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CHAPTER XXI.—continued

"But what, Mr. Carmody ?" The 
glistening eyes were fastened un
pleasantly on Tighe'a face.

"Mr.Maloney,Tighetooka step 
forward, and assuming an expres
sion indicative of severe mental dis
tress, he said in a lower tone than 
he had previously used : “1 heerd 
somethin’ today that med me feel 
purty bad iver since ; an’ all the 
way down here I’ve been houldin' 
an argymint wid mesel’ whether I 
ought to tell you or not ; it was in a 
saycret it was revaled to me be a 
sarvint o’ one o’ the spoortin’ min ; 
it consarns you, Mr. Maloney, but 
I’m loth to tell, for mebbe it’s none 
o’ me business afther all ; an’ I'm 
equally loth to kape It, for thin I’ll 
be lookin’ at an honest man loike 
yersel' losin' hapes o’ money.”

"Losing heaps of money !” the 
miser wildly repeated, and his 
giant frame trembled like as aspen; 
he clutched Tighe’s hands with his 
bony fingers. "Tell me, Mr. Car
mody ; what did you hear ?”

"Och, what’ll I do at all, at all ?" 
cried Tighe, in well-feigned disV’ 
tress ; "och, why did I spake an' it 
a saycret ; sure I’ll only he gittin' 
mesel’ in throuble !”

"Tell me, Mr. Carmody," re
peated the miser, tightening his 
trembling grasp of Tighe’s hands.

"Will yqu kape the saycret too, 
Mr. Maloney, if I tell you—will you 
swear afore Heaven that you will 
niver revale it, no matther what 
comes or goes ?”

“I will, Mr. Carmody ; I’ll do 
anything for you, only tell me.”

“Thin down on yer knees an’ 
repate what I say.”

The large form knelt abjectly be
fore Tighe, while Shaun, close by 
his master’s side, stood sharply 
watching ; at the first grasp of 
Tighe's hands by the miser the dog 
had sprung from a comfortable 
couch which he found on an old rug 
to Tighe’s side, and he only waited 
further demonstration of force 
toward his master on the part of the 
old man, to spring at the latter’s 
throat,

“I swear-----,"said Tighe solemn
ly.

“I swear,-----’’ repeated the kneel
ing man, in a voice that shook as 
much as did his powerful frame.

“Afore Almighty Goij, an' all the 
angels an' saints this noi£ht,-----”

Again the trembling repetition 
from the miser.

“That I, Ned Maloney, will never 
revale to man nor mortal a syllable 
o’ what Tim Carmody is goin’ to 
tell me ; if I do may me sowl burn 
in hell afire foriver !"

It was all faithfully repeated, 
and Mr. Maloney, was allowed to 
rise.

"Well, the saycret is this,” said 
Tighe : “Joe Canty is to be arristed 
for debt ; he’s been thryin’ to stave 
off his creditors till the race would 
be over, but there’s one crusty old 
chap that has a grudge agin’ Joe, 
an’ he’s detarmined to take it out o’ 
the poor fellow in more ways than 
one. He’s goin’ to wait till the 
very mornin’ o’ the race, an’ it’s 
betune a couple o’ peelers poor Joe 
will foind himsel’, instead o’ the 
back o’ yer horse."

The miser's glittering eyes were 
distended till they seemed twice 
their size, and his wide mouth, 
partially open, disgustingly re
vealed his yellow teeth.

Tighe continued : “If you want 
to take the chances o’ Joe Canty’s 
arrist, Mr. Maloney, an’ let things 
go on as they are, why, well an’ 
good—I’ll have nothin’ more to say; 
but if you’ll take another rider for 
yer horse, I’m yer man !”

The miser started back as if the 
suddenness and unfitness of the pro
position had overcome him. Tighe 
followed him, assuming an ener
getic, independent air.

