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FOR MAKING SOAP. SOFTENING 
WATER, CLEANING AND 
DISINFECTING SINKS/
CLOSETS. DRAINS,^
AND FOR 
MANY OTHER 
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CHAPTER XXXI.

“Don't move, please," said M.'. 
Dockett to the company in general 
and to the captain in particular. 
“There are half a dozen men down
stairs, and every outlet from the 
house is watched. Now, Mr. Giles, 
what do you know of the charge?”

“I hold a warrant here,” said Mr. 
Giles, "for the arrest of Captain Ho
ward Murpoint on several charges, 
involving conspiracy and forgery. It 
is no use, captain, the game has bean 
a good one, but it is up. To-morrow 
the bubble will burst, and all your 
little dodges will be known. To-mor
row the city would tear you to pieces 
if they had you------ ”

“Stop!” said the consummate vil
lain. “Something has gone wrong in 
the city, no doubt. There is some 
mistake, my good fellow. You only 
do your duty, no doubt. I had better 
come with you, I suppose? Is that 
all?”

“No," said Mr. Dockett, “not all— 
not nearly, Captain Murpoint. There 
is a charge of forging a codicil to the 
will of the late John Mildmay, where
by you having fraudulently gained 
the guardianship of Miss Mildmay 
and possession of the estate and the 
moneys of the same."

The captain's face twitched and 
worked, and he sank into a seat.

“Let us hear this farce through,” he 
said. “I know who is at the bottom 
of it. Forgery indeed! Because Lo-d 
Lackland is beggared and ruined and 
I have helped him toward it he must 
trump up this ridiculous charge. It 
is preposterous! My dear Violet------”

He was about to continue, but Vio
let rose and shrank toward the cur
tain, and Mr. Dockett stepped in be
tween her and the scoundrel.

“You cannot believe this—this 
idiot!” he exclaimed.

“Silence!” said Mr. Dockett. “1 
put a question to you. Captain Mur
point. Will you give in, and make a 
clear confession of all, or shall I car
ry the matter through? For, mark 
me, this young lady shall know all, 
whether I tell her or you do!”

“Tell her what you like!” said the 
captain, pleasantly. “I have nothing 
to confess. Now, what is the next 
charge?”

«• “The murder of James Starling, 
whom you are accused of stabbing

and throwing over the cliff at Pen- 
ruddie!”

The captain rose, white and des
perate.

“You canfiot prove it!” he said. 
‘Where is your witness?”

“Here,” said Mr. Dockett, and he 
leckoned toward the recess.

Out stepped Job, very pale, but very 
determined.

“I am a witness, captain,” he said. 
“I see you in the master's room, and 
I see you going up the cliffs. It’s all 
over, captain, for Jamie Sanderson 
found' the knife—your knife—and this 
gentleman has got it clear and 
straight.”

“It’s a false, vile concocted plot!” 
hissed the captain. “James Starling 
died by the hand of Leicester Dodson! 
I saw him do it! If he didn’t do the 
murder, where is he? Why doesn’t 
he come back like a man and prove 
his innocence? Not he! He’s snug 
away somewhere, and he doesn’t come 
back!”

“He does, and he is here!” said a 
voice, and the curtain was swept 
away by a strong hand—Leicester’s 
own—as he stepped into the room 
and caught Violet in his arms.

“Leicester!” she cried, with a voice 
whose tones baffle all description. 
“Leicester! I have been asleep— 
dreaming. Oh, horrible dreams! 
Wake me, Leicester, my darling, wake 
me!”

“There was a rush and confusion 
as she fainted. The door opened, 
and Ethel and Bertie came in.

Then there was such a handshak
ing and kissing, and such terrible ex
citement, that for the moment the 
cause of all the terrible crimes and 
trouble was forgotten.

He saw the moment, and slipped 
something small and composed c.f 
glass from his pocket.

Scarcely had he done so when Mr. 
Dockett and Mr. Giles had seized his 
arms.

He struggled for a moment, then, 
as the group round Leicester and Vio
let, sobbing and crying and laughing 
and talking, turned to confront him, 
he suddenly stood still, and the old 
daring smile flitted across his livid 
face.

