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THAT
THATGreenspond NotesThen he led Violet to a seat, and 

himself drew a little -apart, with the 
captain, who had all this time been, 
so to speak, measuring his man.

“What has happened?” asked Mr. 
Thaxton. “Nothing nearly concern
ing the family, I hope.”

“N—o,” said the captain, gravely, 
and then he placed Mr. Thaxton in 
possession of the facts which were 
generally known.

A body had been found at the foot 
of the cliff.

The corpse had been identified . as 
the body of the captain’s late valet, 
Jem Starling.

Near the body a hat had been 
found.

That hat belonged to one Leicester 
Dodson.

At the name, Mr. Thaxton’s sharp 
eyes shot a swift glance at Violet.

She saw the glance, but did not 
flinch.

Mr. Thaxton nodded once or twice, 
thoughtfully.

“Where is the body?” hè asked.
“Lying at the, coastguard station,” 

replied the captain.
“I think,” said Mr. Thaxton, “that I 

should like to walk up there.”
“You will take some refreshment 

first?” said Mrs. Mildmay.
“No, than.k you,” said the lawyer. 

“I will wait until 1 return.” And he 
took up his hat.

“Is there nothing but the discovery 
of the hat near the body to direct sus
picion against Mr. Dodson?” he ask-
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nice brass band, some of the young i n8t a step that shall nc 
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The Fox Educational Board tor good 
boys and girls. Educate your child
ren while they play.

The Sentence and Wordbuilder con
sists of 48 letters and pictures from 
which the groups of words and sen
tences may be built, separate, and re
built, while the child plays until his 
interest in spelling an<j in writing, as 
well as in the meaning of words, Is 
forever rightly fixed.

Introduce the Letters and easy 
Words slowly. As soon as the child 
gets acquainted with a few letters and 
words, and the process of Word Build
ing, he will be able to build his own 
thoughts into words and sentences.

The board Is in the form of a.circle, 
Is strongly made, of a bright color and 
is nicely decorated. A most attractive 
looking game and one that will stand 
a lot of hard wear.

The price is $1.75 each, and there 
are only ten in stock.
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. a now $8.50 a barrel. A 
Z it was $7.50. Oh January 

Trade Review” noted that 
j good deal of flour, 
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’Te way” Since then, that 

, January 23rd to February 5th, 
ave been .about 15,000 barrels 
r imported. Now if this was 
previous to the advance, and 

an be no doubt Whatever about 
is the price advanced a dbllar 

fIv Does not the natural pat- 
feeling tell the merchants that 

„nt “crab” .this . dollar?
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“Oh, no,” said the captain. “I 
should like to see him; indeed, I went 
up to the Cedars, hoping to see him, 
but I could not- find either him or Mr. 
Dodson at home.”

“Why did you want to 
asked the simple lady.

“I should hqve liked him to see the 
body, and to ask him a few questions,” 
said the captain-, who knew that the 
white-muslined figure in the window 
seat was listening attentively.

“But why?” asked Mrs. Mildmay. 
“You Identified the poor fellow suffi
ciently, I should think, and what 
questions could you have to ask?”

The captaiq_drew nearer, with an 
expression of troubled perplexity.

Suddenly he laid hi 
Mrs. Mildmay’s arm, 
grave look, said:

“I had better tell you
*

tell you, so that you may be on your 
guard, and keep the news from Vio
let. I have seen the man, and some-

found

like,” said the coastguard. “You 
caught sight o’ these two letters,” 
and he turned up the hat and pointed 
to “L. D.,” which were marked in the 
inside brim.

The captain nodded, gravely.
“I confess it,” he sajd. “I did see 

them.”
And he turj^d to leave the station.
Presently he .turned back again, 

suddenly.
“Has Mr. Leicester Dodson been to 

identify the body?” he asked.
The two men looked at each other.
“No, he haven’t,” said ,the coast

guard.
And the captain, after a moment’s 

pause, left the station, and walked 
down the cliffs, with tîe small crowd 

at his heels again.
Very slowly he walked home.
When he came to the lawn wicket, 

he hesitated a moment, and turned 
bac.k again.

He ascended the- path leading to the 
Cedars, and rang the bell at the lodge.

