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CHAPTER VI.
There was a little lifeboat sus

pended from the parapet above, 
which Kelpie had lowered more than 
once in fine weatliei', but to attempt 
such a task on a night like this was 
to throw away one’s life.

But this little heroine did not stop 
to think of danger, but went flying 
up the narrow stairs, her cheeks 
scarlet, her eyes glowing like stars.

The gale had subsided in a measure 
but the sea was still running ‘high, 
and the clamor of the elements was 
terrible to hear. J

Nevertheless, Kelpie did not hesitate 
an instant. Out ,she went, her head 
bare, her black hair streaming about 
her shoulders, and attempted the 
reckless task. How she accomplish
ed it nobody ever knew, but she sue 
ceeded in lowering the little boat, 
and, after many ineffectual efforts in 
gaining the Phantom Rock just as a 
great wave swept over its sharp 
summit.

But the man who, spent, breath
less, wounded, had been clinging to 
the rugged rock for three endless 
hours did not release his hold until 
Kelpie’s voice sounded in his ears.

“Tom, is it you? I’ve come to save 
you. Don’t give up!”

Give up! The strength of a giant" 
thrilled through Tom’s splendid mus
cles, and his sluggish bipod leaped 
like rills of fire at the sound of the 
girl’s voice. He forgot that he was 
covered with bruises from" beiiig bat
tered against the cruet rocks; he for
got that he had clung there, discour
aged and dying, crying out like a 
woman for help ; he forgot everything 
only that the girl he adored had come 
to fhis rescue, and that her precious 
life was in danger.

“Give me the oars, Kelpie!” he 
cried, in a voice like a bugler, “and 
let me save you. Ah, heavens! what 
if your precious life were lost for my 
sake!”

Before the astonished girl could 
realize what was happening, or even 
get her breath, Tom Hollands was in 
the boat, with the*oars in his strong 

hands, and they were beating their 
way back through the riotous waves 
to New Castle Light.

It was a hard pull; but they made it. 
More than once the little boat went 
down under the seething foam, but 
she came up again like a cork ; more 
than once Tom Holland clasped the 
girl who had risked her life for his 
in his shattered arms, determined 
that in death they should not be 
separated; but in the end, struggling, 
suffering, almost dying, he got the lit
tle boat safely back to the old tower.

“Safe at last,” he said, as they set 
foot on the stone floor.

“Now, little woman,” he added, with 
his old smile and the tender light in 
his brown eyes that had beamed for 
her alone through all the happy years 
of Kelpie’s happy girlhood, “now, 
little woman, you must let me take 
you upstairs. You look as white as a 
poor little ghost.” 4

His right arp had been shattered by 
his fall over the parapet; he was dizzy 
and sick with' pain, but he took the 
spent and panting girl in his arms 
and carrying Tier up - to her grand
father’s room, put her down on the

old leather lounge as tenderly as-If 
she were an infant.

“Thank God. you are safe, little wo
man!” he said, in a gasping whisper.

Then, all in a moment his strength 
failed him, his iron will gave wa y, and 
he sank down in an unconscious heap 
at Kelpie’s feet.

“Why, Tom, wlty, my poor, dear 
Tom, you should have let me row the 
boat!” she cried, bending over him. 
“You were not strong enough, after 
all you've suffered. Good Heaven! 
there’s blood on your sleeve, and, oh, 
how pale you are! Tom, dead Tom, 
can’t you speak to me? Merciful 
Heaven! I believe he’s dead!”

The terrified girl had no time to say 
another word, or even to raise the 
poor fellow’s head from the cc Id stone 
floor, for at that moment the relief 
bell began to ring a furious peal. 
Somebody in the watch room was 
pressing the electric button.

CHAPTER VII.

Kelpie was kneeling beside the un
conscious man, who lay prostrate up
on the stone floor, but as die familiar 
Sound of the relief bptl fell on her 
ear, she sprang tojaer feet.

"Somebody’s stressing the button in 
the Watch room!” she exclaimed. “It 
must be Tulliver. He has come to his 
senses and will go up and put out 
the light.

