. and up on the sloping should-
ers of the ridges to'the left, pine for-

‘motionless \against vast up-sweeping
fields of snow. 'Here and there at

to the westward came the muffled
thunder of a forty-stamp mill run-
‘ning on low-grade ore.

As the train pulled out Pulver
started toward the station. Near
‘the ‘deor he met Ryder, the agent
and day:operator. The man’s hands
were 'full of mail and express pack-
;ages, and he stared a moment at the
unusual physical abundance of the
new operator.

“Come in,’’" he said heartily. Push-
ing through the door, he glanced at
the thermometer hanging against the
jamb.

‘Pwenty-two below freezo,”” he
said; ‘‘be thirty by midnight. You'll
Rave to keep the stoves humpin’ or
you'll freeze to-night.”’

“I'm used to it,”’ said the young
giant cheerfully; ‘‘cold weather and
cold s¥ations down in Idaho all
right.”

“Don’t doubt it a bit,"”’ returned
Ryder, throwing’down the mail and
small packages on tho office table.
“You can, report Number 2 out O.
T. if you Will. Get y'r hand in; my
fingers are about frozen. Dispatcher'’s
«<all? Tt’s P-C. Our call is I~-N. Let
her slide.””

Pulver sat down, and, with the
nervousness of a new beginner, call-
ed the dispatcher and rather  bung-
Iingly gave the train report. Ryder
apparently paid no attention as he
sorted over the express bills. ‘‘Better
tell him ¥'r here and will be on hand
at seven,’”’ he grunted, which showed
that his trained ear had missed no-
‘thing. g
Pulver acted “on the suggestion.
When he had finished the message the
dispatcher said: ‘“Must be cold up

were having a chill.”
i 'T'me P d Pulver, and both

ed. :
" he’s always fun-
hing ’, gaid the latter.

EWell

tered . over  to the
h "'l_)oa«rds

ry is still a live
y. Canon -and  Sutton’s
or Harry is
isper q{ it in’ the ' deli-

time, and on that account fall asleep
al night and let trains go by, and
that -sort of thing.’’

“Yes, T don’t doubt it.”’

At seven o’clock PulVer felt respon-
sibility descend upon him, the
weighty task of preserving . human
lives gnd property. He felt it heavy
and, to a degree, fearsome. Cease-
less  vigilance must now meet the
lurking dangers of the tracks. He
promised himself to kecp awake, to
push back “the seductive, crushing
drowsiness of night, always keep-
ing a clear mastery of himseélf.

At eight fifteen a freight went
north, with engine laboring against
the grade and cold wheels whining
around the curves. They stopped at
Tangly, but an order from the dis-
Patcher, written out by Pulver,
took them to Borden, fifteen miles
above, for a ‘‘wild.” In due time
the “wild”’—an engine pushing the
flanger—a  car rigged for cutting out
and pushing back snow from the in-
side edge of the rails—tore by Lang-
ly, going south; then at ten thirty
the down express, with its ~ bustle
of passengers; then eleven o'clock s
then the cold and brooding silence
of the might.

Pulver had the big cannon stove in
the passenger-room, and the smaller
one in the office, red hot. The tele-
graph ‘instruments rattled in fits
and starts. By times there was dead
silence ‘within. In these still spaces
Pulver could hear the icy boards of
the station platform pop with the
frost, the contracted wires moaning
and singing under the eaves of the
building, and occasionally a curious
‘lisping click from the stumpy steel
bridge that crossed the creek.

Despite his resolution he began to
feel drowsy, for he was young. There
would arrive no train until two

twenty——the Northern Express. A
wild ore train was coming down,
making for the smelting works at

Salt Lake City. He had heard it re-
portedl from several stations up the
track. The two trains might meet at
Langly and the dispatcher need him

for ‘orders. He roused himself and
got up and went out on the plat-
form for fresh air. He looked wup-

ward and abroad as he stood there.
Stars glittered wondrously thick in
the dark-blue gulf overhead; motes
of frost, like floating specks of steel,
glinted in the light falling from the
window; the town sprawled in a
gray humble along the canon’s mill
stood wup straight in the still air
like a black spire, crumbling slow-
ly at tip. Japping over the northern
mountains like wavering tongues of
flame danced the frayed ends of au-
rora streamers. Pulver had never
seen that sort of thing before. It
touched him with awe. All was si-
lent save the muffled thunder of the
distant stamps battering in their
mortars.