"I’ll win the money for yer 
backers, Mr. Maloney ; do you think 
I’m not able ? thrust yer moind 
back, an’ see if you can remimber 
me iver losin’ a race that I was 
engaged in, even wid the best 
spoortin’ min to the fore. Don’t I 
know ivery inch o’ the counthry 
they’re goin’ to ride nixt Tuesday, 
an’ can’t I judge a horse from his 
snaffle to his fetlock ? How and 
iver, Mr. Maloney, I’ll have no more 
to say in the matther ; you’re bound 
to kape the saycret, an’ as for the 
rest, you can plaze yersel’. I’ll be 
here in the mornin’ for the horse."

“Stay a moment, Mr. Carmody," 
besought the miser, "give me time 
to consider the matter.”

"There’s no considerin’ to be 
done,” replied Tighe half impatient
ly ; "the matther is an plain as a, b, 
c,—aythcr take yer risks wid Joe 
Canty to find him arristed on the 
mornin’ o’ the race, an’ yer horse, 
av coorse, withdrawn (for it would 
be too late thin to change things,) 
an’ thim that’s bet on the other 
horses’ll be only too glad-o’ the 
evint, for it’ll be somethin’ in their 
favor, an’ you may be sure it isn’t 
for yer intherests they’ll be carin’ ; 
you can do that I say, or on the 
other hand you can jist put Joe 
Canty off whin he comes down here 
to see the horse by Bayin’ you won’t 
have him looked at till the mornin’ 
o’ the race1; he’ll think you’re a bit 
cracked, mebbe, or the loike, but 
what odds’ll that make as long as 
you’ve some one to ride him that’ll 
secure yer money ? An’ for that 
matther, I can go to him wid a 
message from you, biddin’ him not 
to come down here, that the horse’ll 
be ready for him on the mornin’ o’ 
the race, an’ that he can’t see him 
afore ; that’ll kape him from in

ly
him ; he’ll think iverything is all 
roight, an’ in the manetolme I’ll 
have me name booked as If I had a 
horse to ride ita the place o’ Rody 
Crane's filly that I tould you was 
withdrawn. 1 can do that aislly, as 
long as I do it in toime, an’ the 
lists won't be closed till tomorrow 
evenin'. Thin, on Tuesday nixt, 
when Mr. Joe Canty folnds himsel 
on the way to the jail, I can sthand 
for’ard to take his place ; be rayson 
o’ havin’ mè name booked they 
can’t object, an’ I can make it 
appear how I’m a frind o’yours, an’ 
couldn’t sthand by an’ let you be 
thrated in such a manner as that ; 
an’ niver fear but ivery one o’ the 
bettors on our side’ll be ready to 
back me. Now, understhand, Mr. 
Maloney, it’s no intherest o’ moine 
one way or the other—it’ll nayther 
put a pinny in me pocket, nor will 
it take a pinny out o’ it ; but 1 
couldn’t sthand by quietly an’ let a 
man be bate out o’ the sum o' money 
you 11 lose nixt Tuesday, whin it was 
in me power to purvint it.”

The miser’s eyes seemed to 
glitter through Tighe, so bright 
and so continuous was their sparkle, 
while he listened to the rapidly- 
delivered assertions. Tighe had a 
dim idea that his arguments were 
very illogical, but he trusted that 
the volubility and rapidity with 
which they were delivered would so 
becloud the old man's brain as to 
leave him with little power of 
reasoning beyond the fact that if he 
did not accede to his visitor’s prop
osition he would be sure to sus
tain a great pecuniary loss. Tighe’s 
wish seemed to be gratified ; the 
miser irns confused by the rambling 
statement, which his ignorance of 
sporting affairs made all the more 
rambling and incoherent to him, 
while at the same time he was im
pressed with Tighe’s -forcible and 
apparently honest manner.

"I should like to communicate 
with Mr. Carter," he observed, his 
whole manner indicating trouble and 
perplexity.