The lodge-keeper came out to him.
“Is Mr. Dodson at home?” he asked.
“I believe he he, sir,” said the man. 

opening the gates.
The captain passed through, and 

reached the house.
A footman ushered him into the 

drawing room.
“Will you tell Mr. Dodson I wish to 

see him?” he asked. “And, if you see 
Mr. Leicester, say that I am here,’’ he 
added. ‘

The man bowed, and left the room.
Presently, Mrs. Dodson entered.
“Oh. good-morning, captain,” she 

said, holding out her hand. “Neither 
Mr. Dodson nor iny son is at home. 
Mr. Dodson has gone to London, with 
>^r. Lennox, and Leicester I have not 
seen yet.”

“Oh, it is of no consequence,” said 
the captain. “I stepped up to tell 
them of an accident which has occur
red in the village.”

“An accident? I am sorry for that! 
What is it?”

“A man fell over the cliff,” said the 
captain.

“One of the fishermen?” asked Mrs. 
Dodscn. x

“No,” said the captain, rising, and 
he told her who it was.

She looked very much shocked, but 
certainly displayed no extraordinary 
feminine alarm ; and the captain, be
ing convinced that neither Mr. Dod
son nor Leicester was at home, took 
his leave.

When he entered the breakfast 
room at the Park, he did not notice, 
or pretended that he did not notice, 
Violet, who was sitting at 'the win
dow, half hidden by the curtain ; but, 
advancing to Mrs. Mildmay, he said,
in a tone of grave concern:

t
“It is as I feared, my dear madame. 

The man is Starling, my late valet.”
“Dear me!” said Mrs. Mildmay.
“And he was found lying on the 

rocks below the cliffs. He had sud
denly fallen over, or been thrown 
over.”

“Thrown over!” repeated Mrs. Mild- 
may, with a look of horror. “Oh, who 
could be guilty of such a horrible 
crime?”

“I do not know—I cannot say,” said 
the captain, who seemed much agita
ted. “Has Mr. Leicester Dodson been 
here this morning?”

“No,” said Mrs. Mildmay. “Did you 
expect him?”
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When dusk descends and Memory 
Gomes with her subtle witchery; 
But weman can be brave and true 
And there are many tasks to do, 
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To send the fighters' life some joy- 
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CHAPTER XXI.
Outside the house was a small knot 

of men.
The captqin went out to them, and 

touched his hat.
“Which is the nearest way?” he 

asked.
A dozen voices answered hint; and. 

thus guided and accompanied, he set 
off.

In silence, followed by the crowd, 
he made his way to the coastguard 
station.

The door was closed, and another 
small crowd surrounded them.

The captain knocked, and a. coast- 
guardian opened the door, admitted 
him, and closed it upon the crowd.

Upon a table lay stretched, out the 
mangled form of the escaped convict, 
Jem Starling.

The captain approached, and un
covered his head.

“Dreadful!” be said, turning away. 
“Dreadful!”

“You recognize him?” asked the 
coastguard.

“Oh, yes.” replied the captain. “It 
is Starling, 'my old servant. I recog
nized him at once.”

The coastguard nodded.
“Where did you find him?” asked 

the captain, gravely.
“Under the cliff—about a quarter 

of- a mile .before you come to the 
guard box. Ben Bolt found him.”

“Where is Ben Bolt?” asked " the 
captain.

The coastguard opened a side door 
and called the man by his name.

A short, weather-beaten figure en
tered, and, seeing the captain, touch
ed his hat.

“The captain wants to know where 
you found this unfortunate body, 
Ben," said the man.

“On the rocks below the cliff,” re
plied the man.

“Ah,” said the captain, “just where 
the path is narrowest. The poor fel- 

. low fell over, no doubt. I saw him 
last night, and he was very intoxica
ted."

The two coastguards exchanged 
glances.

“What course do you intend tak
ing?” asked the captain.

“We’ve telegraphed to the inspect
or of police at Tenby,” said the coast
guard. “He’ll be over here directly, 
and we can tell him what we know, 
and give the things we’ve found.”

“What things^” inquired the cap
tain.

“Fetch ’em here, Ben,” said the 
man, and Ben Bolt, touching his hat, 
went to a cupboard, from which he 
brought a light felt hat and a wither
ed lily.

“There!” said the captain. “This is 
his hat, is it not?”

“No,” said Ben Bolt; “it bean’t, and 
everybody knows it. There be his 
hat,” and he pointed to the hat which 
lay beside the body. “There be his 
hat, which he alius used to wear. 
This ’un was found near him—close 
beside him, as you may see, just as if 
it had fell off with him.”

“And the flower?” asked the cap
tain.

“Was tight in his hand—tight as if 
a vise held it,” replied Ben, Bolt.

“Let me see the hat,” said the cap
tain.

