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CHAPTER XI.

“ ‘Yes, I know you, Ralph Ruther
ford,’ I replied. ‘Who sent you here?’

“ ‘The devil, I dare say,’ he answer
ed. T didn't come of my own accord, 
you may be sure. You're the last 
man to whom I care to owe my life. 
But I can't help myself. I am forced 
to ask you to let your men row me 
over to Shoal Island. If you don'i 
feel like doing me a kindness, you 
can grant my" request for my wife’s 
sake. She used to be an old flame 
of yours at one time, I believe.’

“ ‘The look in the man's face and 
the way he uttered these last words 
roused all the devil in me, and in 
those days I’m afraid there was a 
good deal.

“ ‘Hold you tongue, and get out of 
my sight,’ I said, ‘or I’ll murder you

“ ‘In which case my pretty Nell 
would be left a widow,’ he replied, 
with a sneering laugh. ‘Take that 
you impudent beggar!’ and he threw 
out his right hand and struck mo a 
sharp blow in the face.

“ ‘Ah, I shall never forget that me 
ment. My blood seemed to turn to 
liquid fire in my veins. I sprang at 
my insolqnt rival with the fury of a 
wild beast, and, seizing him by the 
throat, forced him backward and 
struck his head with a sudden blow 
against the stone wall.

“ ‘Nothing more was needed ; that 
one blow had done its work. Without 
a word or a struggle, my rival fell at 
my feet in a limp heap. I had killed 
him.’

“Mercy!” gasped Kelpie, with a 
shudder, the pretty pink fading m 
her çtieeks, but, with her next breath 
she said bravely :

“Go on, daddy.”
“There isn’t much more to tell,” 

said the old man. “What there is you 
shall have in poor Tim’s own words

“ ‘.I think I lost my senses for a 
moment,’ Tim went on. telling me 
all. ‘At any rate, I cannot recall 
anything that happened till I found 
myself seated on the cot, while the 
dead man lay in a heap a few yards 
off. It must have been a strong in
stinct of self-preservation that 
brought me to my senses, and to my 
feet in the same breath.

“T had killed my rival, but I would 
not go to the gallows for my crime. 
The strength of a giant seemed to 
possess me all in a moment. There 
was a door at hand, leading out on 
the dark, foam-whitened parapet. I 
opened it and looked out.

“ ‘Deep darkness overhead and the 
wild black sea below. I went back 
and gathered up the limp, motionless 
form in my arms, crossed the 
threshold, and, with an effort’ that 
seemed super-human, hurled it over 
the railing. A curious, sound that 
might have been the cry of a storm- 
tossed sea-bird, a dull splash far be
low, a swirl of ghastly eddies, then 
dead, dark silence. I can remember 
gazing down into the wild sea for a 
moment with a strange feeling at my 
heart, then I went bac,k to the living 
room, shutting the door after me.

“ ‘The dead man’s jacket lay on a 
chair, and on a desk near at hand

was a leather belt, which must have 
been worn about his waist—at any 
rate, it was marked with his name. 1 
picked up the belt, and, finding it 
heavy, fastened it about my own 
waist beneath my jacket.

“ ‘Then I went up to the watch 
room, and, after a few moments, 
rang the bell to warn the man below 
that his turn had come. Some time 
elapsed before he made his appear
ance, and then his face was pale and 
there was a startled look in his eyes.

“ ‘The man whose life we saved, 
sir------ ’ he began.

“ ‘Well, what about him?’ I put in. 
‘He’s getting better, I suppose?’

“ ‘He’s gone, sir, and we found the 
door opening out on the parapet 
standing open and a handkerchief 
narked with the man’s name blowing 
ibout the deck.’

“ ‘That was the end. The man had 
one out and fallen over the parapet, 
t was feasible enough, and every

body believed it. I might have re- 
lained at the old tower and kept the 
ight until the day of £oom, and no- 
jody would have suspected me, but 
I couldn't do it. The dead man’s 
belt was filled with gold and jewels, 
and I couldn’t bring myself to throw 
it into the sea, so I hid it in the se
cret stairway.*

“ ‘The secret stairway ?’ I asked. 
What is that?’
“‘Is it possible you don’t know?’ 

said poor Tim to me. with a look of 
vonder in his dying eyes.

“ T don’t .know ; tell me about it,’ 
[ replied.