"What for ?” asked Tighe in well- 
feigned indignant astonishment. 
"Now, Mr. Maloney didn’t you 
swear solemnly afore Heaven that 
yer _ soul moight burn foriver in 
hell’s fire if you revaled a syllableo’ 
what I tould you? An’ for what 
else’d you be writin’ to Carther for ? 
If 1 tould the saycret to you to save 
yer bit o’ money from bein’ thricked 
out o’ you, that’s not Bayin’ that 
I’m goin’ to bethray intoirely the 
confidence that was put in me ; an’ 
besides, Mr. Carther hasn’t the 
money at stake that you have, an’ 
he won’t be the loser that you will. 
But there's one condition I was for-’ 
gettin’ ”—the last words were 
owing to oy of Tighe’s sudden 
thoughts, and with his wonted 
quickness he determined to act 
upon it, though it was shadowed 
with some misgiving ;—"if I ride 
for you, you’ll have to give me the 
money for the jockey’s dress. I can 
have it med in the town be givin’ 
the order in toime.”

The miser’s brow knitted.
“I see, Mr. Maloney,” resumed 

Tighe, "you’re not satisfied, an’ I’ll 
not force you ; the risk is yer own, 
an’ I have a clane conscience now ; 
I’ve discharged me duty loike an 
honest man, so I’ll bid you good 
evenin’.”

Again he turned to depart, and 
he had almost reached the door of 
the little shop when the old man 
hurried after him.

“One moment, Mr. Carmody ; how 
much money will this dress cost?”

"Oh, the matther o’ a pound or 
so,” answered Tighe, looking as if 
he were very unwilling to be longer 
detained ; "but I'd rather you’d 
dhrop it all now, Mr. Maloney ; to 
ride for you will only be throuble 
an’ inconvanience for mesel’. I 
didn’t think o’ it afore, but now 
that I’m givin’ the matther reflec
tion, it’ll be best for me not to do
it. Agin I bid you a very good 
evenin’, Mr. Maloney.”

He turned quickly and shot out of 
the open doorway. The miser was 
after him, out on the road, begging 
him in an abject manner to return. 
"I will give you a pound, Mr. 
Carmody," and he fumbled ih his 
breast.

Tighe returned with him to the 
shop, watching with no slight 
inward satisfaction the dirty leather 
wallet slowly and reluctantly 
brought forth. He turned his back 
to Tighe while he opened it, and 
when at last he faced Tighe a Vohr 
holding out the required amount, 
his hand trembled so that it seemed 
as if the bank-note would drop from 
his fingers. Tighe took it, pocketed 
it carefully, and then with a hurried 
air, as if anxious to 'make up for 
lost time, he said :

"Now, Mr. Maloney, I’ll be here 
bright, an’ airly in the mornin’, for 
the horse, an’ do you tell the groom 
to be bidable to me directions. 
Thin, when I get to Tralee, an’ see 
the horse properly stabled, I’ll 
make it me business to call on Mr. 
Canty, an’ deliver yer message to 
him ; an’ if he persists in cornin’ 
down here afther that do you act 
the part 1 prescribed for you*. Are 
you quite ready an’ willin’, Mr. 
Maloney, to do all that ? no hesita
tion now, but spake up loike a 
man.”

“Yes,” answered old Ned, as if 
the monosyllable was choked out of 
him.

“Very welkthin ; an’ mebbe whin 
you’re the gainer o’ as many pounds 
as I have holes in me caubeen,— 
pointing to his tattered head-gear 
-—you’ll have the cause to be thank
ful to Tighe a Vohr."

There was no solicitation this 
time to return, and Tighe, with 
Shaun at his heels, was soon taking

hasty strides toward his mother’s 
humble home.

“I may as well kill two birds 
with one stone,” he murmured to 
himself ; "I’ll see mother, an’ thry 
if I can’t put in a good word for 
Corny O'Toole ; it will rise the 
spirits o’ the little man, an' kape 
him me constant frind ; an’ faith, 
mebbe I’d need him agin’ in the 
way o’ writin’ or the loike.”