The coastguard handed the hat, and 
the captain examined it.

“I have seen this hat before,” he 
said, looking at it with a puzzled air. 
“I am sure I have seen it before. 
Ah!” he exclaimed, suddenly.

“What’s the matter?” inquired the 
coastguard.

“N—nothing," said the captain, who
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I had better

Glencoe Reported,
thing else—a hat which was 
lying beside him.”

Mrs. Mildmay glanced at ,the win
dow, but the captain did, not seem to 
notice.

“The hat was Leicester Dodson’s—I 
knew it by the initials marked inside 
it—and the flower was one which 1 
gave him last night.”

Mrs. Mildmay uttered a cry of hor
ror, and it was echoed by a voice from 
behind the curtain.

The next moment Violet confronted 
him.

“What!" she breathed, her eyes 
distended and her face white.

“You here!” exclaimed the captain, 
in a tone of self-reproach. “Nothing, 
my dear young lady!” ,

“You say his hat and the flower 
were lying beside the dead man?” she 
breathed. “What do you mean? What 
do they all mean ? They do net say 
he killed him!” and, with a faint cry. 
she fell back.

The captain caught her, with a cry 
of alarm.

Mrs. Mildmay rushed to the bell.
The door opened, and the footman 

appeared. '
“Did you ring, ma’am? Mr. Thax

ton has arrived.”
At his name, Violet seemed relieved.
She drew herself upright from the 

captain’s arms, and, pushing her hair 
from her white forehead, said, with 
unnatural calm :

“Mr. Thaxton, the lawyer? Show 
him In!”

There entered a short, wiry, old 
gentleman, with a pleasant, but very 
shrewd, face, crowned by smoothly 
parted white hair.

It was Mr. Thaxton, the lawyer. 
He looked from one to the other, with 
inquiring and acute attention.

Mrs-. Mildmay came forward, and 
held out her hand.

“Oh, Mr. Thaxton,” she exclaimed, 
with agitated, earnestness, “I am so 
glad you have come!”

“So am I, if I am needed,” said Mr. 
Thaxton, bowing over her hand, and 
glancing at the captain.

“This is Captain Murpoint.”
The captain bowed, but, as he was 

pouring some eau de cologne upon 
Violet’s handkerchief, he could not 
shake hands.

A message from (’apt. Blandford to 
the Re id Company last night stated 
th#L the •Glencoe had put Into Harbor 
Buffett and would remain there until 
daylight, oing to fog and ice condi- 
tiens. The Glencoe is new a week 
cut from Port aux Basques to Placet- 
tia.

The Menace
of CartoHa CORNS

DROP

“T do not know,” said the captain. 
“I should think not. It is ridiculous 
to suppose that he was capable of 
committing such a crime.”

“Exactly,” said the lawyer.
And he remained quiet until they 

had reached the guardhouse.

(To be Continued.)

Pauline Bush and Murdock McQuar- 
rie with all the Rex stars appear at 
the Crescent Picture Palace” to-day in 
■■The Menace to Carlotta,” a story of 
an Italian family living in a big Am
erican city; the story is well told and 
the staging perfect.

“Nugget Nell’s Ward'’ is a Frontier

Gray Enginesin Mackeni
OLD MATURED ;

:otch_Whis

ttitejizle (Slatgt
icuaow. scan*»»

eases the pain, 
kills a corn for 
Cure guaranteed
“Putnam's” Extl

for Kerosene,

STAFFORDS LINIMENT St. Andrew’s Lodge 
No 10, Fogo, [“tiniversal Animated Weekly,” includ

ing weekly fashion hints.
The best cpmedy you have seen for 

I some time is “wlo Gtfff Bandit*^’ The 
I girl tor a joke turns bandit and gets 
I the fright of her life; this lively west- 
I era comedy is worth seeing.
I J. O'Neil Farrell, baritone, ie sing
ling “The Man Who Fights thg Fire,” a 
fstirring ballad published by Léo Feist.

Cures
Rheumatism, Lumbago, Neural

gia, and all Aches & Pains. 
For sale everywhere.

voeiety of United Fishermen. Hora
tio Layman, Secretary, Bled Janu- 
ary 25tli, 1915.
Whereas, '— It has pleased th? 

