PRIVILEGES OF MEMBERSHIP
OF THE C.TS.L

The Spiritual Privileges

include the privileges that all Masses offered for the
repose of the soul of a deceased Member of the Society
bear, in addition to the ordinary fruits of the Holy
Sacrifice, a Plenary Indulgence applicable, per modum
suffragii, only to the soul of the deceased Member,
whether or not the Masses are said at a Privileged
Altar or by a Privileged Priest.

ONE GUINEA
A _YEAR

ENTITLES YOU TO

(1) A copy of every C.T.S.1. publication issued during
the_year, priced at 6d. or under.

(2) A free eopy of each issue of the Society’s magagine,
“‘Catholic Truth Quarterly.”’
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Introducing Ambrose

CAHILL O’SANDAIR.

M
INTRODUCING THE CORPSE.

He was not liked. Let me make that clear from the
outset.  Neither by the public in general nor by his immedi-
ate neighbours. - Regarding our own staff of which he was
a member—well, suffice to say that despite the fraternal spirit
for which we of the Customs Preventive Staff are noted, John
Dexter never quite fitted in. Casting my mind back to that -
time, I recall quite clearly every detail of John Dexter’s short
career on the Carlingford Lough Patrol.

Ambrose was our Preventive Officer at the time. Few
people knew whether he was Mr. Something Ambrose or
Mr. Ambrose Something. To all and sundry he was just
Ambrose. - *

We were out on patrol in the official car near a spot
known as the Long Woman’s Grave. There was myself—

' Donal O’Neill—]Jim Warren and Ambrose.

““Well, chaps, no sign of the Long Woman to-day
either,”” remarked Ambrose as he pulled up and switched off
the engine near the A-A. sign-post. ““Guess she ain’t at

« “This is the spot where Inez fell
And here she sleeps alone !’ "’

That was our Ambrose all over, the mighty Ambrose of
some sixteen stone weight, reader of many learned tomes,
delver into archaeology, geology, meteorology, lover of fine
phrases and teller of anecdotes. ;

“Any word of the new man?” asked Jim Warren, a
young man like myself, of the freed generation as distinct
from Ambrose and various others of our staff who shouldered
the gun when times were not so good.

Ambrose felt his pockets, then put his great hands into
them searching vainly for something. Obviously unsuccess-
ful, he turned to me.

““Say, brother, is you a smoking man?’’ he asked with
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This charity is a disturbing thing. In theory we believe
that all men have the one destiny, to know, love and serve
God here on earth and to see and enjoy Him for ever in
Heaven. Herein is summarized the whole vast business of
men in time and in eternity. But how few those truly in-
tegrated personalities who live their beliefs through their
workaday hours! Ambrose must have seen the soul of
Dexter.. How else explain such victory over natural re-
pugnance? : '

“No man is more dangerous to us than the hatred with
which we hate,”’ Ambrose said once. ‘‘That’s St. August-
ine, chaps. Put ‘dislike’ instead of ‘hatred’ if you wish.”’

A very remarkable man, this Ambrose. Dexter came.
He was tall and dark and thin and rather miserable-looking
on the whole. The true inner Dexter we no more came to
know after six months than we did the first day he arrived.

But Ambrose, I know, reached to the man’s ~art. Might
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CHAPTER 11.

INTRODUCING THE POPULAR VERDICT

I left the house that morning at nine o’cldck, kissed
Mary absent-mindedly on the cheek and promised to be in
‘at one o’clock sharp for dinner. '

“But you know us by now,”” I added jokingly, ‘‘any-

~ thing can happen in our job. And this Ambrose, well, you’d
 never know what wild-goose chase he’ll bring us out on.”

Mary saw me to the gate, as usual, and stood there until
1 disappeared around the bend of the lane, heading for the
main road. It was a beautiful morning. It was unbeliev-

‘able that tragedy had marred it for one of our own staff.

I mounted my bicycle when I reached the road and
headed for Carlingford. Old Lizzie Rafferty was coming
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