“You are mad, all of you!” he said. 
“You think because your idiot is back 
and the secret is out that you have 
done for me forever. But you are 
wrong. I know something of law. I 
am rich, and I will set you at defi
ance! You talk of robberies, of 
smuggling, of forgery, of murder! 
Bah! where is the motive for it all? 
Convict me of forgery upon the evi
dence of one man? You cannot! Con
vict me of murder upon such evidence 
as you hold? Impossible! I laugh at 
you! I am Captain Howard Mur 
point, a respectable officer in he’- 
majesty’s service! Why should 
kill my servant, James Starling? 
Beware! Lay me by the heels, and I 
can and will give evidence sufficient 
ly strong to hang that idiot!

And he pointed to Leicester, from 
whom all sense but that of gratitude 
for the possession of his darling 
seemed to have passed.

“I can hang him, and I will, for I 
dare you to show why I should mur
der my servant, James Starling ! ”

At that moment the door opened 
and a short, little man in a coster
monger’s cap entered.

It was Stumpy.
Very quic.kly he pushed his way 

through the throng until he was close 
beside the captain, then he grasped 
his arm suddenly, and, ripping up the

BUK
In 1534 Jacques Cartier, dis

coverer of Canada, and his 
crew, were saved from a ter
rible and fatal skin disease by 
an herbal remedy composed of 
the juices and saps of certain 
herbs. Mr. J. Cartier, of 2192 
Clarke St., Montreal, a descen
dant of the illustrious discov
erer, has just been cured of 
eczema by Zam - Buk. Mr. 
Cartier is a Justice of the Peace 
and Assistant Clerk of the 
Circuit Court. He is a member 
of the family of the late Sir 
George Cartier, one of the 
Fathers of Confederation.

Mr. Cartier write:» : “ Allow 
me to express my gratitude 
for the benefit I have derived 
from Zam-Buk. It is the best 
remedy for eczema to be found, 
I always keep it in the house 
as our family doctor. Its heal
ing and curative power is im
mense. I wish everybody 
could know the high quality 
of Zam-Buk.”

Zam-Buk is the modern scientific 
representative of the crude essences 
and sans, which saved the life of 
Jacques Cartier in 1534. Zam-Buk 
contains these herbal extracts plus 
modern antiseptic properties unknown 
in the 16th century. Zam-Buk cures 
Ulcers, Piles, Eczema, Cuts, Burns, 
Bruises, Chapped Hands, Cold Sores, 
and other skin diseases and injuries. 
All druggists and stores, box,
3 boxes $1.25.

FREE TRIAL BOX will be sent 
on receipt of this advertisement, 
name of paper, and lc. stamp. 
Address Zam-Buk Go., Toronto.

Aubrey’s
Revenge.

NATURES HERBAL HEALER.
Address all applications for sam

ples and retail orders to T. McMurdo 
ft Co., St Joha’s.

The BesURemedy For AD Ages
and proven so by thousands upon thousands of tests 
tiie whole world over, is the famous family medicine,— 
Beecham a Pills. The ailments of the digestive organs 
to which all are subject, —from which come so 
many serious sicknesses, aro corrected or prevented by

Try a few doses now, and you will KNOW what it means 
to have better digestion, sounder sleep, brighter eyes and 
greater cheerfulness after your system has been cleared 
of poisonous impurities. For children, parents, grand
parents, Beecham’s Pills are matchless as a remedy

Worth a Guinea a Box
twwpmnâ only j>y Thoms.

TV.

Bom,ham, St. Helens, Lancashire. B 
da and U. S. America." In boxes, 25 c
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sleeeve with a knife, pointed with a 
grin to a red mark.

The thing had been done so sud
denly that the detectives even were 
taken by surprise.

But the captain understood it, and 
his face underwent a fearful change

“Who are you?” he breathed, 
hoarsely.

Then, as he recognized his com 
panion in crime, he shrieked:

“Hold him! hold him! He’s an es
caped convict! I know him! I can 
swear to him! I’ve worked in the 
same gang! Hah! hah! I’ve tricked 
you all at last!”

And, as Mr. Dockett suddenly re
leased his arm, he dashed something 
in his mouth and fell upon the floor.

There was a slight noise of break
ing glass, the blood thickled from 
some small cuts at his lips, then a 
cry arose from Mr. Dockett, win» had 
knelt beside him and was staring at 
his arm.

(To be Continued.)

Fads and
Fashions.

White crepe de chine gowns are 
enriched with little embroidered bod
ices in color.

