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pouching beaver out of sea-
I OUR SHORT STOm& |

!DAWSON I
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! D ANTZIC !
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Have you seen our READ THIS'-*were lights! We were not seeing 

things that are visible only when 
the perceptive faculties are ab
normally acute under the influ
ence of the juice of the grape. I 
have seen them repeatedly since; 
so have others. The nature of 
this peculiar phenomenon has not 
been explained. The lights pos
sibly are phosphoresence; but \the 
“St. Elmo of Mings Bay” is his- " 
toric.

"‘Them’s the pirates lights,” ex
plained Caleb ; “and everybody’s 
skerd o’ them excep’ meself.”

That this extraordinary occur
rence had anything to do with the 
dollars which Caleb Dawson had 
at certain intervals was entirely 
disproved by a nosey Revenue In
spector who was the presiding of
ficer at the uncovering of a sub
aqueous receptacle of smuggled 
goods when Fletcher paid another 
visit to Dantzic.

Some days later we located a 
splendid lead; and ran our try- 
lines. But we did not discover | 
that some two miles north of us 
Caleb Dawson had several beavers 
in captivity, awaiting the arrival 
of a Nova Scotia trader whose 
prices for fur were usually satis
factory.

We had reached the terminal 
point, and whilst plugging a re
vision, our chain-man fell in and 
Fletcher started to a nearby set
tlement to find a substitute. He 
came back with an old chap (the 
young folks were all off to the 
fishing grounds) who proved to be 
a veritable local encyclopedia.

We were now plotting near May 
Point. As we sat in the gloaming 
one evening, Fletcher remarked 
casually : “What an ideal place 
for a Light-House ! Wonder why 
they’ve built it over at Point aux 
Morts!”

Humphreys—our chain-m a n— 
gave us the explanation.

Seawards for nearly fifteen 
miles there are shoals and reefs in
numerable ; and if a beacon were 
placed at this point, it would be of 
little utility tothe fishing fleet 
when making the land. Besides 
the skippers of the fleet usually 
got their bearings from Colom
bier (some.ten miles off).

“But,” he continued, “there used 
to be a mysterious beacon here 
many years ago, and many valu
able cargoes were picked up in the 
cove yonder. Vessels mistook the 
glim for Connaigre Light, and 
stood inward, invariably coming to 
grief.

“The mystery of this beacon has 
never been really solved. That it 
was a lantern set up by some 
wrecker is pretty evident ; but the 
miscreant has never been located.

“However,” he went on, “some 
of the old fishermen seem to know 
him ; and the finger of suspicion 
points to an old chap, Dawson— 
Caleb Dawson, nicknamed ‘old 
douse the glim.’

Nothing is known of Dawson’s 
antecedents ; he is undoubtedly of 
French origin, and was probably a 
castaway whom some fishermen 
picked up off the Miquelon shoals. 
He speaks French like a native of 
St. Malo.”

“So our friend Caleb has been 
pulling the wool over us!” re
marked Fletcher.

(To be continued)

son, had not the wherewithal in
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cash, to satisfy the * demands of 
“them d- game fellers whats
pokin’ their noses into every poor 
man’s way o’ livin’. Why, ye kin 
hardly keep fur enough now to 
make a pair o’ mitts!”

We sympathized with the poor 
toiler whom these ruthless gentle
men of the game preservation con
tingent were persecuting so relent
lessly!

“Railroad fellers, eh?” Caleb 
ej a elated, “you’re a long time
ye?”
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Burns more air than oil TH|:' Dawso" d?mi$ile was-BOt
particularly inviting from with 

out: it was by no means comfort
able, within. It consisted of three 
or four cubby-holts; the kitchen 
into which we were ushered was 
the only part of the establishment 
to which even the name room 
could be applied.

The furnishings were in keeping 
with the rest of the abode—a deal 
table, whose top might be improv
ed by a scouring;two or three1 
chairs improvised from flour bar
rels, sundry empty bottles, and a 
heterogeneous assortment of delf 
which was not of Sevres pattern. 
The stove seemed as if it had a 
grudge against polish manufactur
ers ; and the floor, to have been re
served as a depository for the re
jectamenta of the last meal. .

“The missus”—so she was intro
duced to us—was engaged in a 
culinary operation which seeming
ly did not call for the virtue which 
is next to godliness; and she in
formed us that she would “have 
somethin’ ready fer us. in a jiffy!”

Not knowing the precise horo- 
logical length of a “jiffy,” Fletcher 
and myself decided to take 
stroll.

We discovered that Dantzic was 
a very picturesque spot, and we 
found some traces of the old 
regime when Breton fishermen 
piled their trade in these parts.

In the rear was a lagoon,, 
thing of the Venetian brand, but 
a splendid salt-water basin which 
rose and fell with the tide.

. = -1 •-* THE COAKER ” Motor Engine is the favorite Engine
with the Fishermen.

e ; , i X '

A Motor Engine made for the Union Trading Company by the largest
Motor Engine Manufacturers in America.