CHAPTER XXII.
CARTER VISITS DUBLIN

Mot-timer Carter was desperate. 
The fact that his perfidy seemed so 
well known to both clergymen 
caused a horrible fear that through 
their united efforts something 
might occur to intercept or destroy 
his plans. He chafed at the bare 
possibility, and as he walked the 
narrow confines of his temporary 
lodging after his meeting with the 
little party from Dhrommacohol, 
he muttered to himself, with the 
savage and threatening look of 
a wild beast disturbed from its 
lair :

“A lifetime in the one pursuit ! 
I failed with her mother, but by 
the powers I shall have her, though 
the devil should have my soul the 
minute after ! She turned her face 
away from me today ; I am a traitor 
and a worm in her sight !” He 
clinched hie hands and paced the 
room with quicker strides. "Oh, 
to bring her proud head down ! but 
it shall be brought down, and that 
soon. Rick will be prepared to do 
what I ask him when I return, and 
if I can succeed in getting Carroll 
to try to escape again perhaps he 
will be shot in the venture, and that 
will be quicker for me than to wait 
for his hanging.”

He ceased walking, and standing 
by the low mantel, folded his arms 
upon it and gave himself, up to 
moody thought. Captain Dennier’s 
manner to him on the occasion of 
their last interview had been pro
ductive of many a doubt and fear ; 
he regretted, also, having given 
the Fenian document to that 
officer ; he could have cursed 
bitterly for not being himself the 
bearer of it to Dublin ; then, the 
promised reward—there was an 
ambiguity about even Lord Heath- 
cote’s assurance to him which did 
not point so surely to the compensa
tion as the traitor desired. _ What 
if on the completion of his webx of 
treachery he should find that he 
himself had been caught in the 
meshes ! the thought was madden
ing, and goaded to an extremity to 
which in calmer moments he would 
scarcely have proceeded, he deter
mined to gj immediately to Dublin. 
Rumor had it that thither Lord 
Heathcote had repaired after his 
last visit to Tralee ; he would see 
that high military official, and have 
a distinct settlement, as well as an 
assurance that the paper which he 
had given to Captain Dennier had 
been received by the proper author
ities. He remembered the race for 
which he had entered Ned Maloney’s 
horse, but a moment’s thought con
vinced him that that need prove no 
obstacle to his journey ; the pre
liminaries of the race were all 
arranged, and Joe Canty, now that 
he was really secured for the 
animal, was too good a horseman to 
require any supervision ; beside, the 
numerous backers, as interested as 
Morty was himself, were sufficient 
to guard the interests of all con
cerned. He would be obliged to 
break his promise of bringing the 
horse up to Tralee, but old Maloney 
could do that himself, or failing to 
do it, he could trust the animal to 
the groom for the journey. These 
points settled in his mind, he hastily 
wrote the note which he subse
quently intrusted to the boy who 
was injured by the overthrown gig, 
and then he rapidly indited another 
to Joe Canty, which he also sent by 
hand ; the latter message simply 
stated his intended absence from 
Tralee and the uncertainty of the 
precise time of his return. To 
Dublin then he set his face, only to 
find, when he reached the capital 
and repaired to the castle, that 
there were more difficulties in the 
way of-seeing Lord Heathcote than 
he had anticipated. He chafed at 
the delay which involved a loss of 
days and rendered him more 
desperate and eager. It dawned 
upon him at last that the difficul
ties in the way of seeing his lord- 
ship were interposed by the latter 
himself ; then he sent up an impor
tunate card, and after still further 
delay he was conducted to the 
nobleman. Dignified ard cold to 
sternness, Lord Heathcote received 
his visitor ; but the latter had forti
fied himself too strongly to be 
abashed by the haughty presence, 
and having made his obflsance, he 
responded to the curt :

“ Well, Mr. Carter, the object of 
this visit ?” by :

“ I have ventured to intrude upon 
your lordship in order to settle 
serious doubts which have arisen in 
my mind.”

"Regarding what?” asked Lord 
Heathcote, eying him coldly, and 
for an instant toying with one of 
the medals on his breast.

“ Regarding the paper containing 
information of the Irish Republic 
whicn I gave by your order to 
Captain Dennier.”

“ I can quiet your fears about 
that,” was the cold response. "The 
paper, in a sealed cover, was deliv
ered at the castle, and it is now, 
with other sealed papers, in posses
sion 6f the proper i authorities ; it 
will play an important part on the 
trial of the prisoners who are now 
confined in the county jail at Tralee. 
Have you any further business, Mr. 
Carter ?”