“ ‘You’ve noticed an iron hook on 
he right-hand side as you enter thj 

storage-room?’
“ ‘Yes, many a time,’ I rteplied.
“My poor friend’s strength was 

quite gone and he gasped painfully 
for breath. I gave him a little more 
.vine and raised his head.

“ ‘Push the hook upward,’ he 
gasped, with a desperate effort, ‘and 
the sliding panel will move. Go 
down and find the belt. It is for Nel
lie. Ask her to forgive------ ’

“Poor Tim’s voice failed him with 
that last word,” said the old keeper, 
'and with his next breath his life 
went out.”

It was Tom Holland who broke the 
silence that followed.

“Well, cap’n,” he said, speaking 
with an effort, “you found the belt, 
of course?”

“No, Tom,” the old man replied. “I 
found the secret ladder, and I’ve 
searched time and again for the belt, 
but I’ve never been able to find it; 
and to this day,” he added, “I can’t 
make up my mind whether poor 
Tim’s dying confession was the crea
tion of a madman’s brain or a true 
story.”

“And poor Nellie,” said Kelpie, 
with tears in her eyes, “what became 
of her?”

"God knows,” replied the old keep
er sadly. “She disappeared a short 
time before poor Tim’s death, and has 
never been heard from. Poor soul, I 
suppose she’s dead.”

“Tom,” said Kelpie, when her 
grandfather had gone to look after 
the light, “I’m going to find that 
belt.”

“I don’t think there’s any belt to 
find,” answered Tom. “The whole 
story was a i creation of poor Tim’s 
brain.”

But Kelpie shook her head.
“I’m going to find that belt, I tell 

you, Tom,” she repeated.

CHAPTER XII.
It was about a month after the 

great storm which had strewn the 
rocky shores below the fatal shoals 
with the debris of wrecked vessels 
and shaken the gray tower of New 
Castle Light to its very foundation 
that old Janet, Kelpie’s Scotch nurse, 
came over unexpectedly from Thatch
er’s Rock.

She brought with her as an excuse 
for her sudden appearance a supply 
of lavender-scented bed/ linen and 
fresh apparel for the old keeper and 
his granddaughter, and sundry jars 
of toothsome sweets and appetizing 
sauces to be shàred with the hard-

Indigestion, Gas or 
Sick, Sour Stomach»

No Indigestion, Gas, Sourness or. Up
set Stomach if you’ll take “Pape's 

Diapepsin”—Try This ! »
Do some foods you eat hit back— 

taste good, but work badly; ferment 
into stubborn lumps and cause a sifck, 
sour, gassy stomach? Now, Mr. or 
Mrs. Dyspeptic, jot this down: Pape’s 
Diapepsin digests everything, leaving 
nothing to sour and upset you. There 
never was anything so safely quick, 
so certainly effective. No difference 
how badly your stomach is disordered 
you will get happy relief in five min
utes, but what pleases you most is 
that it strengthens and regulates your 
stomach so that you can eat your fa
vorite foods without fear.

Most remedies give you relief some
times—they are slow, but not sure. 
“Pape’s Diapepsin” is quick, positive 
and puts your stomach in a healthy 
condition so the misery won’t come 
back.

You feel different as soon as 
“Pape’s Diapepsin” comes in contact 
with the stomach—distress just van
ishes—your stomach gets sweet, no 
gases, no belching, no eructations of 
undigested food, your head clears and 
you feel fine.

Go now, make the best investment 
you ever made, bÿ getting a large 
flfty-cent case of Pape’s Diapepsin 
from any drug store. You realize in 
five minutes how needless it is to suf
fer from indigestion, dyspepsia or any 
stomach disorder.

worked assistants, but the main ob
ject of her visit was a letter, whicn 
she secretly delivered into the old 
keeper’s hands.

This letter was addressed to Cap
tain Stonestreet, of the lighthouse 
service, and was post-mavkked from 
New York City.

The old woman’s hand trembftd as 
she delivered the letter, and the cap 
tain’s weather-beaten face grew 
pale as he received it. ,

“Janet, woman, it has come at 
last,” he said hoarsely, when he had 
glanced at the address.

“Yes, sir,” she answered brokenly 
“I’ve been looking for it month after 
month, and now it’s come. I had half 
a mind to tear the letter into bits 
and throw ’em into the sea,” she ad 
ded, with sudden emotion.