He drew in to the light of the win-
dow and glanced at his watch. It
was one o’'clock. As he turned to-
viard the door a man came swiftly
across the bridge, his breath a white
smoke about his face, and, crossing
the track and platform, pushed into
the passenger-room with humped
shoulders, wringing hands, and all
hie spare frame twitching with cold.
He hovered almost against the red
stove, spreading his hands and gasp-
ing in wheezing puffs.

‘“It's awful!’’ he assured. “Every-
thing closed up over town; even the
saloons are froze out, and the Mar-
shal’'s gone home."”

Pulver opened the door of the
throbbing stove with the poker; the
red glow leaped against the strang-
er’'s .ace, showing it thin, purple,
shaggy. His eyes looked big and
glassy. His shablby clothes began to
smoke with the heat, and he drew
back, sighing audibly as his nipped
and shrunken body drank in the
grateful warmth.

““Oan I stay in here till morning?’’
he asked. “I'm out of money, a sort
of—of tramp, I s’pose; but I'm not
well, and when I get a job there is
a—a reason why I can’'t keep it.”
‘““Certainly,”” said Pulver in kindly
tone: ““it’s all right; this is a public
room.”’

“I'm an old-time operator,”” said
the man, ‘““but I'm rather on the
bum of late; got weak lungs and —
and T s’pose I drink too much. Eut

my lung trouble got me into that.

Wish I could quit.”
‘““Yes,”” said Pulver slowly, 1e-
pity,

garding him with a look of
‘‘you ought to brace up and try
be a man again.’”’

“I will be if—if I get a chance.
Pulver entered the office awdl gian-
cing through the ticket windo"y, saw
the stramger sit down on one ¢f the
wooden settees, the back of his

frowsy head against the wall; his
peaked, scraggy chin in the air A
moment later sleep had lapped him
in its delicious fleece.

Near two o’clock the dispatcher
called Pulver and gave him an
order to hold the south-bound  ore

train for orders, at the same time
igswing an order to the conductor
and engineer of the ore train to meet
the Northern Bxpress at Langly, in-
stead of at Sutton, twelve miles
south. When Pulver had repeated his
personal order back to the dispatch-
er and had received the official 0.
K. he s '(;,o\ turn the red light
e

ga > As he got out of
his chair his face was turned to-
et window, and with
a gasp and sud
hands he staggered
At the

oil cures rheumatism only by

The express safe stood in a corner
of the office; there was money in the
ticket drawer. Was he going to yield
te another without a struggle that
which had been placed in his keep~
ing? He stood wavering an instant.

’Open this, will yeh?"’ growled the
voice, now from the outer side of
the door. :

Pulver looked around for some ob-
lect that he might lay hold of and
use in defense. He stooped toward
the iron poker lying by the stove,
but as he bent a bullet crashed
through a panel of the door, and
like the rip of a hot knife cut
through his left shoulder.

He straightened up with a gasp of
rage, the piece of iron in his hand.
He wrenched the door wide and leap-
ed into the passenger-room. The rob-
ber was there with revolver leveled.
In the instant of their meeting Pul-
Ver noted that the man was rather
short in stature, but strongly fash-
ioned; that a long coat covered him
to the knees, with a fur cap pulled
down solidly over his head, and that
the black cloth mask blew out from
his mouth with sudden, startled
breath. The thought had flown
through Pulver’s mind that this vis-
itor \would turn out to-be the va-
grant operator, but he was in error,
for with the moment of Pulver's
rush from the door the tramp rose
from crouching behind the stove and
leaped upon the back of the intruder,
bringing his bony red wrists across
the man'’s throat in a strangling
clasp. The robber whirled and flung
him off, and whipping the revolver
around, fired. In the spurt of flame
—Pulver saw the tramp’s horrified
face gleam out, pitted and wrinkled

with pain, as, whirling with the
shock of the bullet, he rolled
against the legs of one of the set-

tees. a crumpled, motionless shape.
Pulver's jaw dropped as he looked
at the broken figure. Then his teeth
came together with a snap as he
turned on the murderer. The barrel
of the pistol was almost in his face,
but he struck it aside and hurled the

robber back, and, rushing in, struck
with the iron rod with all his
strength.

