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Useful for
Over 500

Purposes

DIRT.”

Plot That Failed;

— OR, —

_ Love That Would
~ Not Be Denied.

CHAPTER XXXI.
“Liked him too?’ asked the detec-
tive.

“He was a good friend to me, sir,”
gaid Jamie. “A good, kind
friend.”

“Ah,” said- Mr. Dockett.
think if he was to come to life now
that you would know him again?”
said the lad. “Ah, in

very

“Do you

“Know him!”
a moment.”

“Of course you would,” said the de-

and wishing
left the room.

tective. Then he rose

Leicester ‘‘good-day,”
He paused outside, and looking in
at the window made a signal to Lei-
Leicester looked over at Ja-
mie Sanderson and prepared him.

“Jamie,” he said. “Don’t be start-
led. Do you know me?”

The lad, at the sound of Leicester’s
natural voice, turned pale and irem-
bled, but said nothing.

“Don’t be frightened, Jamie,” said
Leicester, and very slowly he remov-
ed the wig and beard.

Jamie uttered a cry of joy, which
rapidly éhanged to fear.

cester.

“Master Leicester!” he cried,

stretching out his thin hand in an
agony of terror, “put them on _ again,
and fly! You are
in danger!
beside me!
sake!”
“Jamie,” said Leicester, “be" calm!
‘What is known, my lad?”
did the—the—muirder!
Oh, T know you‘ldidn't mean it, but
they’ll hang you, theyll
And they'll make me witness against
you! Oh, oh!” And he wrung his
hands. “Why didn’t I throw it away?
‘Why didn't T bury it?”
What?” asked Leicester,

Fly, this moment!
All is known, all know it
Oh, fly, for Heaven’s

“That you

hang you!

“Bury it?
puzzled.

The lad hobbled near him and laid a
trembling hand upon his arm.

‘“Master Leicester! I've got it. 1
found it on the cliff, among the bush-
es, and—oh! go away, fly, for
Heaven’s sake!”

sir,
“Hush, my poor lad,” said - Leices-
ter, who was getting excited himself.
*What did you find?”

The poor lad shuddered and put his
fips to Leicester’s ear.
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“The knife! The knife you stabbed
him with.”

Leicester started and
rushed up into his face.
There was a moment’s pause, then,
in a low, constrained voice, which
trembled a little, he Baid:

“You found the knife, did you, Ja-
mie? and you kept it?”

The lad nodded.

" “Yes, forgive me, Master Leicester.
I tried to throw it away, I tried to
bury it; but I couldn’t. I thought the
police would be sure to find it and
that—that—it would ' tell

you!”

the blood

against

“You are 2
And

¢1I see,” said Leicester. !
good lad, Jamie, a faithful lad.
where is the knife?”

“Upstairs,” whisperd the lad. “Up-
stairs, in a box in my little room.’

“Ah,” said Leicester, as the words
made the strange conduct of the lad
quite clear. “Go and fetch it.”

Jamie walked out of the room, and
as he did so, Mr. Dockett crept in.

“Hist!” said Leicester, and his
eyes were all on fire.

“Have you heard anything?”
Mr. Dockett. “He has gone for the
knife. I'll hide here,” and he hid
himself behind the curtain.
lame boy’s

said

In a few minute’s the
step could be heard upon the stairs,
and

and he entered the cau-

tiously locked the door.

room

“It’s up my sleeve,” he whispered.
“Shut your eyes, Master
You needn’t look at the horrid thing,
shut your eyes, and hide it away in
your sleeve, then throw it out to sea!
Oh! it is a horrid, horrid thing!”

Leicester.

“Give it to me,” said Leicester,
and to please the lad

slipped the

hoarsely; he
shut his eyes.
knife in his hands and instantly the
detective slid from behind the
tain and grasped Leicester’s hand.

Leicester offered no resistance, and

Jamie

cur-

hushed Jamie's cry of alarm.

“All right, Jamie, don't be fright-
ened. This is a friend.”

“Is it your knife?” said Mr. Dock-
ett, quite coolly.
then
to his

“I.et me see,” said Leicester,
as he looked at it he sprang
he
“his
Nemesis is on

feet. exclaimed,

with a shout of frenzy,

“By Heaven!”
sin has
come home to him!
his track!”

“Whose knife is it. I ask you?” ex-
claimed the detective, almost excited.