“God knows I wish you had,” the 
old keeper replied, and then he wen 
off with the letter in his hand, and 
shutting himself up in his room, did 
not come out for hours.

Meanwhile Kelpie came out of he 
own little nest, where, night after 
night, she was rocked to. sleep by the 
motion of the great restless sea, at
tired in one of the fresh gowns the 
old nurse had brought over, with 
little pink rose which had bloomed 
in the cottage window at Thatcher’s 
Rock fastened amid her shining black 
hair. Her cheeks just matched the 
color of the rose, and her eyes were 
as bright as stars.

“Tom,” she cried, meeting the 
young assistant as he was on his way 
up to the watch room, “stop a min
ute. I want you to see the new gown 
Nurse Janet brought me. How do 
you like it?"

As she spoke she whirled around 
with airy grace, holding up her pink 
skirts in the tips of her fingers and 
glancing bewitchirigly ever her shoul 
der.

Tom looked at her with all his hon
est heart in his handsome eyes.

“I’m afraid I don’t know much 
about gowns,” he replied, a trifle 
bashfully.

“How tiresome!” exclaimed Kelpie, 
stamping her foot impatiently. “You 
certainly must know whether you ad
mire a thing or not when you see it.”

“Oh, yes, I certainly know that 
much,” answered Tom, with a quiet 
smile. “I admire you immensely, 
but I can’t just make up my mind 
whether it is the gown that beautifies 
you, or you that makes the gown 
charming.”

“How provoking you are,” said the 
girl, with a toss of her head, “but 
you’re a clever fellow all the same. 
That was a very nice compliment, 
Tom.”

Moving backward, she made him a 
sweeping curtsey.
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“Stop this instant!” she cried with 
her next breath, rûshin^ to the young 
man's side and plucking at bis 
ar.m. “Look at the cobwebs on your 
arm, and you’re covered with dust. 
Tom, have you been down the secret 
ladder again? Honor bright, now- 
have you?”

Tom nodded liis handsome head.
“Now, I just call that selfish, Tom. 

Yes, I do. I asked you not to go 
agaiq without/ me—you know 1 did 
Oh, Tom, have you found the belt?”

“No, Kelpie; I didn’t look for it."
“What did you go down for, then'”'
“To make sure that the ladder was 

safe before I took you with me.”
“Oh, did you, really? How good 

you are, Tom. Forgive me for being 
so cross and hateful.”

So saying, with a beautiful blush 
and a radiant light in her eyes. Kel
pie went close to. his side and slip 
ped her hand within his arm.

Poor, foolish Tom! His heart 
thumped against his ribs so furiously 
that he could scarcely ^breathe, and 
a torrent of eloquent words rushed 
to his Ups, but he thought of the lit 
tie chain and the locket containing 
the pictured face and forced them 
back. He knew that Kelpie had 
worn the little locket above her 
heart ever since he bad found it un
der the dead bird’s wings, and that 
day after day, she hoped and waited 
for Carroll Fitzhugh’s coming. So he 
set his teeth hard together, and 
crushed down the longing of his pas 
sionate heart, and would not speak.

“You’re very nice . to me, Tom,’ 
Kelpie went on, her little hand still 
resting on bis arm. “You’re going to 
let me go down with you and hunt for 
the belt, aren’t you? I’ve set my 
heart on finding it.”

“It will never do to go down in 
that pretty gown,” he replied, with a 
laugh. “You must make a perfect 
rag woman of yourself.”

“Must I, really? Why, that will be 
great fun. I’ll run away and put on 
that old gown I wear when I help 
daddy to clean the lamps, if you’ll let 
me go.”

“All right. We might as well go 
n,ow as any other time.”

Marlon ran away, laughing like a 
child, and Tom stood and watched 
her with adoring eyes, the old per 
sistent thought torturing him:

“What shall I do? How shall 
bear the burden of life when that city 
chap comes and wins her away from 
me forever?”

In the meantime, as Kelpie went 
skipping past the door of her grand 
father’s room, It fcas thrown open 
and the old man come out.

“Is that you, little one?” he said 
“Wait a moment; I want to see you.

He held an open letter in his hand 
and his face was so white and stern 
and his voice so changed that Kelpie 
stopped short and stared at him.

“Why, daddy, what’s the matter?” 
she cried. “Are you 111?"

“No, I’m well enough, child. Don’t 
go. I want you.”