A bolt of lightning had been hard-
ly more destructive. The man doub-
led under the blow and sank to 'the

floor.

Pulver sprang back and stood
teetering unevenly on the balls of
his feet. No thought of the signal

that should be turned against the
wild ore train touched his mind. He
had killed a man! The lights, the
walls of the room, the stove, the
most familiar things, looked strange.
He turned about with heaving bo-
som and involuntarily ran into the
office. As he crossed the threshold,
the door leading into the big freight
room opened suddenly and two men
wet him face to face. As with the
first intruder, these two were mask-
ed with black face-cloths, and each
wore a long c¢oat. They were large
men, and the excited glitter of their
eyes in the holes of their masks was
something grewsome and inhuman.
Each held a pistol before him.

Unconsciously Pulver crouched
down and backward, his hands quiv-
ering before his face, his lips open-
ing with a cry.

“Hand me y'r keys!” demanded
the taller of the two men; ‘‘shell "emn
out quick!”” He advanced on Pulver
with gleaming eyes and pistol pre-
sented.

Had the men been habited in every-
day dress, with uncovered faces, it is
possible Pulver would have submit-
ted. Appearing monstrous, evil and
strange, as they did, he instinctively
felt that frenzied impulse to destroy
them which one sometimes has when
confronted by a poisonous reptile.
From his cowering, crouching post-
ure he leaped straight at the man’s
head. The leveled pistol exploded,
but Pulver felt nothing; evidently the
weapon was deflected by his swift
movement; but the robber’s hat and
mask came off in Pulver’s clutch and
his dark head came forward nearly
to the floor. To save himself from
falling he rushed forward, and Pul-
ver struck madly at the exposed back
of his neck as he passed, but missed
his aim. Instantly the man righted
himself and cocked the pistol, but
his companion ' was pushing in,
hoarsely crying : ‘“Don’t shoot! Hold
yv'r fire, Bill ! Some of the town
folks’ll be in here first thing ye
know!'’ In the same breath hc
& Pulver a'out the body, pinin
‘he hig youth's arms undernzath, but
wiil. u quick surge the yourg fcl-
low burst the man’s hold and flung
him backward against the wall and
struck at his eyes with all his migh!
His fist fell on the intruder’'s chest
like a descending maul and sent a
gasping grunt from his lips, buei the
taller robber had rendered the blow
abortive. Catching Pulver about the

RHEUMATISM
No sure cure is yet known
No
man living can cure it always.
If.he fails he can
try another way.

There ‘
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than the rheumati;m. Better
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crowding it o B‘y ﬁtal force.
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ankles in the moment of his forward
swing, he had jerked the youth's fcet
back, and’ Pulver, spinning around,
crashed upon the floor. In a twink-
ling the two men leaped upon him,
fairly crushing out his breath.

“Don’t kill him, Bill; get the gag

in his mouth!”’ panted the shorter
man,

Pulver, dazed and stunned, was
trying to struggle. He felt some-

thing crushed into his mouth, stif-
ling, terrible. All the¢ blood of his
veins scemed boiling up and boom-
ing inside his skull, Strangely, in

that moment of mental dimness and

agony, he thought of his mother
hastening toward him on the im-
periled express; of the ore “‘wild **
which  must soon pa the station

going southward to crash into her
train; of the dispatcher’s order to
hold the ‘‘wild"” until the express

should arrive,
In the terror of the thought, in
the maddening vision of wreck that

swept through his mind, he got up
with the two men hanging to him.
Together they crashed back ‘and

forth across the little room, crush-
ing the chairs, jostling against the
stove, hurtling against the walls,
with Pulver trying insanely to get
to the signal level. He could not
speak for the choking thing tied in
piace with a knot at the back of his
neck that filled his mouth ; each of
the robbers had him gripped fast by
a wrist; he felt his heart would
burst.