Come and see them 
or write for particulars We tried to expiai9 to him the 

technical difficulties of running 
try listes and the rough nature of 
the. country in the rear; but our 
proffered information did not 
seem to impress him.

“If you fellers only make it 
wuth wile, I'd show you a lead 
from that big tolt yonder to Sand 
Point; you could almost drive a 
kerrige over it now.”

Well, we thought it would save 
us an amount of useless bush-

R. Templeton,St..John’s.
m WATER STREET,
■6*1

"•1

0» ©

At Lowest Prices •<î
11 miI

A?

IGasolene
“Veedal 
Motor Oil

rt&i: ?

/wacking, and offered him $20 to 
blaze the trail. He came back to 
carrtp with us.

During the evening he regaled 
us with stories of “the pirates and 
smugglers of times agone,” took 
a hand in a little game of 45’s and 
cleaned us out of every loose dol
lar in our possession. The old duf
fer tried to pour balm upon 
wounded feelings and offered us 
some wholesome advice: “Nex’ 
time you fellers get into the game, 
be sure ye take down that lookin’ 
glass there behind ye.” He hac 
been reading our hands al 
through the evening !

He then opened an old nunny 
bag containing a pair of overalls 
and what he termed a “shiftin’,” 
(change of clothing) and produc
ed some liquid refreshment, pre
sumably from the reseve stock at 
Dantzic. It was decidedly effec
tive.
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crossed the “gut” between the 
and sat

Hg:When we became somewhat mel
low, he produced a bundle of very 
dirty paper, unwrapped it very 
gingerly, and laid out on our im
provised drawing-table two be
daubed sheets—maps he informed 
us. The hieroglyphics looked more 
undecipherable than the draw
ings?

Regarding them, we were in
formed that they were “as old as 
the hills.” Fletcher interposed, 
oy doubting if Adam could write 
so well! then winking knowingly, 
he pointed to the water-mark— 
“Newton 1895”—and at the same 
in omen t acquiescing in Caleb’s as
severation regarding their anti
quity.

' “Manys a good yallow piece 
they’ve put in me pockets; not a 
soul knows the place but meself; 
and there’s lights, gardin’ it every 
dark night! Ought to see the 
lights now?” We wept out.

Away to the north-west, there

>>=
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lagoon and the creek, 
down for a whiff, 
seemed to have

if 9
Fletcher, who 

most inquisitive 
instincts, drew my attention to a 
cutting at the north-west corner. 
“Looks like a culcert, Lennox,”

,.7
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For nearly a quarter of a cen
tury 1 have practised Dentistry in 
Newfoundland, and to-day there 

thousands perfectly 
satisfied with my services.

Our Artificial Teeth are now, as 
at first, the very best obtainable, 
but the fee has been reduced to 
$12.00.

We repair brokne plates and 
make them just as strong as 
ever at a charge that will surprise

'it
i

“Wonder what that’s for?” Hearc many
went out to investigate. “Culbert 
alright; but ’tis backed up on the 
inside with cobbles. Perhaps the 
old cuss drains out the lagoon for rmitMu

r /I
some reason or other!”

Th’en Caleb joined 
nounce that dinner was ready.

Fletcher, the inquisitor, asked 
Caleb if he had ever been railroad- 

“Naw,” he replied rather de- 
“been fishin’ all me

us, to an- 1
you.

If you want a jiew set, or the 
old ones repaired, consult

DR. A. B, LEHR,
(.Hie Senior Dentist) 

203 WATER STREET-
jael4jn,w,Leod

ing. 
precatingly, THE FAMOUS 6 H.P. COAKER ENGINE.
life.”

“Though you might have been,” 
urged Fletcher, “pretty good hand 
at building culverts.”

HTHE “COAKER” 4 cycle can be operated on half the oil consumed by a 2 
cycle engine. This Engine’s power is equal to double the power of 

2 cycle engines. It is made for the fishermen’s use and expressly for Trap 
Skiffs and large size Fishing Bullies, it is sold to Union members at whole
sale prices, all commission and middlemen’s profits being cut out. We have 
them on exhibition at our wharf premises; we carry parts and fittings in 
stock. We guarantee the Engine. Write for particulars and terms, apply
ing to Chairman of F.P.U. Councils concerning this Engine. We confident
ly recommend the Engine, as being of the very best make and material, of 
being exactly what is needed for the fishermen’s use and GUARANTEED 
TO GIVE SATISFACTION.

It is above all durable, -simple and capable of doing heavy work, it is not 
a toy engine. The Engine starts on gasoline, and when started operates on 
kerosene oil. The very latest improvements on Motor Engines will be 
found on the “COAKER.” The man who buys a “COAKER” Engine from 
us saves $50.00 on a 6 H.P., $80.00 on a8 H.P. and $40.00 on a 4 H.P. Engine.

We have the 4, 6 and 8 H.P. Engines on exhibition at our premises. We 
also sell 12, 16 and 24 H.P. “COAKER” Engines; all 4 cycle make. Send 
along your orders for spring delivery.