“Has anything happened, daddy?’1 
said the girl, glancing at the open 
letter with a strange feeling at her 
heart. “Don’t keep me in suspense

“I won’t. Yes, something has hap
pened,” he said, in a trembling 
voice ; “something I hoped wouldn’t 
happen for many a long year. Come 
in here, my dear, and I’ll tell you all 
about it.”

He took the girl’s arm, and, draw
ing her into the room, closed and 
locked the door, while poor ,Tom, 
standing a little apart, looked on, 
with a terrible foreboding of coming 
trouble at his heart.

When Kelpie looked up at her 
grandfather as he drew forward a 
chair, and placed her in it, she was 
amazed to see big tears trickling 
like raindrops down his furrowed 
cheeks.

‘Why, daddy, dear,” she cried, 
throwing her arms around his neck, 
you are crying. What troubles you, 

daddy? What has happened? Please 
tell me, or my heart will break.”

(To be Continued.)

List of Unclaimed Letters Remain
ing in the G. P. O. to Match

2nd, 1915.

Beef, Butter, etc.
Ex Train Monday:

Beef, Bogs, Motton, 
Lamb, Butter.

J. KNIGHT
Commission Merchant- —

Adams, Allan 
Adams, A. W.
Anderson, Miss M., card, Military Rd.
Antell, Wm. or Willis
Abbott, Mrs. Mark, Cuddihy St.

B
Baird, Jas. Boyd 
Blackmore, Pierce 
Batterton, Mrs., Brazil’s Square 
Barron, Miss Maggie, New Gower St. 
Barrett, H. M., Mullock St. 
Beddecombe, S., Allandale Road 
Beech, Almond, Water St. West 
Beer, Wm., West End Cab Stand 
Brine, John, care Mrs. Halley 
Biggbltt, Aaron, Casey St. 
Biddiscombe, John 
Bishop, Miss Josie 
Brayon, Miss A., Bond St.
Bonner, Alfred, Gower St.
Boland, M. F.
Brown, Martin, card, Long’s Hill 
Bowridge, P. F.
Broadnick, A., Water & Duckworth St. 
Butt, William 
Bussey, Fred
Butcher, J. W., Brazil’s Sfluare 
Bastow, Mrs. M„ Brazil’s ' Square

Carew, Michael, Charlton St.
Chafe, Alfred, Torbay Road
Carroll, Miss Josie
Chafe, Miss Lizzie, Freshwater Road
Chafe, Miss Alice
Cowey, Mrs. James, Bond St.
Cochrane, Michael, Coot’s Pond
Coneway, Mrs. James, Maxse St.
Conors, Mrs. Jas., card, Barter’s Hill
Connor, M„ care Gen’l Delivery
Collins, F„ Pleasant St.
Collins, Miss M., Gower St.
Colbourne, J. C.
Connolly, Miss May, Signal Hill Rd. 
Cuff, Miss Gertrude M.
Cluett, Vincent, City 
Conley, J. Williams’ St.
Chesley, William, Adelaide St. <
Crouse, Miss Mary
Cole, George, Lyon’s Square

D
Daniel, Thomas H.
Day,- Miss Annie
Dawe, Frank G„ Beaumont St.
Davis, Ernest, care Gen’l «Delivery 
Dwyer, Michael, Nagle’s Hill 
Dooley, Richard.

care Kennedy’s Drug Store 
Doran, Piémont, George's St.
Doody, Miss Agnes
Dowen, Mrs. Richard
Dupn, Miss Kitty, King’s Bridge Rd.

E
Evans, Miss Agnès, card, Long's Hill 
Evans, George, Cabot St.
Elliott, W. H„ late St George’s 
Emily, Miss M„

care Mrs. Bellows, Queen St.

Freeman, Miss Violet 
Flemming, Mrs. John, Electric Ave. 
Forsey, Miss Josie, Young St. 
Forristal, C. F.. Bond St.
Ford, Samuel G.
Foley, Miss M„ Springdale St. e 
Furlong, Mrs. Peter, Cook’s St.