There is no doubt about the note 
of black running strongly through the 
spring fashions.

Little girls are wearing extremely 
short empire waists, sleeveless ef
fects and flaring skirts.

The crinoline dress is a fact, and it 
is made with gathered sections, form
ing the skirt.

Some of the straw in the new hats 
shows three colors. Red, yellow and 
black are often used.

Coats and suit jackets are modeled 
right on the lines of the real ones 
worn by the soldiers.

In tailored millinery, hats high at 
one side-end made higher still by 
quills, are favorites.

Canes for women are coming. Soon 
it will not shock one to see them car
ried on the street.

Top-coats ripple at the bottom and 
are in medium and short effects with 
narrow shoulders.

New taffeta silk blouses, made of 
silk very much like the "pussy wil
low” taffeta, will wash.

Among the tailored suits are soft 
checks: rose, gray and brown', made 
with belted coats and pleated skirts.

White petticoats are again to have 
their place, and there is a rumor that 
they will çven have starch In them,

CHAPTER III.
How many times since that change

ful April day had ICelpie lived this 
one little romance of her life over 
again?

It was mid-winter now; the spring 
blossoms had faded, the summer was 
gone, and the gray old tower was 
shrouded in icy mist. How the wild 
winds shrieked and howled down be 
low, and the voice of the sea came 
up to her like the moaning of a hu
man soul in dire distress.

She sat in the watch room, her 
hands clasped together, watching the 
great, glittering lenses sending a 
golden track across the storm-tossed 
sea, wondering within herself, as she 
had wondered scores of times before, 
if, when the wild, cold winter was 
over and the summertime came back, 
the hero of her little romance would 
ma,ke good his promise and return to 
New Castle Light?

Down below, leaning on the rail
ings of the parapet and listening to 
the mysterious voices coming up 
from the black depths below, Tom 
Holland was thinking of the same 
thing—not with longing hope, how 
ever, but in the bitterness of despair 
and jealous pain.

“When the winter’s over, and the 
summer is here again, will he come 
back and win her from me forever? 
Ah!” he asked himself, with a bitter 
sigh, “why didn’t I let him go down 
that night? Why did I save him from 
death?”

A great sea broke against the tow
er at this instant, sending a shower 
of spray high overhead, and a wild 
gust took it up, whirling it hither and 
.thither like a storm af snowflakes 
Then came a fluttering sound, and the 
beat of innumerable wings against 
the sides of the lantern, and, as Tom 
looked upward, and listened to the 
piteous cries and twitterings of the 
bewildered birds, beating out their 
lives in a blind attempt to reach the 
light, something fell with a thud at 
his feet. He stooped mechanically 
and pic.ked it up.

It was a white sea bird, and as i 
shrieked and fluttered in his grasp 
the glitter of a chain, half hidden un 
der its silver-white feathers, caught 
his eyes.

When he examined the strange 
mystery he saw that the chain was 
fastened by means of a clasp, from 
which a thin, flat locket was 
pended.

It was a strange thing to happen 
but Tom divined its meaning by a sort 
of intuition, and his strong hands 
trembled like a woman’s as he un
clasped the chain and disengaged it 
from the bird’s neck. He had scarce
ly done this when there was 
stealthy step behind him, and a heavy- 
hand grasped his arm.

The dead bird fell from his hand, 
and, slipping the chain in his pocket 
he wheeled around, to find himself 
face to face with Tulliver.

Something in the look of the man’s 
face startled Tom, but he controlled 
himself, and said coolly:

“Well, Tulliver, what do you 
want?”

The assistant’s eyes gleamed, and 
an ugly smile revealed his strong 
white teeth, as he answered:

“You’re in my way to-night, and 
I’m going to put you out of it, that’s 
all!” 1 - v. >f - 

“The fellow’s gone daft,” thought 
Tom f but he demanded, in the same 
breath : “What "do you mean, Tulli
ver?”

“You’ll soon see!”
Tulliver uttered the words in a 

sort of hissing whisper, and almost 
before they had left his lips he 
sprang upon his unsuspecting com
panion with the fury of a wild beast.

You’re in my way," he panted; “so 
I’m going to throw you into the sea, 
then there won’t be a soul in the tow
er but us two.”