“Poor Tom, it seems too bad to 
leave you lÿing here,” she added, glan 
cing down at the assistant keeper’s 
white face, “but I must go. The 
light shan’t be put out if ■ I can help 
it.”

With the speed of a swallow she 
darted out of the room and up the 
iron stairs.

The parrot followed her, hopping 
from step to step, and croaking dis
mally.

The bell "had ceased ringing by the 
time Kelpie had reached the watch 
room; the pillows and- blankets were 
scattered about at the foot of the 
stairs, and Tulliver was nowhere to 
be seen.

As the girl glanced about her in
quiringly. a wild peal of exultant 
laughter came from overhead.

“Ha! ha! ha! Ho! ho! ho! You’re 
a clever little girl, my pretty little 
Kelpie, but you’re no match for your 
humble servant, after all. I told you 
I’d put the light out unless you prom
ised to marry me, and I’m bound to 
keep my word.”

Kelpie looked upward and beheld 
her half-crazed lover standing on the 
lantern deck, the revolver, which, in 
her terror and excitement, she had 
left lying on the desk, clutched in his 
hand, and an expression of diabolical 
cunning on his dark face.

There are few girls who would not, 
in the face of such an emergency, 
have given up in despair and aban
doned all thought of keeping the light 
from being extinguished. But Kelpie 
was one of a thousand, and, knowing 
what pride her grandfather took in 
his Bne record as a light keeper, she 
had made up her mind to keep the 
light burning during his absence at 
all risks. She climbed the stairway 
with hurried steps, shouting, in a 
ringing voice, as she went up:

“Don’t dare to tamper with that 
light, Tulliver. It will be the worse 
for you if you do.”

“Ha! ha! ha! The worse for me 
will' it? I'd like to know who’ll make 
it worse. You might have made that 
threat a wrhile ago, when you had the 
six-shooter in your hand, but it’s my 
turn now, d’ye see? Ha! who’ll dare 
to come up here and prevent me from 
putting out the light, I’d like to 
know?”

“I will," answered Kelpie fearless
ly, and up she went, thee green par
rot hopping after her.

; Tulliver watched her with glitter-

w France sends out no 
.1 finer brandy than .this , 

a “fin champagne” grape 1 
► vintage.

_ m
rtHDŒA?l
1 COGNAC 1

« ^Brandy
m Guaranteed Twenty Years Old L

if. Mine (r Co. are the holders of the oldest 
vintage brandies in Cognac

Did Child Wake Up 
Cross Or Feverish?

Look, Mother! If tongue Is coated 
give “California Syrup of Figs” 

to clean the bowels.
Mother! Your child isn’t naturally 

cross and peevish. See if tongue is 
coated; this is a sure sign its little 
stomach, liver and bowels need a 
cleansing at once./

When listless, pale, feverish, full of 
cold, breath bad, throat sore, doesn’t 
eat, sleep or act naturally, has 
stomach-ache, diarrhoeja, remember, 
a gentle liver and bowel cle&nsing 
should always be the first treatment 
given.

Nothng equals “California Syrup of 
Figs” for children’s ills; give a tea
spoonful, and in a few hours all the 
foul waste, sour bile and fermenting 
food wihch is clogged in the bowels 
passes out of the system, and you 
have a well and playful child again. 
All children love this harmless, de
licious “fruit laxative,” and it never 
fails to effect a good “inside” clean
sing. Directions for babies, children 
of all ages and grown-ups are plain 
ly on the bottle.

Keep it handy in your home. A lit
tle given to-day saves a sick child to
morrow, but get the genuine. Ask 
your druggist for a 50-cent bottle of 
“California Syrup of Figs,” then look 
and see. that it is made by the “Cali
fornia Fig Syrup Company.”

ing eyes, clutching the revolver in his 
right hand.

“You’re a plucky little woman, by 
jinks!” he said, as she reached the 
topmost step. “Well, what are you 
going to do next?”

“Give me that revolver, Tulliver! 
said Kelpie, confronting him. “Give 
it to me instantly, do you hear?"