By times he carried his assailants
nearly to the signal lever; his arms
seemed being torn from their sockets.
If he could but breathe freely! If he
could only tell them! As he plunged
and struggled the taller man snatch-
ed one of the revolvers from™ the
floor. “Don’t kill him, Bill; he’'s got
te open the safe!” gulped the other
between laboring breaths. *‘ Look
out!” Pulver had wrenched his right
hand loose and had caught the tall-
er man by the throat, bearing him
backward toward the lever, but the
pistol-butt suddenly came down up-
on the young fellow’'s head, sick-
ening, deadly. Involuntarily they let
go of him, and he staggered back
and fell in pitiful fashion near the
irner partition.

For a moment he lay
his eves  upturned and twitching,
then suddenly he grew still, and
looked straight at the men. The pu-
pils of his eyes were dilated, and,
though he stared hard at them, he
seemed gazing at something far

guivering,

away. An instant later, hs bounded
up like a steel spring released, and
sprung through the door into the
freight room. He went over the

boxes and barrels like a flying  deer,
and burst out upon the platform
through the half-opened door at the
south end of the great room. His
dumfounded assailants plunged after
him, but he fled down the track like
a melting shadow. In his semi-deli-

rium of mind he recognized and
heeded but one thing ; up from the
south, a dozen miles away, he seem-

ed to see the express rushing toward
him like a burning star. He was to
meet and stop it.

As he flew along the track he tore
the stifling gag from his mouth,-and
the bitter air came into his throat
like ice. At the south end of the
switches, an eighth of a mile from
the -station, he came upon a hand-
car standing on the rails. With a cry
he stopped abruptly. From some-
where back in the gray darkness
came the sound of rumming feet. He
gave the car a push, sprang upon it,
and threw his weight upon the han-
dle-bar.  The wheels began to burr
and hum; the dull blur in his brain
faded away and in its stead came a
keen, painful, burning activity of
mind, abnormal and strange, for by
nature he was big and slow.

This car was the means &y which
the robbers had come to Langly, he
told himself, and the means b§ which
they had hoped to escape. They had
stolen it from the section house,
probably at Sutton. Some of the sec-
tionmen’s tools were still on the car;
he felt them under his feet. Suddenly
he threw back his head with a cry
of joy. The switch and ice-house
down at the marge of Sutton Lake!
He had remarked them as he came
up on the mail. If he could but gain
the switch and throw it! With some-
thing like madness he poured all his
great strength into the wheels, and
the car went humming the long,
sinuous grade, through the echoing
groove of the canon.

Up near Langly Station his two
Fursuers had stopped. Pantingly the
shorter one looked up toward the
sky. Throllhing up the northern
heaven and pulsing into the incom-
parable dome flowed the filmy, ghost-
1y streamers of the aurora. By times
these burned red through all their
gauzy webs, again died away pale
and flickering, then gushed upward,
radiant, indescribable.

‘“Look at that, Bill!”” whispered
the one who first saw the vision.
The other looked, and ended the
stare with an oath. “It’s nothing
but Northern Lights,”” he growled,
but his bravado had in it a note of
awe. ‘“‘Let's -get the ticket money
and skip.”’ he said. ““Where do yeh
s'pose Jim is? Heard 'im shoot, but
seen nothing of ’im since.””

“Don’t ‘know. Listen! There's a
tiain comin’ from the north! Let’s
get out of this, Bill!”” They ran
across the tracks, and, entering a
road that bordered the ridges, dis-
appeared in the gloom.

Truly a train was coming. Down
the main defile, roaring through the
silence of the night, ecame the ore
““wild."”” Inside the station a poor
soul was making life’s last effort—
a supreme struggle to do.a deed
worthy of man. Inch by inch, foot
by foot, the tramp operator was
dragging himself toward the signal
lever. He had heard the dispatcher’s
order to Pulver, and now the roar
of the approaching train came to
his dulling ears. ‘‘Brace up and be a
man; that's what he said,”’ whisper-
ed the erawling figure. A red trail

marked his progress. He . was al-

battering and pounding through a
billow of clamorous sounds. To the
man dn the floor its roar was faint
and far off, like the dreamy noise of
falling waters. ‘‘Brace up—and-—be
—a—man,"”’ he breathed, trying to
get his stiffening hands above the
base-board of the room; then, closing
his fingers as if clutching the lever,
he sighed 'and trembled and fell
eternally still.