G
Gale, Miss Irvine, Military Rd. 
Galgary, Maurice, card, New Gower St 
Gard
Green, Miss Laura B., LeMarchant Rd. 
Geange, Blanche, New Gower St 
Green, L., Allandale Rd.
Goss, Silas <
Goss, T. T„ Signal Corps 
Goss, W. T.
Gudger, Mundon, Victoria St.
Gèar, Miss Ellen Jane, Lyon's Square

H
Hammond, Miss Annie 
Hatcher, Lydia, Gower St.
Hallett, Frederick, Pleasant St. 
Harvey, Edward 
Harris, Bert B„ card

Hagdon, Mrs.
Harrigan, Miss Jennie, Carter’s Hill 
Harris, Miss Elsie, Queen's—Road 
Hdllett, John, late North Hr.
Harvey, W. T.
Halfyard, Miss Lena, King’s B. Rd. 
Harris, George B.
Harden, M^ss Beatrice, 22--------- St.
Halley John, Water St.
Hill, Miss M. C„ Victoria St.
Hickey, Mrs. Ellen, King’s Road 
Hookey, Chas. T„ Cuddihy St.
Hookey, Master Hubert, Gower St. 
Hurley, Miss A.
Hunt, Edmund, Gower St.
Hurtin, Mrs. Arthur, Barnes’ Rd. 
Hurder, John, Water St.
Hann, Miss Rose, Military Road 
Hughes, Mrs. John

I
trying, Violet, retd.

J
Joseph, Abraham, care Gen’l P. Office 
Janes. Mrs. W. J.
Joy, John L., Pleasant St.

K "
Kavanagh, Chas., care Reid Co’y 
Kelly, John, Cabman, West End 
Kelly, John F„ Bond St.
Kinsman, A., care G.P.O.
Kirby, Mrs. Ellen 
Kilcup, D„ West End P. Office 
King, John

Lamb, Stanley, Truckman 
Layman. Miss Bride, Military Rd. 
Layne, Catherine,-Mrs.
Lawrence, Mrs. James, Coronation St. 
Lawton, A. T
Lewis, W. J., Pennywell Rd.
Lockyef, Miss Sarah Ann,

LeMarchant Road 
Louis, Mary Ann, Springdale St. 
Lundrigan, Miss Maggie, Casey St. 
Lurren, Miss Alice, Brazil's Square

51
Marshall, H. G. .
Martin, A. A.
Martin, Mrs. TJios.
Maher, J. P.
Manuel, Miss A, Maud. Flavin’s St. 
Mallard. Mrs. Patrick 
Major, Mrs., Brookmill Road 
Mandevilla, Mrs. Ellie,

Rennie’s Mill Road 
Marchant. Miss C., care T. Windsor,

Hayward Avenue
Maher, Sadie B.
Martin, Eric, late Halifax 
Mercer, John, New Gower St.
Myler, Mrs. Wm., 24 ---------  St.
Millef, Miss Jennie, Morgan St. 
Mitchell, Bernham L.
Miller, Wm., Newtown Road 
Mickmidle, John, Water St.
Moores, John
Morgan, Miss Ethel, New Gower St. 
Moore, Robt. (bro. of Will),

care Gen’l Delivery 
Molloy, Miss E„ New Gower St. 
Moores, Jos., Parade St.
Mugford, J., late Birkenhead 
Murphy, H. T., Water St.
Mullins, Arthur, late Greenspond 
Mercer, J., care Stafford's

Me
MacKenzie, Miss, Ordnance St. 
McWhiter, Walter, Hamilton St.. 
McVey, Mrs. Reta, New Gower St. 
McGrath, John, Pennywell Rd. 
McLeod, Don 
McGrath, K. McKenzie

Newton, Mrs. Peter 
Nelson, J. S.
Norman, Miss Minnie 
Noseworthy, W„ Cabot St. 
Noseworthy, Mrs. S„ slip, Dicks’ Sq. 
Norman, Miss Minnie, Water St. 
Noseworthy, Miss Carrie,

Livingstone Street 
Noseworthy, Miss May, Prospect St. 
Norman, Miss Minnie, Water St.

0
Oakley, Wm., LeMarchant Rd.
Oake, Miss Agnes 
Oakley, James 
O’Neil, P. J.
Oliver, Janet, George’s St.
Oliver, Reuben, Stephen’s St. 
O’Connor, J.

P
Pafford, C.
Farrell, Wm., Mt. Scio
Parsons, Mrs. Wm., Coronation St.
Peters, David
Philipen, Miss Sophie, Water St. 
Piercey, A.
Pitcher, C., Lime St.
Pollett, Miss Maud, Pleasant St. 
Powell, Mrs. John, Flower Hill (97) 
Pollett, Miss L., .Theatre Hill 
Power. Miss Nellie, Long’s Hill 
Powers, Mrs. Lawrence, George’s St. 
Purchase, Miss Maggie,

Monks town Road 
Pike, Mrs. Thomas, Cabot St.