The man broke forth into a peal of 
boisterous laughter and turned to
ward the great golden light.

“Wait till I put out the light,” he 
answered.

Kelpie gained the lantern deck with 
an agile spring, and, as the determin
ed man turned to execute his pur 
pose, she threw her whole weight up
on his wounded shoulder and pushed 
him backward. The sudden wrench 
gave him such acute pain that he 
sank to his knees .with a hoarse cry, 
letting the revolver ■ fall from his 
grasp.

Kelpie secured it in a twinklin: 
and turned the glittering muzzle upon 
the deseprate fellow as he struggled 
to his feet.

“Stand back!” she commanded. 
“Don’t dare to come one step nearer, 
Tulliver. I’ll fire if you do.”

“Blaze away as soon as you please,” 
he said, but his voice was hoarse with

CORNS Applied In
5 Seconds 

CI IPFD Sore’ blsterine feet^ ^ *V»-» from corn-pinched 
toes can be cured

YM JICK^ by Pntnam’8 Ex- 
tractor In 24 hours. 
“Putnam’s” soothes 

away that drawing pain, eases instant
ly, makes the feet feel good at once. 
Get a 25c. bottle of “Putnam’s” to-day.

pain, and he swayed uncertainly from 
side to side.

It was quite evident that both 
strength and courage were failing 
him.

The quick-witted girl prcelved her 
advantage and followed it up without 
an instant’s delay.

“Stand back!” she repeated, ad
vancing upon Tulliver with the re
volver in her hand. “Stand back! 
I’ll shoot you if you don’t!”

But instead of retreating, the mad
man, mustering all his /strength for 
final effort, sprang upon her with the 
savage ferocity of a wild beast, and, 
although his wounded arm was al
most powerless, he succeeded in 
wresting the revolver from her hand.

“Ho! bo!” he laughed exultantly. 
“Who’ll-shoot now? I’ve got the pis
tol, my dear, but I don’t intend to use 
it. I’m going to throw it away.

Whereupon,- before the half-dazed 
girl could lift a finger to prevent It, 
he rushed to the railing and threw 
the revolver far out into the sea.

“We won’t pop away at each other, 
he said, with a reckless laugh. “I 
know of a better way. Come along. 
sweetheart. If you won’t promise to 
marry me, we’ll die together, which 
pleases me almost as well. Come 
along, my dear.”

Seizing the terrified girl around tht 
waist with a sudden strength born cf 
insanity, he whirled her up and down 
and around and around in a mad 
waltz until her breath was quite 
gone.

“Our last waltz, sweetheart," he 
said, coming to a sudden standstill. 
“Suppose we try a quick-step next, 
out on the sea yonder? Won’t it be 
great fun to have all those leaping 
white caps for our partners?”

His eyes glittered and a peal of 
horrible laughter broke from his lips 
as he seized the terrified girl and 
forced her out to the extreme end of 
the deck.

Kelpiq struggled with all her 
might, hut the man’s arms closed 
about her like iron, and, lifting her 
up bodily, he made a wild leap toward 
the outside rail.

A coil of rope used in lowering the 
boats had been blown into a tangle by 
the fierce gale, and the door of a 
small storeroom in which the appar
atus for keeping the lamps in order 
was stored stood open.

As Tulliver made his mad leap to 
ward the rail with Kelpie, almotet in 
a fainting condition, in his .arms, b’ 
some mischance-—or, shall ' we say 
Providence?—his foot caught In the 
tangled rope; he stumbled-, slipped on 
the foam-washed deck, and, losing his 
hold on his victim,, fell headlon 
through the open door and down a 
short flight of steps leading to the 
room below.

Kelpie was thrown with consider 
able force against the railing, but, im
pelled by a swift inspiration, sh, 
struggled to her- feet, >and, rushing to 
the door of the storeroom, shut it 
with a resounding clang and turned 
the iron key in the lock.