The engineer of the ‘‘wild’’ pushed
back the frosted window of the cab
and looked up at the ’si,‘:nnl as they
flew by. The green light was on; the
windows of the station were white
with frost. He opened the throttle a
notch wider, making for the meeting
point with the express at Sutton. He
had feared he would find the end
light. turned against him, but now it
Was  all right; they would reach
home and wife and child the quicker
at the distant division station! Thus
with' its crew ignorant of the trag-
edy and impending catastrophe the
night held, the train went pouring
down Langly Canon after Pulver.

Poor fellow! As hard as man ever
strove Pulver strove. Above him
raced a glimmering storm of stars
tangled with waving ribbons of the
aurora; by him flashed the whirling
walls of the canon—here snow-cov-
ered, bulging masses of stone, there
streaked with black torrents of
spruce and pine. He heard nothing
save the noise of the car and the
turmoil of his breath and blood in
their labor, but he felt the ore train
behind him. How soon would it
overtake him? How soon would he
be crushed between the trains? The
questions were like spurting flames
in his brain. He must now be half-
way to the switch; it was five miles
from Langly. His breath came hoarse
and panting; he was dizzy with the
swift rise and fall of his head above
the working-bar; his throat was dry,
and the icy air burned in it like fire.
But onward and onward he flew,
disheveled figure, in his breast
tempest of haste.

He did not know surely
the switch was, and he
might pass it, for things
about him; but it
and he still drove down and lifted
ur the working<bar with all his
bpower, praying God for help. Would

a
a

just where
feared ‘he
glimmered
must be ahead,

the curves and windings of the track
never cease? Was there no end? Ah,
here it was—-the long, black bulk

of the ice-house stretching along the
shore, and the broad steel-gray mir-
ror of the frozen lake with the re-
flected aurora dabbling it as with
fire! He set his foot hard on the
brake, and reversed his push and pull

on the bar. As the car stopped he
leaped off, and, catching it by the
hand-grips, threw the machine
around and clear of the rails, then,

half insanc and laboring for breath,
he rushed.to the switch.

In a moment he was on his knees
in the snow tearing wildly at the
lock. How could he get it unfasten-
ed? He had no key! From south-
ward came the dull roar of“the ex-
press, following the long curve of
the shore, and down Langly Canon
came the muffled thunder of the has-

tering ore train. They would crash
together before his eyes! From his
lips burst a wild prayer, mingling

the names of mother and God.

He glanced around at the impass-
ive world imploringly, but the cold
stars, the frozen lake, the black tor-
rents of pines on the mountain-sides
offered him nothing. Help came from

within, or did that thought drop
down from beyond the stars? With
& cry he bounded over to the half-

inverted car, and, raking his fingers
through the snow, found a track-
wrench. Springing back to the switch
h: thrust the handle of the wrench
through the clutch of the lock and
tore the mechanism in pieces. Wrench-
ing the shattered parts away, he
pulled the pin and threw his should-
er againsf the lever. But it would
not yield!"

Then arrived the moment when he
was as one who had ceased to be of
mortal strength. A kind of insanity
of power came upon him. The siding
was covered with snow, the sides of
the switch were clogged with frost,
vet little by little he drove the lever
around, hearing his tendons tear, his
joints grind - and crack, and seeing
all the air grow full of rolling disks
of red, while nearer and nearer swept
the clamor of steam and wheels from

the south, and down Langly Gorge
rolled an increasing thunder,
Wildly crushing his breast and

shoulders against the lever, he heav-
ed and strained, and struck it great
blows with the full weight of his
body, crying out gaspingly to his
Maker. The express seemed not fifty
feet away when the lever came
around to the .pinhole and he thrust
the iron in. Terrible and mighty the
engine. burst upon him, whirling its
string of lighted coaches along the
rails. With a deafening crunch of
frost, a roar of the whistle for
brakes, and the clung and tearing of
reversed drivers, the train swept,
curving and rocking, upon the sid-
ing. There would be no cars there
for loading until June; the ice was
thirty inches thick; on the morrow
men would begin cutting. It was de-
lightful destiny.