“Howard Murpoint’s,” replied Lei-
cester.

At that moment the door opened,
and Stumpy entered.
. He had heard every word, and as he
paused on the threshold he muttered
to himself: “Jerusalem! things are
working round bad for the general!”
(To be Continued.)

Aubrey’s
Revenge.

) ’ ot
CHAPTER 1.

The day had been gray and threat-
ening, and as the night came down
dark and starless, a wild northeaster-
ly gale set in.

The keepers at New Castle Light
moved about in a restless way, as if
in hope of finding some task that had
been left undone, but everything in
the gray old tower was in perfect or-
der, the lamp'trimmed and lighted,
the great, glittering lenses without
spot or blemish.

Kelpie Stonestreet, the head keep-
er's grand-daughter, came down the
iron stairway just as the clock in the
watch room struck six. At the same
moment a huge green parrot, scram-

[ bling down from his perch overhead,

flew in to meet Her,
shrill, warning tones:

“Light up the
brewin’!
Bear!” - -

“Yes, Pe;e, the lamps are already
burning,” the girl replied, “so be
quiet and hush your croaking.”

“The oracle has spoken,” put in
Tom Holland, the assistant keeper,
joining Kelpie as she reached the
bqttom of the stairs. “Pete’s an out-
and-out weather prophet; when he
announces thg coming of a storm it's
bound to come sooner or later. The
chances are that the cap’n won't gei
back to-night.”

“Well,” answered Kelpie, serenely,
“it won’t be the first time he’s been
storm bound.” !

screaming in

lamps! Storm’s a-
Light up the lamps, d’ve

_- “No, but I’m afraid you’ll find it

As near periectidn
as you can get in
this world.
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lonesome heing left here al' by your-
self.”
“T" shan’t be all by myself;! you and

Tulliver -are here.”

“Oh, yes, of course. But it hardly
seems the proper thing for a slip of a
girl to stay here with two rough fel-
lows like Tulliver and myself.”

“I’'m not afraid, Tom.”

“No, of course not; but I'd rather
vou shouldn't do it. See here, Kelpie,
let me take you across to Thateher’s
Rock. The d;)r_\"s ready, and there’s
time enough yet.”

“And leave Tulliver to keep the

light?” said Kelpie, her black eyes
flashing and the color deepening in

her cheeks. “What do you
Daddy would say to that?”

“He’'d say I was right. It isn't pro-
per for you to stay here, with only
Will you take my

suppose

Tulliver and me.
advice and go, Kelpie?”

“Certainly not. I'm.left in daddy’s
place, and I don’t intend to desert my
I'll go
up in the watch room and relieve Tul-

post. Supper’s ready, Tom.
liver.”

“You'll do nothing of the kind; I'll
go myself.”

The first assistant’s eyes blazed and
his voice had a determined ring, but
pretty Kelpie laughed in his face.

“I am first keeper, now that
grandfather’s absent,” she said,
it is for me to say what shall or what
shall not be done.

supper, Tom Holland.

my
“and

Go and get your
I'm going -to
relieve Tulliver.”

And with a haughty

her graceful head, she turned and ran

uplifting of

swiftly up the dizzy stairs.

“Light the lamps! light the lamps!”
Pete, the parrot. “A
storm’s a-brewin’! We'll all go to the
bottom o’ Davy’s locker before the
night’s over.”

Tom Holland stood irresolute a
moment, listening to the
intelligent bird, with an anxious ex-
pression on his face;‘ then, turning
slowly, he made his wé.y to the supper
room without a word.

screamed

uncannily

“She’s bound to have her own way,
so I may as well hold my 'tongue and
do as she bids me,” he muttered; as he
took his place at the table. “But I
don’t like the idea -of her staying
here all night with only Tulliver and
me.

“However,” he added, with a deep-
drawn breath, “she’s as safe as if ths
For my own part I
life a
times sooner than see a hair of her
head come to harm, and, as far as I
know, Tulliver feels the same way.

cap’n was here.

would sacrifice my million

“Heavens, what a blow!” he -added,

Remember

It is wise to get rid quickly of
ailments  of the organs of diges-
tion—of headache, languor, dec-
pression of gpirits—the troubles
for which the be-t\ corrective is

as a great sea struck the iron door
with a shock like the boom of a can-
non. “The cap’n won't stand a chanee
of reaching New Castle Light to-
night.” T
“We’ll go to the bottom 0’ Davy’s
locker before the night's out!”
screeched the parot. \
“Hold your tongue, you croaking
prophet!”, cried Tom Holland, throw-
ing a biscuit at the bird’s head.
Meanwhile Kelpie, having
the stairs, entered the watch
where Tulliver sat ‘'reading a dime
novel and smoking a corncob pipe.
‘He put the pipe aside and rose to his
feet. “I didn’t ring,” he said curtly.

| “Why didn’t you?’ demanded Kel-
“Your time was up ten minutes

’

climbed
room,

pie.
ago
“Yes, I know, but T waited so that
you might get your supper before you
came up.”