When Tulliver found himself a 
prisoner in the dark little, closet, his 
rage knew no bounds. He threw him 
self against the door with desperate 
force, and cursed and entreated b>; 
turns. •

“Let me out, for pity’s sake! I’m 
smothering to death in this black 
hole. Kelpife, do you hear? Confound 
you! Unlock the door and let me out. 
I won’t put out the lights swear I 
won’t, girlie, and I’ll never ask you to 
marry me again. Let me out, Kelpie 
—that’s a good girl. Come on, now! 
<j>uick! I’ve acted like a brute, and I 
«jan’t expect you to forgive me, but 
you won’t leave me to die in here like 
a rat in a hole. Open the door and 
let roe out, Kelpie.”

Kelpie stood by and listened with 
quivering lips and swift-coming tears. 

'She had never trusted or cared for 
Tulliver, but they had been daily 
companions for a long time, and he 
had done her many a kind service.

“It seemed dreadful to keep the 
poor fellow down there,” she said to 
herself, “but .what can I do? There’s 
no trusting Tulliver; his promises 
sound fair enough, but if I let hm out 
he’ll be sure to put out the,light, and 
I can’t risk having a blot on poor 
daddy’s record. It would break his 
heart.

“No, Tulliver,” she added, raising 
her voice. “I’m sorry but I think I’d 
better keep you a -prisoner till morn
ing."

(To be continued.)

Always Keep Them 
In The House

That's what Jlr, II. J^Baeftvood, 
of Carletoc Place, Ont., says about 
Gin Pills. ’ *

“I have taRenhvGidlje 
good fdr pnm in the Join 
and Ankles.and all symhrfvH 
Bladder Troubl,. VY. alii 
in the house. ' 3*

... find them 
. Hands 
If. Kidney and 

ya keep them

TOR THE JE. KIDNEYS
If you are feeling badly, perhaps 

it is your Kidneys or Bladder that 
is causing the trouble; If there is 
pun over the Bladder—if the urine 
is hot and scalding—too free or 
scanty—if the urine shows brick 
dust deposits or mucus—if there is 
constant pain in the hack—restless 
sleep and loss of appetite—then 
you certainly need Gin Pills. Get 
them to-day and feel better to
morrow.

Gin Pills are sold by all dealers 
at 50c. a box, 6 boxes for $2.50. 
Free trial treatment if you write 
National Drug and Chemical Co. 
of Canada, Limited, Toronto

239

TOUR POLICY
should be kept up. Don’t you 
often hear of a friend’s loss? This 
should be a warning to you to 
look after your own

INSURANCE POLICIES
and not let them run out.

If you take out a policy with my 
companies you know that any loss 
will be met promptly. Cost is 
low.

PERCŒ JOHNSON,
insurance Agent.

St. Patrick’s Day
Is Near.

Here is a list of. good old Irish 
Songs, with music, for Jhat day. 
There is one among them that 
you want. Come and get it.
St. Patrick’s Day.................. 30c.
Colleen Bawn .. ................... 30c.
The Wearing of the Green. .30c. 
Dear Little Shambrock, 10 & 30c
That’s Irish Love.......... *. .. 30c.
Kathleen Mavourneen .. .. 35c,
Blarney.................... 35c.
As Long as the Shamrock

Grows Green.................   35c.
Come Back to Erin..............30c.
My Irish Rose.....................30c,
My Rose of Old Kildare .. 35c,
Kate Kearney........................30c.
Sweet Eileen Asthore .. .. 35c. 
Believe me if all those en

dearing young charms.. 15c. 
It takes an Irish heart to 

sing an Irish song .... 15c. 
You’re the sweetest rose 

that grows' in Old Kil-
lamey.............................. 35c.

Killamey; My Home O’er the
Sea................................... 30c.

Barney Take #Me Home 
Again .. .. .. ., .. .. 10c.

Bell Mahone........................10c.
The Mulligan Guard............. 10c.
His Name is Patrick Bran-

nigan .. ..  10c.
Brannigan’s Band . . * . .. 10c. 
The Four-leaved Shamrock, 10c. 
ftl? Patrick's Day Parade, ,10c. 
The Irish Jqjjilee .. .. .. .. 10c. 
Break Away, McCafEerty Î. 10c.