The horrible suggestion deprived 
poor Tom of breath for an instant, 
and in such emergencies every breath 
of. time counts.

(To be Continued.)
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Fashion Plates.

The Home Dressmaker should keep 
a Catalogue Scrap Book of ear Pat- 
tern Cuts. These will he found very 
useful to refer to from time to time.

1226.—A SIMPLE, BECOMING AND 
ATTRACTIVE MODEL.

Ladles’ Waist with or without Rolled 
Collar, and with Sleeve in Either of 
Two Lengths.
This model may be worn over 

separate guimpe, if collar is omitted, 
or, for high neck a chemisette could 
be added. As here shown striped taf
feta in blue tones, with white pique 
for collar and cuffs, was used. Georg
ette crepe, white satin, or crepe de 
chine, are all fashionable materials 
for this style. It is equally effective 
in roile, linen, madras, cashmere, 
flannell or ratine. The sleeve with 
deep cuff is new and smart but the 
short length is equally popular. The 
Pattern is cut in 6 sizes: 34, 36, 38, 40 
42 and 44 inches bust measure. It 
requires 2% yards of 40 inch material 
for a 36 inch size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. In 
silver or Stamps.

1220.- -A DAINTY LOUNGING 
OR NEGLIGEE.

SACK

Ladies’ Dressing Sack.
This pretty style was made of white 

lawn figured in pink. The edges were 
bound with pink wash ribbon, and the 
closing affected at the side. A fancy 
button ornamented the front. The 
style is unique, simple, and the model 
will make a comfortable sack, easy of 
adjustment and becoming. It could 
be developed in any pretty shade of 
French or Scotch flannel, or in 
pretty novelty crepes. Embroidered 
scalloping of feather stitching would 
be a pretty finish. The sleeves may 
be in either length Illustrated. The 
pattern is cut in three sizes: Small 
Medium, and Large. It requires 2% 
yards of 36 inch material for a Me
dium size.

A pattern of this illustration mailed 
to any address on receipt of 10c. in 
silver or stamps.
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An Intelligent Person may
earn $100 Monthly corresponding for 
newspapers. No canvassing. Send for 
particulars. Preen Syndicate FT71*
LnflkDOrt. W.T

Gem

N.B.— Be sure to cut out the illui- 
ratum and send with the coupon, 

carefully filled out. The pattern can 
not reach you In less thae 16 days. 
Price 10c. each, in cash postal note, 
oi stamps. Address Iclegrae Pat. 
'.ru licnartaeat.

Lenten Groceries !
Fish in Tins:

No. 1 Salmon. 
Halibut. 
Sardines. 

FIndon Haddock.

Lobsters. 
Oysters. 

Fresh Herring. 
Kippered Herring.

Fish Pastès in Glass:
Lobster, Shrimp, Salmon, Bloater.

Kippered Herring. 
Finnan Baddies. 
Fillets of Cod. 

Boneless Codfish. 
Shredded Codfish.

Anchovies in Oil. 
Cream Lucca Oil. 

Peanut Butter. 
Apple Butter.

Tinned Bakeapples.

Buffalo Flour,
in 14 lb. sax.

Try Our Teas!
Royal, Crown and our Best 
Brands and be convinced of their 
qualities.

BOWRING BROTHERS, Limited,

33Î
feb22,m,w,f,tf -

GROCER*.
’Phone 332

Showroom Department
Early Showing of New

Spring Novelties,
AT

HENRY BLAIR’S.
First Showing of Ladies’ Latest Style

English Hats,
In Black and all the latest shades, Untrimmed 
and Ready-to-Wear. Now is the time to see the 
Milliner and make your selection.

A Very Choice Lot

New Veil Nets,
in Black, White and New Tints.

Best Show of

Ladies’ Neckwear,
in Lace, Muslin, Pique, Embroidery and Fancy 
Colored, Silk and Muslin makes, in all the fash
ionable shapes. Prices range from 15c. upwards.

Henry Blair

Per SS “Mcphano,"
January 23, 1815.

California Oranges,
New York Table Apples, 
Pears, Bananas, Parsnips, 

Carrots, Beetroot, 
Oysters and Haddies,

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

JAMES STOTT.