Still unabashed by the increasing 
sternnesi of the nobleman’s tone, or 
the cold manner which so plainly 
signified a desire for the visitor’s 
departure, Carter said ;

‘ Captain Dennier’s own manner 
to me, stigmatizing me as a traitor, 
and showing by his words that his 
sympathies were more with this 
country than with his own, led me 
to fear that there might be foul 
play with the document.”

There was a knitting of his lord
ship’s brows for an instant, and a 
firmer closing of his rigid mouth ; 
but he made no response. Carter, 
hurried by his short-sighted eager
ness into a remark which should 
compel some reply from the 
haughty, impassible being before 
him, continued :

“ Bejieve me, your lordship, 
incapable of saying aught which 
might lessen the affection you bear 
Captain Dennier ; as your-»—"

" Cease !" the nobleman thun
dered, bounding out of his chair, 
and standing before Carter with so 
stern and commanding a mien that 
the traitor trembled and shrunk. 
" Years have passed since that 
time,” continued his lordship in the 
same voice ; “ how have you pene
trated my secret now—speak !” 
The last word was uttered in a still 
more peremptory tone, as Carter, 
wholly unprepared for the anger he 
had aroused, and vainly wishing he 
had been silent, stood in cowering 
hesitation. But that peremptory 
tone would brook neither delay nor 
evasion. He forced himself to 
meet the keen eyes bent upon him 
as if they would pierce him through, 
and he answered with a painful 
tremor in his voice :

" The secret of those years ago, 
your lordship, has always been safe 
with me ; I have never revealed it, 
and I should not have known this 
now but for the gossip of the bar
racks-----’’ He paused.

“ And that gossip ?" demanded 
his lordship ; " what^did it reveal ?"

" Your singular interest in the 
young officer, an interest that ex
tended over years, and the resem
blance between his manner and 
your own—how it was marked by 
the same sternness and power of 
command ; it flashed upon me then, 
your lordship, that Captain Dennier 
was-----’’

" Stop !" altnpst thundered the 
nobleman ; “ never must tongue 
utter that word ! it brings back the 
disgrace, the pollution of that un
fortunate, that miserable past."

Unhappily excited, despite his 
evident determination to remain 
calm, he paced the room with 
nervous and hurried tread. Carter 
watched him, regaining confidence 
and assurance as he saw this evi
dence of his power to move that 
stern and haughty soul. Suddenly 
he stopped before Carter ; he had 
subdued his emotions and his mien 
had recovered its calmness.

" Have you betrayed this knowl
edge, these suspicions ”—with an 
emphasis on the last word, as if he 
would force the belief upon Carter 
that the latter’s mind, ignorant of 
the true facts in the case, held 
suspicions alone—" of yours, to any 
one else ? have you hinted of them 
to Captaip Dennier ?.’’

V No, your ’lordship ; I had too 
much regard for you ; I would let 
the revelation of this come from 
yourself ; it was not my place to 
know aught.”

TO BE CONTINUED

DUFFY
Duffy sat in the roundhouse with 

his head in his hands, though he was 
supposed to hurry to the restaurant 
across the street to take advantage 
of the twenty minutes’ wait for the 
fast express to pass. No. 3 would 
not make any more long stops until 
it reached Elton, at ten o’clock, 
where he would be replaced by 
McArdle.

But Duffy was not feeling hungry 
just now. When he left Elton, 
forty, eight hours before, there had 
been a heavy load on his heart. 
Then he had been out-bound. Now 
he was on the in-run. only eight 
hours from Elton and the final 
admitting of the truth to himself. 
Katie had been accepting McArdle’s 
attentions with ostentatious favor of 
late. The evening before starting 
out, in his presence, she had turned 
to McArdle and spoken of the 
delights of trolley riding. It had 
resulted in a prompt invitation, 
while he stood stupidly by and 
listened. McArdle was bright, 
handsome, high spirited and care
less. He was slow and stupid and 
plain. Why not admit the truth ? 
What if he and Katie had been 
sweethearts since their public school 
days ? She loved McArdle now. 
The hard part was that he had been 
waiting for his promotion to speak, 
and the promotion had come only a 
few weeks before. The odd part 
was that McArdle had been pro
moted from the road-master’s gang 
at the same time, and to the same 
triin. McArdle’s run was two 
days West, his two days East ; and 
they shifted at Elton. So Duffy 
now sat ih the roundhouse, alone, 
with his head in his hands and his 
heavy chin growing square and 
hard and uncompromising. It made 
not a whit of difference that he was 
the one to be crushed, or that 
McArdle the supercilious was bis 
enemy and rival from their early 
school days. She loved McArdle, 
and there was nothing in the wide 
world that he would not do for 
Katie !