“Don’t trouble yourself about my
comfort hereafter,” replied the . girl
coldly. “Let your first thought be to
obey orders. You should have touch-
ed the electric button the moment
your watch was up. I shall report
you to my grandfather as soon as he
gets home.”

“You can do as you please about
it,” answered the man sullenly.

“Tom Holland is eating his supper.
Go down and get yours,” added Kel-
pie, with an air of command.

The second assistant left the watch
room in silence, a curious expressicn
in his dead-black eyes.

Tom Holland had made short work
of his supper and was already leaving
the table when Tulliver entered the
room.

* “You left Miss Stonestreet in the
watch room, I suppose, Tulliver,” he
said.

“You’ve a right to suppose anything
you please,” answered the second as-
sistant with surly impudence.

Holland wheeled like lightning and
made a step toward the table, a blaz-
a moment
sudden

ing light in his eyes; but
struck by a

and went

later, as if
thought, he turned back
slowly out of the room.

“Poor Tulliver,” he sighed, “he’s an
impudent cur, and I feel like kicking
the life out of him sometimes, but T
can’t help pitying him, after all. He
can’t help being in love with Kelpie
any more than I can, and when she
treats him like a dog, he loses his
temper.

“] wish the cap’n would put another
man in his place. It would be better
for all concerned, no doubt, if I were
to throw up my. position,” he added.
with a reckless laugh. “But I can’t
make up my mind to go. It’s
than folly to hang on; nobody knows
that better than I do, yet I cgn’t tear
myself away. Before we saved that
city chdp’s life I 'had hope, but it's
gone now. Yet, fool that T am, I go
on in .the old way, loving her more
Ah, me!
I wonder how it will all end?”

And with a great sigh, that heaved
his broad chest like a strong wind, he
went out wupon the parapet, and,
hanging over the rail, gazed down in-
to the darkness, out of which came

worse

and moére every day I live.

the mysterious voices of the great
storm-maddened sea. He was always
brooding over that - disastrous event
—that fateful happening, which, like
a swift cyclone, had in one moment
swept away all the stfong,
cherished through the
years of his life.

Up in the watch room, a wild-rose
flush in her cheeks, a starry radiance
in her eyes, while the mad sea roared

sweet

hopes best

like a lion and the wild waves beat
and broke against the gray old tower,
Kelpie sat watching the light stream-
ing out like, a golden pathway for
miles and miles across the stormy
darkness, and dreaming of the same
thing.

Not with heartbreak regret,
however, like the man below, but
with a tremulous thrill of delight
running ' through all her nerves and
causing her heart to beat with happy
throbs. :
Day after day and night after night
—aye, even in the gray dawn some-
times, when the shrill voice of Pete,
the Prophet, as the parrot was called,
chanced to break in on her morning
slumbers, preity Kelpie lost sigit of
everything else, and, living
again the one romance of her young
‘life, wondered,, with impatient long-
ing, if her handsome hero would make |

and

over

| 20od his promise to come back some

fine day to New
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Fashion Plales.

The Home Dressmaker should kee
a Catalogue Scrap Book of our Pat-
tern Cuts, These will be found very
useful to refer to from time to time.

———

1926__A SIMPLE, BECOMING AND
ATTRACTIVE MODEL,

Ladies’ Waist with or without Rolled
Collar, and with Sleeve in Either of
Two Lengths.

_ This model may be worn over a
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 voile, 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 23; yards of 40 inch material
for a 36 inch size.

to any address on receipt of 10c. in
silver or stamps.

1208.—A- NEW AND PRACTICAL UN-
DER GARMENT.

Ladies’
Camisole.
lines.