Vlmigthy to remove from our midst, 
ry death, our esteemed brother Hora- 
iu Layman who has for many years 
icld the important office of Secretary 
ii our Lodge, maintaining under all 
drcunistances a character untarnish
ed and a reputation above reproach ;

Therefore Resolved,—In the death 
-f our brother we have sustained the 
loss of one hose fellowship it was an 
honor and a pleasure to enjoy, that 
ve bear willing testimony to his many 
.’irtues. ■ to his unquestioned probity 
ind stainless life, that we offer to his 
bereaved family over whom sorrow 
has hung her sable mantle our heart- 
’eit condolence, and pray that Infinite 
Joodness may bring speedy relief to 
heir burdened hearts and inspiré 

them with the consolation that hope 
:n purity and faith in God give even 
in the shadow of the tomb.

On behalf of St. Andrew’s Lodge, S. 
U. F., No. 10, of Fogo.

EZEKIEL LUDLOW.
t Secretary.
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For Your Boy !
en o

Give him somehting to remind 
him of home and mother.
Khaki Covered Bible.
Khaki Covered Prayer Book. 
Pocket Testament.
Daily Text Books.
R. C. Devotional Books.
Small Prayer Beads.
Prayer Bead Cases.
Scapulars, Crucifixes.

These little things don’t cos1 
imuch, is suitable for the pocket, 
and would be the means whereby 
many a happy hour would be 
spent which otherwise might be 
dull and lonely.
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Sor'oohnç o/ bg. 
">-$#, Mumps, 

0,“- Cramps. *W. 04 
***• Sprouts; Corns, 
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CURRENT EVENTS CLITBw—Mrs. 
R. A Squires read an interesting pa
per on the works of Rabindranath 
Tayore, the Beil gal ee poet, at Satur

day afternoon’s meeting of the Cur
rent Events Club. Tagnore, it will 
be remembered, won the Nobel Prize 
in 1913.

Ferro Eng
. for Kerosene.

Britannia 4 Cycle 
Marine Engines.
Sweeping reductions in all en

gine prices.

COLLEGE HOCKEY. —The. _______________ ___ Peild-
iana and St. bon’e will try conclusions
to-morrow.

SENSE ABOUT FOOD

Facts Worth Knowing.
j h is a serious question sometimes 
10 know just what to eat when a per- 
iSon s stomach is out of 
[most foods cause trouble.

Grape-Nuts ifood can be

GARLAND’S Bookstore*• »*/' /bod 

• * appt, nu £ A. H. MURRAY,St. Miehiel’s S.S.
Presentation Nfldr. oiBowring’s Cove.

jan$,eod,tf
Son. S'il' taken at 

m? time with the certainty that it 
digest. Actual experience of peo- 

9 *; is valuable to anyone interested. 
$ Woman writes: “I had suffered 

3j* indigestion for about four years, 
since an attack of typhoid fever,

.at linteB could eat nothing but the 
^ lightest food, and then suffer so 
jP niy stomach I would wish I never 

to eat anything, »
“j_Was urged to try Grape-Nuts and 

ee nstng it I db not have to starve 
*”e*t ai»y more, but I can eat it at 
®y time and feel nourished and sat- 
jt'dyspep8i& T8 a thing' of the past, 

1 am now strong and well. 
y husband also had an experi- 

n® with Grape^Nüts. He was very 
’T ®nd sickly one spring and eouuld 

attend to his work. He was put 
u r the doctor’s care but medicine 

Wot seem to do him any good un- 
began to leave off ordinary food 

”“se Grape-Nut*. It was surpris- 
* . 869 thb change in him. He 
, L etter riey Off, and naturally
•«nTxn0ae but words of praise for 
«De-Nuts.

Ba,Ur boy thinks he cannot eat a 
srnaWith<>Ut Grape-Nuts, and he 
ache 80 fatit at J**001 that his
d thatDa “• 1 am 
'urishing «to»!!!"? of the sreat 
Thk. g **ttnents in Grape-Nuts.”
od is? T U right Grape-Nuts 
lilder ofC|?rtaln and remarkable re- 
“Th , btK,y- nerves and brain.
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MA55AÎÎA Yesterday the scholars of St. Mich
ael's Sunday School were presented 
with certificates by Lady Davidson 
who visited the school for that pur- 
>cse. At the express’wish of the 
children, the money usually spent for 
orizes, was, this year devoted to the 

'relief of the Belgians, and it was ar
ranged'that instead of prizes simple- 
certificates yould be presented.

Before the distribution y este rdiay 
Lady Davidson, addressed the school 
and congratulated them on the excel
lent spirit which prompted the sac-’ 
riflee of their prizes. The sacrifice of 
these children of the West End is 
worthy of note, since in many of
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DB. F. STAFFORD & SOY, 
St. John’s, Newfoundland.