So when the warning toot of the 
engine recalled the men from their 
lunch, Duffy rose with all the inde-
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cision gone from his gray eyes and 
square chin.

An increasing rumble was vibrat
ing the rails to the west. Another 
few minutes and the express would 
sweep in, make Its three minutes’ 
stop, and then tear off into the 
East. As its rear car passed the 
rails of the siding the switch-tender 
would connect the rails and allow 
the freight to roll out. Duffy 
climbed to the top of the last box 
car and grasped the brake wheel. 
The vibration became a roar, and 
the express rounded the curve and 
rushed upon them, past the siding. 
Then came the signal, the brakes 
were loosed, and the long freight 
started out upon the main track 
like a huge snake slipping from its 
lair.

It had been snowing for an hour, 
soft and sticky, and clinging to 
whatever it touched. Presently 
the snow became rain, and a little 
later the weather dropped twenty 
degrees and the oozy mass froze 
into a smooth, solid coating over 
the tops of the cars.

Old brakemen know what that 
means—the worst peril in the livi s 
of men who walk freights. Duffy 
was naturally slow and methodical, 
and though daring all, careful to a 
degree. Fortunately, there were 
few stops or grades that called for 
extra braking, and for the most 
part he was able to stay at the rear 
car brake, and even occasionally 
during long runs to slip down into 
the caboose. x

But as the afternoon grayed into 
evening and the evening blackened 
into night, his face grew troubled 
and anxious. Beyond Elton was 
a wild country, with sharp up and 
down grades where the brakes 
would have to be changed fre
quently. On that part of the road, 
in the darkness, a careful man on 
top of the freight would be in more 
danger than a soldier facing bat
teries. The old brakeman in charge 
of the section ahead seemed alive to 
the peril, for once they approached 
each other he called across the cars: 
“ Keep up your spunk, Duffy. If 
you can hold on to Elton you may 
thank your stars that another goes 
into the hills. I’ve been on this 
road fifteen years, and bave only 
seen ice like this once before, acd 
there wa’n’t many freights on the 
road then but lost min. I hafe to 
think what this night’s going to 
bring to some poor fellows !”

Duffy had been thinking of the 
hills ever since the melting snow 
became rigid, glassy ice, and now 
the words of the experienced brake- 
man confirmed his worst fears. If 
McArdle took the hill trip there 
would be no use planning life for 
Katie through him As for plan
ning help without, if,such thoughts 
occurred to Duffy they were 
spurned unceremoniously aside. 
Katie loved McArdle. But what 
could he do ?

Nothing presented itself until 
they reached Marshall Junction, 
where the conductor found a tele 
gram stating that No. 7, down 
freight, was an hour behind, and 
that instead of waiting for her 
there they would hurry on and wait 
at Norwood, ten miles beyond 
Elton. This would bring them to 
Elton twelve minutes in advance of 
schedule, and instead of remaining 
the usuàl twenty minutes, they 
would only stop four or five, just 
long enough to change men. Usu- 
a’ly the new shift were lounging 
about the station, smoking and 
exchanging experiences ; but Duffy 
remembered that McArdle, with his 
customary recklessness, was in the 
habit of hurrying across the sta
tion at the last moment and swing
ing himself upon the train pfter it 
started. With the remembrance 
came a sudden desperate plan.

Almost before the freight stopped 
he was on the platform, as was the 
conductor.