For lawn, nainsook, batiste, crepe,
Large. It requires 23 yards of 36
ed. As here shown, it may be made
with the camisole in round neck and
“V” shaped lower edge, or in band
effect with shoulder straps. that could
be of ribbon or embroidery. The
drawers are comfortable and may be
finished in knickerbocker, or bloomer
style or with unconfined lower edges.
As portrayed white batiste was used.
with all over camisole, with a finish of
white wash ribobn. The Pattern is
cut in 3 sizes: Small, Medium and
Large. It requires 23, ards of 36
inch material for a Medium size.

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

Combination, Drawers, and
In Either of Two Out-

Ne.
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N.B.—Be sure to cut out the f{llus-
tration and send with the coupon,
carefully filled out. The pattern can
not reach you in less tham 15 days.
Price 10c. each, in cash, postal note,
or stamps. Address: Telegram Pat.
tern. Department. :

A

Intelligent Person may
' _corresponding for
b TES

A GOODLY AMOUNT MUST BE REALIZED! TAKE IN
EVERY SHOW!

MONDAY and TUESDAY:

HEARST-SELIG NEWS—Volunteer movement in London, Lord
Kitchener hastily builds a new army for England. Recruits
march through London streets to their training camps, en-
list and receive “the King’s Shilling.”

The Barrier of Ignorance,

A tense dramatic story of the hills, in two parts.

SOME STEAMER SCOOPING—An adventurous newspaper story,
in which the world-renowned Maurice M. Costello plays the
leading role.

A MAD LOVE—A Pathe special in two parts.
drama; a most interesting story.

HER HORRID HONEYMOON—A high-class comedy produced
by the Lubin Co.

YOU CAN HELP, ALSO SEE A BIG SHOW. THE PRICE IS

An Absorbing

A pattern of this illustration mailed ,

s

SMALL, THE VALUE BIG, AT THE NICKEL.

Solid Comfort
In Our Chairs

is a marked feature, and has built us a
reputation for reliable and luxurious
furniture that can not be beaten. Any
Chairs, upholstered and otherwise, pur-
chased at our store are guaranteed in
every particular.

This week we are offering special
values in Arm Chairs and Morris
Chairs, real Rest Chairs, built for ease
as well as ornament. We are showing
Arm Chairs all upholstered, or with
mahogany frames, and upholstered in
Leather, Tapestry and Plush; also a
fine grade of Morris. Chairs, fully up-
holstered in Leather or Plush, and with
adjustable padded leg rests. If you
want “Solid Comfort” Chairs, you can
get them at the

U. S Picture &
Portrait Company.

Smyth’s Men’s Wear

Personal expression in dress is an art the technique
of which is understood by only a few shops in the
world. This is one of them.

Connoisseurs in the art of dress appreciate the ab-
solute dependability of our offerings.

Everything in Fashionable Accessories to Men’s
Dress.

GEO. KEARNEY Manager

P. O. Box 701 ‘Phone 726.

By S. S. Carthaginian:

“Camp” Co

WINDSOR SALT.
T. A. MACNAB & Co.

Selling Agents for Newfoundland. «

Telephone 444. Cabot Bldg., St. John's.
decl6,w,f,m,tf

fee.

Better Values Than Ever !
Never before did we offer better values In

Men’s and Boy’s Readymade Clothing.

Every garment perfect in tyle, fit and finish, and at prices that
will be sure to interest yoy. Mail Orders receive our best and
prompt attention.

WILLIAM FREW.

[ E e
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Advertise in The Evening Telegram
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CHAPTER XIV.
Harbour Breton is so long ki
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1,000 Ibs.
Fresh Halib

By s.s. Portia to-da
o o e e e T

Finnan Haddies.
Fresh Cod :Tongues.
Salt Herring (selected
Boneless Codfish.
Kippered Herring.

d Cross Salmen, 11b
Smoked Caplin in pkg
Norwegian Herring, 1:
Norwegian Sardines,

and 20. tin.
Lobster, No. 1, 40c. ti

P POO000000000000%

P E. 1. TURKE
‘Ply. Rock Chicl
5 cases Fresh |

Eggs--rail to-d

250 pairs Fresh Rabb
z C%ju\* rries, 40c. gall
 Fresh Dates, 10c. pk
ampbell’s Soups, 124
; JAmS; asstd., 17¢c. 1 14
: ¥alencia Oranges, la
... 15¢c. dozen.
100 bris. No. 1 Apple

e .

3.50 barrel.