Manufacturers 
of the 3 Specialties; 

STAFFORD'S LINIMENT. 
STAFFORD’S PRESCRIPTION 

“A”
STAFFORD’S PHORATONE 

COUGH CUBE.

This Week!A NEW 
AND

TOTALLY
DIFFERENT

IN POTS: Primulas. 
Radishes, Lettuce, Parsley. 
Wreaths, Crosses & Floral 

Decorations at shortest 
notice.

Terms: CASH.

TALCUM
POWDER The S. S. K: 
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Sonlhworlh LIBRARY. 1. MCNEIL,
Waterford Bridge Real

Not only softer, smoother, more satisfying 
than any other, but distinguished by th* 
“True Oriental Odor,” a fragrance term1 
table in its subtlety and charm.10c.; Postage 2c.

“The Degraded Daughter."
“Cruel as the Grave.”
“Vivia or the Secret of Power." 
“The Three Beauties.",
“Only a Girl’s Heart.”
“The Haunted Homestead.” 
“Retribution,” “À Husband’s Devotion’ 
“The Trail of the Serpent,"
“The Missing Bride.”
“The Fortune Seeker.”
“Victor’s Triumph,” "A Noble Lord.’ 
“Self-Raised," “The Bridal Eve." 
"The. Widow’s Son.” .
“Loveÿ Labor Won.”
“Dorothy Harcourt’a Secret” 
“The-Curse of Clifton,” “To His Fate.’ 
“Nearest add Dearest."
“The Lost Heir of LJnllthgow.”
“Little Ned’s Engagement”
“The Rejected Bride.”
“A Beautiful Friend.”
“The Mystery of Raven Rocks.”
“The Unloved Wife.”
“The Struggle of a Soul.”
“For Woman’s Love,” “Ishmael.” 
“India or the Pearl of Pearl River.” 
“Gertrude’s Sacrifice."
“A Tortured Heart.”
“Tried for Her Life.”

“Something dreadful has happen
ed,” continued Mrs. Mildmay, hurried
ly; “we have only just heard of t it; 
we did not know that Violet was in 
the room, and—and—oh, de^r, oh, 
dear!”

And the simple, good-hearted lady 
burst into tears.

Violet rose, calm and terribly quiet.
“Do not cry, aunt,” she said. "Mi;. 

Thaxton, I am glad you have come;. 
some terrible accident has happened.”

Then she turned to the captain, and, 
with a gesture almost of command, 
said:

“Will you tell Mr. Thaxton?”
Mr. Thaxton took her hand.
“Wait a while,” he said. “You dis

tress yourself, Miss Violet, perhaps 
without adequate cause. What has 
happened? Come, come!” •

And the old man patted her * head,

Cinderella(n addition to $la*^attû. carry'u cumin
Uni of l&zeU’s lunious Specialties, mclud\ 
the most exqdisite Perfumes, de'ightful To\ 
Waters superb Creams and Powaers of ? 
questionable excellence.
At all Dniggists, St John’s, Nil.

BOSSLEY’S PANTOMIME.
Time and time again has Mr. Ross- 

iey been as-ked to put on Cinderella 
again, but -Resaleys always have such 
a supply of new material they never 
need repeat, and’ this paçtomime will 
have all new songs, dances, costumes, 
novelty effects:;' but every one loves 
the Cinderella pantomime, to watch 
the troubles and trials of the poor lit
tle orphan child so badly treated by 
her cruel step-sister. Jack Rbssley,

Bellaveni
THURSDAY^lOth Dec,

Now landing, per “ Sjostad,”
BEST SCREENED

North Sydney

The s.s. Bel 
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A NEST tGG
that’s worth while, when the 
have destroyed your home or P1*" 
business^ is a

FIRE INSURANCE POLICY
in one of the first-class coni pa”‘ 
represent. Mv rates are low an

St. John’s people; while Bonnie Rcss- 
ley will make an ideal Cinderella. The 
season is drawing to a close so take 
in the first and best of all the pan
tomimes1. i

above letter? A new 
« time te tinte. TheyIN STORE,

Anthracite Coal,
Hill of human

NO OTHER SALT 
V MAS THE J

WAR OR NO WAR—Staf
ford’s Phoratone Cough Cure is 
the only preparation to kill a

Furnace* Egg, Stove, Nut. represent, iviy rates aie ^ ■ ,
imbursements are made promp
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