“ Rush the new men out here, 
quick!” the conductor yelled. "We 
must make Norwood on time—Oh. 
here you are,” as the new shift 
hurried forward, " all but McArdle. 
Duffy, do you know where he 
boards? We can’t spare many 
minutes.”

"Yes/ sir. He has a room just 
across the street.”

“Well, get him quicker than light
ning. The rqst of you swing up.”

Duffy ran across the station, 
through the opposite door, then 
circled round to the rear of the 
train, coming up on the far side. 
In two minutes he was standing or 
the top of a car, with cap tilted 
rakishly to one side in the manner 
that McArdle wore his. Tbe con
ductor hurrying back from tbe 
telegraph window where he had 
gone to see if there were later 
orders, saw the figure with its face 
turned away.

" Oh, there you are, McArdle !" 
ha called. “ All right !” Then his 
hand made a quick half-circle in the 
air, and the engineer, looking back, 
saw, and opened his throttle.

It was a night that Duffy and all 
others who walked freight trains 
on that road never forgot. An hour 
out, and the wind becam> a hurri
cane, sharp as needles and bitter as 
death. No brakeman thought of 
such a thing as attempting to walk 
upright on his cars. When it was 
necessary to cross from one brake 
to another they went in the only 
way possible, upon hands and 
knees, even crawling with fingers 
gripping the edges of the plank to 
keep from being swept away by the 
wind.

Duffy was vigilant and careful 
that night as, he had never been 
before. Ivery movement of a foot, 
every grip of his fingers, was made 
witji the thought that it might be 
the one which was to hold him back

Why Worry About the Many Little Details 
that take up your valuable time when 
these can be attended to for you by us.

The care of your Bonds and Securities, the collec
tion of Interest and Principal of your Mortgages, 
the payment of all Insurance Premiums, the care 
of and rental of your properties, the investment o 

s your money guaranteed against loss and at a good 
rate of interest, and many other matters.

Our charges are iVioderate and pur service is 
accurate.

Write to us or call at one of our offices.

Capital Trust Corporation, umiied
OTTAWA TORONTO

TheHome of Her Dreamy
How often- the woman in 

business reaches the climax 
of her earning power before 
she has made any provision 
for her future!

You will be young only 
once. Let us send you informa
tion about the Mutual system 
of insurance at cost.

V* MUTUAL LIFE
of Canada

WATERLOO, ONTARIO

The Net Cost Life 
Insurance Company
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Irish Flax
and 

*r*8^ Fingers
are the combination 
that have made 

i, Robinson & Cleaner's 
Irish Linen world 
famous. Bleached 

and softened by Irish suns and 
d/ws, untouched by modern chem
icals, they will withstand the wear 
and tear of years of service. They 
will grace the beds and tables of I 
your grandchildren.
The maker's price far the genuine 
Irish article, is actually louer than 
the retail prices of many imita
tions sold in Canada,
When you buy from us you get 
the pure Irish linen that has made 
Ireland famous. Our free samples 
will tell you the story. Write us 
for them.

Robinson & Cleaver
Dept. ÔO P. Limited
BELFAST • IRELAND

The Royal Irish Linen Warehouse 
BY APPOINTMENT
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Conan Doyle’s Spiritism 
a Religion ?

Its Death Knell has been Tolled 
in the cleverly assembled 

Proofs as given in

“Spiritism, the Madera 
Satanism”

By Thomas F. Coakley, D. D.
Price $1.25 Post Paid

More than a hundred burning ques
tions of the hour are answered in this 
marVelous book. It is unquestionably 
the most important book on Spiritism 
and Psychic Research. Four interest
ing chapters—132 pages. Handsomely 
bound.

The Catholic Record
LONDON. ONT.

LONDON 
OPTICAL Co.

Save Your Eyes Examirud
Do Tnion Savings Bulitim*

Richmond 8t. Promo 6180

F. E. LUKE
OPTOMETRIST 
AND OPTICIAN 

167 YONGE ST. TORONTO
(Upstairs Opp. Simpson’s)

Eyes Examined and Glass Eyes Fitted

Stained Glass
Memorial Windows

WeI make a specialty of Catholic 
Church Windows.