GARLAND'S
Bookstores,

177-9 Water St., St. John’s.

«NAKD’S LINIMENT CUBES

ire You a Stenographer ?
If you are * Stenographer, this will 

appeal to you, fflr it tells of DICKS 
SPECIAL, the best typewriter Ribbon 
to be had anywhere at any price.

They sell at only 60c. each, $6.00 
per dozen (not less than half a dozen 
sold at the dozen price).

For three years we have been ex
perimenting with Typewriter Ribbons, 
anfl during that time we have tested 
some dozens of different tnakes; but 
of none of them we have been so ab
solutely sure that we would guarantee 
them. At last we have found a Rib
bon that has stood our most severe 
test. We have had one of them in use 
on our Own typewriter for over three 
months, and the copies now are as 
clean and as clear as they were when 
first we begun to use it. It is Non- 
Filling, Nom-Fading, and Non-Drying; 
only the finest fabrics and the bright
est colors have been used, so that it 
makes Sharp Writing, Solid Prints and 
Strong Copies.

We have them in Purple Record and 
Purple Copying, in Black Record and 
Black Copying, in Red Record and Red 
Copying; and we have them for Un
derwoods, Olivers, L. C. Smith’s, Rem
ingtons; Smith-Premier, Empire, Fox, 
Densmore, Bar Lock, Hammond, New 
Century, and all the other Machines 
used in the city and outports.

DICKS & CO., LTD.,
Biggest, Brightest, Busiest and Best

Book, Stationery and Fancy Goods 
Store In Newfoundland.

W. J. WHELAN,
182 Duckworth Street, v 

’Phone 65.
Windows Cleaned and Polish

ed in Hotels, Club Rooms, 
Schools and Factories. Private 
Residences a specialty, at short
est notice. Carpets Cleaned and 
all orders attended to. P. O. 
Box 1127.

N.B.—Orders can be left to 
Janitor Board of Trade Bldg.

4ec7.Cm.MMl

IT C U

Lenten Groceries !
Fish in Tins:

-No. 1 Salmon. 
Halibut. - 
Sardines. 

Flndon Haddock.

Lobsters. 
Oysters. 

Fresh Herrh^. 
Kippered Herring.

Fish Pastes in Glass: i

Lobster, Shrimp, Salmon, Bloater.
Kippered Herring. 
Finnan Haddies. 
Fillets of Cod. 

Boneless Codfish. 
Shredded Codfish,

Anchovies in Oil. 
Cream Lucca OD. 

Peanut ltntte* 
Apple Butter.

Tinned Bakeapplcs.

Buffalo Flour,
in 11 lb. sax.

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

s=

BOWRING BROTHERS, Limited,
GROCERr.

332 ’Phone 332
feb22,m,w,f,tf ' - z r

We have an

’Phone 768.

J

Showroom Department
Early Showing of New

Spring Novelties,
AT v

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

English Hats,
In Black and all the latest shades, Untrimmed 
and Ready-to-Weaf. 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.

You wi 
Please*

There are Ls 
Iin, Pique, Em| 
and Fancy Cole 
and Muslin mal

Shapes inch 
bin, Cavalier, 
and Roll Collj 
etc.

NO1

200 brls. APPLES 
30 brls. CABBACl 
50 cases CALIFf 
50 sacks SILVEÏ 
20 brls. HARD Y|

BURT
Box 245.

PATRIOTISM
demands that all things being equal, the jFoducts of the 
local industries should receive preference from the 
merchants and buying public.

Every local made

Suit or 
Overcoat

bought during this war season 
means à helping hand to the em
ployees of the clothing factories- 
Ask for the goods made by

The Nfld. Clothing Company, Ltd.

On the
5<

Ameri<

Ladies’ CORSETS !
z We are now showing full lines of the celebrated

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

See our SPECIAL EXTRA 
Garters attached at 80c. pair.

To Coiisumei
We desire to call yo

O!

TOI
Famous the world 
cacy and flavor. Yo

TT:

WILLL