Out the train went crashing and
thundering over the end of the empty
siding and swept upon the field of
ice." From the wheels spurted a
showering sheet of white; a cloud of
steam burst up about the engine
from the firebox; then the train
stopped, a hundred feet from shore,
but as secure as if standing upon a
floor of armor-plate. y
Passengers and crew swarmed
down upon the solid blue field, and
there was shouting and dismay. No
man could understand it, but . a
glimmer of the night’s tragedy dawn-

“THIS IS WHAT THEY SAY.

rilla for scrofula, eczema, erup!

Those who take Hood's Sarsapa- |
ons

ed upon the conductor and others
when they turned back to the switch
and found a young fellow, battered
and bleeding, lying insensible at the i
base of the target. Five hundred feet
southward stood the ore “‘wild.””

“Who is he, anyway?'’ cried the
conductor. “‘Great Scott, what a
ciose call for us!” He was kneeling
in the snow and had Pulver's bat-
tered head on his breast.

“Let me get to the signal! Throw
the red light for the ‘wild!" " sud-
denly shouted Pulver, leaping to his
feet.

Despite the strong hands that
were upon him he stripped himself
leose. Then he stopped and looked
around curiously—a wounded, piti-
ful figure. He saw the passenger
train, lighted and glowing, standing
out on the-aurora-tinted mirror of
ice, he heard the ore “‘wild"’ backing
up to give assistance, then suddenly
a little woman came from the crowd
and put her arms about him with a
tender cry, and gazing, down upon
her face he said ‘“‘Mother!"”’ and burst
into laughing tears.— Alva Milton
Kerr, in the Philadelphia Saturday
Evening Post.

Business Cards.

M. SHARKEY,

Fire Insurance Agent-
Valuations made. Personal supervision
given to all business. 1340 and 1723 Notre
Dame street. Telephone Main 771.

LAWRENCE RILEY,

PLASTHRBER.

Successorto John Riley. Kstablished 1860,
Plainand Ornamental Plastering. Repairs of
all hndsg»mmrtlynnandod to. Estimates fur-
nished, Postal orders attended to. 15 Paris
Street, Point St.Charles.

TEL. MAIN 3090.

T. F. TRIHEY,

REAL ESTATE.

Money to Lend on City Property and Improved

Farms
INsURANON. VaLoarions.

Room 33, Imperial Building,

107 8T. J’Alll! STREET.

Ofice,148 St. James. Tel.Main 644.
Residence, Telephone East 445 .

JOHN P. O’LEARY,

[Late Building Inspector 0.P.Ry.)
Contractor and Builder,

RESIDENCE: 3 Prince Arthur St.,
MONTREAL.
Estimates givem aud Valuations Made

J.P. CONROY
(Latewith Paddon & Niokolson
228 Centre Street,
Practical Plumber, Gas and Steam Fitter,

BLEOTRIO and MEOHANTOAL BELLB te.
«u.Telophome. Mnuinm, 3562.....

EsranLisunp 1864

C. OBRIEN
House, Sign and Decorative Painter.

PLAINAND DECORATIVE PAPER HANGES

Whitewashingand Tinting. Orderspromptly
attended to. ’l’ernl moderate.

Residence 645, Office 647, Dorchester street,
oast of Bleurystreet. Montreal.

CARROLL BROS,.

Registered Practical Sani‘arlans,

PLUMBERS,STEAM FITTERS, METAL
AND SLATE ROOFERS,

785 CRAIG STREET : mear $t. Autolne

Drainageand Ventilation a specialty

Ohargesmoderate Te 1884

TRLEPHONE, 8898,

THOMAS 0’GONNELL

Dealerin General Household Hardware, Painte
and Oils. °

187 McCORD 8TREET, Cor Ofrawa

PRAOTIOAYL PLUMBER,

GAS, STEAM and HOT WATER FITTER.
RUTLAND uxnég.‘:}rs ANY STOVE,
{ Moderate

=

Orders

promxtly attended to.
charges. .-:

trial solicited .

Wh
CHOICE BEEF.VEAL, MUTTON, Pork
54 Primce Arthur Streel . R

L] inl Rates for
o) Oharitabl

Telophome. Enst 47

NIEL FURLONG,

Professionat Caras.

PRANK J,CURRAN.B. A\ BG.L.

ADVOCATE, $
SAVINGS BANK CHAMBENS,

180 8t. JamenStreet,
MONTREAJ .