B. Leonard 53*,Q«b.LtQue.
Do not suffer 

i another day 
with I tcht ng, 

\ Bleedlng,or Pro 
‘ g rlli

Pll EO
■ truding rues.H ■ HHIW no

operation re
quired. Dr. Cliase’s Ointment will relieve you 
at once and afford lasting benefit. 60c. abox^ 
all dealers, or Kdmanson, Bates & Co.,Ltmltedt 
Toronto. Sample box free If you mention this 
paper and enclose 2c. stamp for postage. 
Nowfoundlat d Représentative ! Gerald 8. 

D.>yle, 8t. Johns.

BARRISTERS. SOLICITORS

MURPHY. GUNN & MURPHY
BARRldTER8, SOLICITORS, NOTARIE» 
Solicitors for The Home Bank of Canada 

SolldtorH for the Roman Catholic 
Episcopal Corporation 

Suite 63. Bank of Toronto Chambers
LONDON. CANADA Phone 170

FOY, KNOX & MONAHAN
B AKKI8TKK8. SOLICITORS, NOTARI ES,Etc

A. K. Knox 
E. L Middleton T. Louis Monahan 

George Keogh 
Cable Address : “Foy"

' Telephone. { *g
Offices : Continental Life Building 

OORNKK BAY AND RICHMOND 8TRKKT8 
TORONTO

DAY, FERGUSON & CO.
„ BARRISTERS ,
James K. Day ™. . , , ., _
John M. Ferguson ^ Adelaide St. West 
Joseph P. Walsh TORONTO. CANADA

LUNNEY Ü LAN NAN
BARRISTERS, SOLICITORS, NOTARIES 

Harry W. Luuney. K.C., B.A., B.C.L.,
% AlphonsuH Lauuan, LL. B.

CALGARY, ALBERTA

JOHN H. McELDERRY
BARRISTER SOLICITOR 

NOTARY PUBLIC 
CONVEYANCER

Money to Loan Telephone 1061
HERALD BLDG. ROOM 24 

GUELPH. ONT.

Residence Pafk 1305. Cable Address 'Lcedon.” 
“ 259HW

“ Hillcrest 1007
“ Park 4624 W Main 1583

Lee, O’Donoghue & Harkins
Barristers, Solicitors, Notaries, Eto.

W. T. J. Leo. B.C.L. J. O. O’Donoghue, K.C. 
Hush Harkins R. C. O'Doueghuo

01tices211-242 Confederation Lifo Chambers 
S. W\ Corner Queen and Victoria Sts. 

TORONTO. CANADA

V. T. FOLEY
BARRISTER-AT-LAW

HURON AND ERIE BUILDING 
CHATHAM, ONT.

DENTAL

MICHAEL J. MULVIHILL
L. D. S., D. D. S.

26 PEMBROKE STREET W.

PEMBROKE. ONT.
PHONE 176

ARCHITECTS

WATT & BLACKWELL
Members Ontario Association 

ARCHITECTS
Sixth Floor, Bank of Toronto Chambers 

LONDON ONT.

Members Ontario Association of Architects

Millson, Burgess & Hazelgrove
REGISTERED ARCHITECTS 

209 Sparks SL
OTTAWA, ONT. 

Specialist* in Ecclesiastical and Institutional 
Construction.

EDUCATIONAL

St. Jerome s College
Founded 1864 KITCHENER. ON

Business College Department.
High School or Aoaaomic Department. 
College and Philosophical Department. 
Address;
REV. W. A. BKNINGKR. O. R., President

FUNERAL DIRECTORS

John Ferguson & Sons
ISO KING sr.

The Leading Undertakers & Embalmere 
Open Night and Day

I Telephone—House 373. Factory 643 I

E. C. Killingsworth
FUNERAL DIRECTOR

Open Day and Night

| 389 Burwell St. Phone 3971 I

87 YONGE ST., TORONTO
phone main aoso

Hennessey
“Something More Than a Drug 8to

DRUGS CUT FLOWERS
PERFUMES CANDIES

Order by Phone — wo deliver

f ‘ . ■ > '