For full particulars, prices, etc., apply to

WHERE TO GET
THE MAIL AND ADVOCATE some

“Culvert—what’s that?” 
“Oh!” said Fletcher, “that’s 

what we railroad chaps call such 
things as that”—he pointed to the 
outlet.

The Mail and Advocate can now be 
had at the following stores: —

Mayo’s—Duckworth Street.
Mrs. dallîvan—Duckworth St. East. 
Mrs. Peckford—Foot Signal Hill Rd 
Mr. Gosse—Plymouth Road.
Mrs. Kelly—King’s Bridge Road. 
Mrs. Hayse—King’s Bridge Road. 
Mrs. Brien—Colonial Street.
James Whelab—Colonial Street.
F. Fitzpatrick—Gower Street (top 

of Nunnery Hill).

—L

SEALERS!“Oh! that’s somethin’ 
the water out

to keep 
o’ the barrisway

\when the tide’s high.” 
“Looks like a ‘cock-and-a-buLLs 

remarked Fletcher as we 
moved towards the house.

The kitchen had undergone a 
cleaning process in the interim; 
and Fletcher said something about 
fames and outihium condimentum. 
We had a jolly good meal of fried 
fish and flap-jacks. It w.as rçally. 
epicurean., as in addition 
menu supplied by the 
Caleb had dug out some delicious 
lobsters (notwithstanding that it 
was close season”) and a gener
ous supply of liquids which wou|d 
make a diner at Sherry’s look

i ,

story’,”

Mrs. Organ—Military Road. 
Mr. Paraons—Catherine Street.

- Mr. E. Parsons—Corner Hayward 
Avenue and McDougall Street.

Mrs. Wadden-^-Pl easant Street o
3IQ8T DIFFICULT WORK ON GAL- 

LljPOLI, HAYS PIT. WM. 
KKARNFY.

Mrs. Ebsary—South Side.
Mrs. Dounton—Fleming Street.
Mr.. Fitzpatrick—Field Street.
Miss E, Lawlor—Head bt Long’s 

Hill.
Mrs. Bulger—Head of Carter’s Hill. 
M. A. Duffy—Cabot Street.
M. J. James—Cookstown Read.

. Mr. Horwood—Barter’s H1U.
Popular Store—Casey Street 
Mrs. Tobin—Casey Street.
Mrs. Cummings^—Head of Casey St 
Mrs. Healey—Corner Water St. and 

Hutchings Street,.
Mrs. Fortune—Corner Water Stréet 

and Alexander Street 
A. McCoubrey— (tinsmith) New

Gower Street
Mrs. Joy—New Gower Street 
Mr. Ryan—Casey Street 
Mrs. Colling—Foot Patrick Street, 

Water Street West.
Mrs. Keefe—Hamilton Street 
P. J. Morgan—Pennywell Road. 
Axford’e—South Side.

. Cttas. Truscett—New Gower Stïept. 
Miss Mtrrphy—Water St. West 
Capt Flefct—Cor. Gower and Prea-

to the
“missus,”:

.

mm
HALIFAX, N.S., Feb. 6.—Private 

Kearney, of St. John’s, Nfld., who 
vvas wounded at the Dardanelles, ar
rived by the Cathaginian from Liv
erpool. Hé said that the most tire
some work at Gallipoli was duty 
which required four hours at the 
listening post, and not the slightest 
noise made. An enemj^had to be dis-

V
« *

4 m
! % :-$VWfcm en* »vious.

Fletcher, of course, made 
mark; and our host informed 
that he got his supplies of liquids 
from Miquelon. ’ We had no 
scruples about the fact th^t such 
wares were contraband.

Mrs. Caleb, apologized that she 
had no ; milk; “Cows is gonç dry,” 
uttered Caleb in explanation.

“Now, Caleb! you’re fibbin’. 
The cows aip’t here any, more,”

Further developments elicited 
the information that the kine had 

— cott streets. been seized by the Game Protec-
Royal Tobacco Store, Water Street. tjon Society as Caleb, who had:

I

t8Sgüe fishing, hoot.

Sealers get Smallwood’s Hand 
Made Side-Seam Tongue Boots— 
Light, Warm and Comfortable. 
These Boots are made of the best, 
and softest Waterproof Leather 
and are guaranteed not to hard.

♦Tan and Black Leathers 
SKIN BOOTS.

We have a quantity of Good 
Skin Boots—Black and Tan.

•3
a re- 1posed of with the bayonet or butt of 

the rifle.
us. ■
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POSSIBLY.
V

m
Shortly after the death of one. of 

England’s great poets, one of his 
devoted admirers1 visited the little 
village where the poet had lived and 
died. The 
conversatio
native of thé village, remarking 
sadly on the death of the poet.

“Aye, aye,” answered the man 
consolingly. “Still, I mak’ no dot>t, 
but that the wife’ll carry on the 
beesness.

.

i i b

*ranger entered into 
ith an old man, a 4 H.P. COAKER8 H.P. COAKER.
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Fishermen’s Union Trading Co., Ltd.■
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