Ryan, Miss Maggie, Fairview House 
Ryan, Mike
Raines, Master J., Care Gen’l P. Office 
Randell, Miss Selina, LeMarchant Rd. 
Rendell, Thomas, Flower Hill 
Reid, Miss Mary E„

care W. Lampin, Livingstone St. 
Rees, Miss Jessie, F„ Duckworth St. 
Rowe, Wm., Gill St.
Robinson, Lieut. F., Good St.
Roberts, Bert 
Roberts, Miss Lizzie 
Roche. P. J.
Russell, Mrs., care Mrs. Beams,

Allandale Road
Randell, Mrs. James, Prescott St.

S
Saunders, Wm., George’s St.
St. Croix, Mrs.'Margaret,

late Grand Falls 
Sparkes, E. C., St. John's West 
Saint, Gertie, Pleasant St.
Sealev, Miss Sarah E., P. T. Home 
Smith, W. J.
Simms, John. Summerlea 
Smith. Mr., Bank 
Simms, H. J.
Smith, Allen
Shortall, Stan., Water St., care G.P.O.
Strong, Mr.
Strong, Cerial, card 
Short, Joshua, Cabot St.
Squires, Miss Stella, retd.
Stickland, Nurse, Water St.

Taylor, Miss Stella
Taylor, Miss M„ Barnes’ Road
Taylor, Miss Bessie M.
Taylor, Mrs. Wm., Gower St.
Tilley, Henry J., Duckworth St. 
Thistle, Mrs. John, Bond St.
Thorne, Miss Elsie, Lime St.
Tobin, Miss Bride, Gower St.
Thomas, E. H.
Tucker, Robert, Signal Hill Road 
Tulk, Mrs. A. T„ Pilot’s Hill 
Tobin, Miss Bride, Gower St.

W
Walsh, Martin, Long Pond Road 
Walsh, Thomas, Long Pond Road 
Waddleton, Miss Kitty,

care Mrs. H. Forsey, Y’oung St. 
WyatC Joseph, card,

care Chas. Kean 
Walsh, Miss Annie, Gower St.
Ward, Mrs. Thos., Signal Hill 
Walsh, Mrs. Richard, George’s St. 
Waterman, Miss Margaret. Water St. 
Warner, A. E„ Hamilton Street 
Walsh, Robert, Mount Scio 
Wisenqpn. Miss Sarah, George’s St. 
Winter, H: O., care G.P.O.
Whitefprd, Miss Mary, Military Road
Wills, Mrs. George
White, Robert
White, John, Gower St.
Wilson, Jim, Theatre Hill 
Woodford, Miss Elsie B., Forest Rd.

" H. J. B. WOODS, 
Postmaster General.
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The Eastern Trust Company.
A few reasons why «an estate can be better administered by 

the Eastern Trust Company than by a personal executor o^r 
administrator : —

1. The Company affords the estate absolute security; it has 
- a paid-up capital of $931,000.00, and a reserve fund of

$229,300.00.
2. It has a long experience in the work of administering 

estates; it is incorporated for this business of acting as a trus
tee,/ and, unlike many other trust companies, it does no other.

3. Its existence is perpetual. -Your estate, -in the event of 
the death of a personal executor or administrator, must took 
around for a substitute, and the work of administration is im
peded during that time, and the new executor is unfamiliar 
with the policy of his predecessor, and confusion results. This 
company’s existence is perpetual, and then) is a continuity of 
policy in its administration that the death of its officers does 
not break.

4. It possesses the confidence of governments, universities 
and prominent charities and administers their funds.

5. A number of other advantages which will appear in due 
course.

The Eastern Trust Company,
Pitts Building, St. John’s.
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Ladies’ CORSETS!
We are flow showing full lines of the celebrated

P. C. & D. & A. CORSETS.
Correct style and perfect quality in every pair.

See our SPECIAL EXTBA LONG COBSET with the four 
Garters attached at 80c. pair.

WILLIAM FREW.

Soulhworlh LIBRARY,
Me. ; Postage le.