NOW IN STOCK
At very lowest prices:

200 brls. APPLES—all brands.
30 brls. CABBAGE—Choice stock. ___
50 cases CALIFORNIA and VALENCIA ORANGES. 
50 sacks SILVERPEEL ONIONS.
20 brls. HARD WINTER KEEPING CRANBERRIES

BURT <& LAWRENCE,
Box 245.

14 New Gower Street. TeL 759.

The Men of Ronmania
€

are very fond of dress, and they have a popular saying which runs, 
"the stomach has no mirror." Its meaning is that rgther than be 
shabby a Roumanian should go hungry. The peasant costume of 
Roumania is very artistic, every village having its own set of colors. 
By the hue of his dress a peasant shows the locality he hails from. 
The Roumanian is most particular regarding his personal appear
ance, like thousands of people who patronize our Dry Cleaning es
tablishment.

UNGAR’S LAUNDRY & DYE WORKS, Halifax.
Messrs. NICHOLLE, CHAFE & INKPEN, Agents for SL John’s.

We have an Ini

Thone 768. 

Holy Name Sundî
AT ST.,BRIDE’S, P. B. 

Sunday, the 21st February, i 
ed a most imposing spectacle 
was Holy Name Sunday and evl 
in the church practically, notj 

• every man, young and old. but 
and girls, received Holy Com id 
Of course this is no unusual! 
for. since our present parish! 
came to us. our very dearly 
Fr. O'Callaghan, it is a daily 
witness large numbers at Hoi]

■ pi union. But last Sunday 
more remarkable because of til 
"nificence and charm which mil 
Embellished and surpassinglyl 

gïtil church lent to the im| 
scene. Assuredly do we owe 
debt of gratitude to our gout] 
priest. Father O’Callag'nan 
formed wonders since com in J 
Our church hitherto unpainte 
Is now- uncommonly beautifl 
has added three new altars aij 

• pit all of which, with the elii 
been richly decorated and 
ornamented by Mr. Duffy w 
revered priest h*s brought "

£ John’s, and Mr. Duffy is an - 
| deed. Not only the interior! 

the exterior has been attenj 
two fine towers have been 
lend a charm, hitherto abse 
church. We are all exceed ii| 
of our church now and 01 tf 
house which, too. has had] 
and thought of good Fr. 
lavished upon it. and no fit] 
rseidence, we venture to 
found in Newfoundland.

We are proud of ourj 
parish priest who never j 
siructing us in the truths 
religion, and who is ahva| 
call immediately, and - 
most forcibly impresses 
powerful and eloquent sen 
was it said when he left! 
that “St. John’s loss was 
gain."May God leave him la 
to labour for us and comfol 
dees. To see the men. yourJ 
flock.around him and giving! 
timqyand labour day afte rj 
eagtijÇ. and anxious to be 
we are now getting ready 
to build a beautiful new 
ball and to beautify tliel 
around the church and presl 
the site of the new hall anq 

We often heard of Fr. O'd 
phenomenal success in St.I 
everything he undertook, al 
in g to St. John's people his| 
lugs were Very numerous, 
blest with success. How he| 
the membership of Societie 
the Holy Xante at the Cat| 
adding upwards of one ; 
members in the one year dui 
we learn he was Chaplain a] 
he closed the saloons at s| 
and a multitude of other g- 
But we question very mu] 
much as he did in his own I 
and fearless way. accompli! 
in SL John's than, he has 
this parish in one year. Hel 

. Bow no rum or other intox| 
shebeens, no beer shops, 
came here just over one 
It was not so. The whole sp| 
Biosphere with the absencj 
shove mentioned abominai 
entirely changed. Daily 
largely attended—result— ; 
more Intelligent, happier pel 
May God bless and spare [ 
Scod king priest to us is the| 
all. old and young, and this 
but a weak outpouring of w| 
feel for our highly esteem- <

A PARISl!
MarcS 4th, 1915.

Encourage a boy to hav
* i clothes. He will be none 

, r beinK “a bit of a dandy.' 
i 1« not allowed to be ex

ltlJe legitimate pride in ! 
°f his clothes, and the s! 

®r> w*ll produce a tidy.
til 08 alovenly ways, wit 
T?ke of what to wear an-
***r ».

* *** 18 .believed that every 
. cs is Imprinted upon oui

8 *e case, how impo 
brain of a little 

L —-Ible ideas, that wi 
n due course bear gov 

---------- i______ |
re smart belts ini
y may be made -* 
td white calf or