“The Degraded Daughter.”
“Cruel as the Grave.”
"Vivia or the SecrA? of Power." 
“The Three Beauties."
“Only a Girl's Heart."
“The Haunted Homestead." 
“Retribution,” “A Husband’s Devotion” 
“The Trail of the Serpent”
“The Missing Bride.”
“The Fortune Seeker.”
“Victor’s Triumph,” “A Noble Lord.” 
“Self-Raised,” “The Bridal Bve.” 
“The Widow’s Son.”
“Love’s Labor Won.”
"Dorothy Harcourt’s Secret”
“The Curse of Clifton,” “To His Fate.” 
"Nearest and Dearest”
“The Lost Heir of Linlithgow.”
“Little Ned’s Engagement"
“The Rejected Bride.”
“A Beautiful Friend.”
"The Mystery of Raven Keeks.”
“The Unloved Wilts.’’
“The Struggle of a SouL”
"For Woman’s Love,” “IshmaeL" 
“India or the Pearl of Pearl River.” 
“Gertrude’s Sacrifice.”

GARRETT BYRNE,
Keek seller A Stationer.

Per S.S, “ Stephano,”
New York Table Apples, 
Pears, Bananas, Parsnips, 

Carrots, Beetroot, 
Oysters and Baddies,

N. Y. Chicken, N. Y. Celery, 
American Coined Beef.

JAMES STOTT.
■nraedi lisiukt cubes dis-

Thone 768.

Wiirllew ■ * td

o 1$ 
Oil

■‘to

Messages Received
Previous to 9 A.M.

VERY QUIET OX BOTH SIDES.

PARIS, March 14.
The following statement was issu-| 

ed by the French War Office iastj 
night: After the lively engagement 
of the preceding days, almost com -] 
plete calm on both sides character 
ized this day along the entire frond 
although there were occasional artil-j 
lery actions. We have consolidate 
our positions everywhere. When the 
ground, gained by us at Eparges 
came to be cleared up, we discovered 
further machine guns, which bring^ 
the number lost by the Germans 
this point to four. At Bois Lepretr 
we checked an attack which th j 
Germans attempted.

I

WESTENDE BOMBARDED.

PApiS, March 14.—(Official.)
The British air squadron has e 

fectively bombarded Westende. T 
success gained by the British a 
mies at Neuve Chapelle, proves 
have been very complete. They 
vanced on a front of about two mil. 
with a depth of front twelve hunch- 
to fifteen hundred metres, capture 
successively three lines of Irenehj 
and a fortified work to the south 
Neuve Chapelle. Counter attacks 
livered with great violence by 
Germans were repulsed. The en 
suffered great losses, and left in 
hands of the allies prisoners wh| 
number considerably greater thii 
first, reported. The British hei 
field artillery very effectively pi 
pared the way for and supported 
vigorous action of the infantry.

GERMANS’ HEAVY LOSSES.
LONDON, March 14.1 

The War Office to-night made tl 
following announcement; A hea\l 
counter attack, delivered by the ena| 
my on Saturday afternoon, and sevl 
eral minor counter-attacks earlier in 
the day, were all repulsed. Judgin, 
by the observations on the varice 
positions of the field of battle, and bj 
statements of prisoners, which no^

. number 1,720, the enemt's loss® 
must have been very heavy, and caij 
not have fallen far short of iO.oq 
men within three days. A train ^ 
Don Station was blown up by our af 
craft on Sunday morning. While tiJ 
War Office makes no mention of tij 
region where the above operation! 
took place, it is probable they occur

AND

Prepared only by
DR. F. STAFFORD A SON,

, St. John’s, Nfld.
c-rTt£2ufacturers ot 3 Specialties:IÏ4EF0KD’S UNIMENT. 
2Ï4Ef°KD’S PRESCRIPTION “A”. 
gTA£EORfli’S FHORATONE COUGH 

CURE.

E 11

Open Every Night !
STAFFORD’S DRUG STORE, Theatre I 

Hill, selling >
PHORATONE COUGH A COLD CURE I 
to all persons suffering from Coughs, | 
Colds, Bronchitis and Impressions on I 
tile Chest. Hundreds of people are i 
suffering fromCoughs and Colds at the 
present time. Phoratone Cough and 
Cold Cure is what you want.

STAFFORD’S LINIMENT and CAM* J 
PHORATED OIL is also an excellent I 
remedy to use for children suffering 
from Bronchitis and Impressions of ' 
the Chest. I.

Bill ' '


