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Shirts—-Pajamas 
Nightshirts

Warn^ Comfortable, Non-irritating, Dependable Undergarments every one, 
and priced at a minimum

SHIRTS- J
Of Pure Wool Scotch Flannel, at $5.00 
Jaeger Taffeta Shirts, with soft double ctiffe, $7.50 
Of Ceylon Flannel, rifle wrists, double cuffs, $2.50 and $2.75 

—- Union Taffeta Shirts at $4.00 ,

PAJAMAS-
Ôf Flannelette, per suit, $3.25, $S.0o, $2.50 and $2.25 
Of Ceylon Flannel, per suit, $7.50, $4.50, $3.75 and $8.50 
Of Heavy Flannel, at $5.00

NIGHTSHIRTS- ' '
Of White Flannelette, at $1,25
Of Heavy Colored Flannelette, $2.00, $1.75 and $1.50

GLOVE SCRIP 
We issue it to any amount

SOCKS
Jaegero^ll wool, $1.00

We pay charges on parcels to all points 
In ordering, by mall seiîa, chest and waist measurements

W. 8c J. WILSON
THE MEN’S CLOTHING CENTRE 

1217-1219-1221 Government Street and Trounce Avenue - VICTORIA

F. W. B0WC0TT
BEACON AVENUE 

Phone No. 64

Has recently taken over the Truck and 
Dray Business of Mr. Robertson, and 
solicits local patronage in the removal 
of all classes of goods. Orders by phone 

will receive the promptest attention.

John Bartholomew
“SELECT” AUCTION ROOMS 

726 FORT ST., VICTORIA
Largest and best selections of Good Class 
and general slightly used FURNITURE 

dally selling
EVERYONE SATISFIED EVERYTIME

This is the RIGHT place—Please note 
address: 726 Fort Street—where the “Red 
Flag waves in the beautiful breeee." 

PHONE 2272

A. CRESSWELL
PIANO AND ORGAN TUNER 

(Certificated with Honors) 
One-third of a century’s piano-making ex

perience at your disposal.

Phone 4141 Victoria, or SOI Sidney

Want Ads.
FOR SALE—THREE JERSEY COWS, 

two due to freshen in February.—Apply, 
Mrs. Lopthien, Bayview.

HORSE AND BUGGY AND HARNESS 
FOR SALE—or Trade for Cow—Boot paid 
averaging to price of cow.—Apply G. L 
Anderson, Bradley Dyne Farm, Sidney.

WANTED—COUCH IN GOOD CONDI
TION—must be reasonable.—Apply Mrs. 
Millar, Sidney. Phone 10.-

The damp, cold evenings are coming 
Spend your winter evenings cosily and 
comfortably beside a nice log fire, reading 

’. good book. To do this join the Lending 
Library, Sidney Review Book Store Dept.

MAKE YOUR HOME BEAUTIFUL by 
having your Pictures framed in Artistic, 
modern Mouldings. Send your Pictures 
to the Review Office and we will send you 
an estimate of cost.

BEST PRICE and spot cash paid for 
poultry. Phone 4068L. 422 Dallas Road,
Victoria, B. C.

OWN YOUR OWN HOME—Join the new 
Building and Loan Association now be
ing formed. Loans free of Interest. 
Perfect security to shareholders. Pros
pectuses and application forms from 
T. J. Goodlake, 8 Winch Bldg. It will 
help you to get rid of that old mortgage

Dec. 21-18

BC. F UNERAL CO., LTD.
(Hayward’s—Est. 50 years.)

Motor or Horse Drawn Equipment 
as desired.

734 Broughton St. Victoria, B.C. 
Telepflones—2235, 2236, 2237, 2238

Mail the Review weekly to your friends. 
Let them know you are still alive and how 
Sidney is progressing. Send us $2.60 and 
we will mail it regularly to any address 
for you.

WANTED—Every resident in Sidney Dis- 
drict to support their Home paper. The 
subscription to The Review is $2.00 foi 
one year.

CASTOR IA
For Infants at i Children

In Use For Over 30 Years .
Always bears 

* the 
Signature i

ears —of iÜÜ

Sidney Mills, Limited
Rough and Dressed Lumber

Manufacturers of All Kinds of
DIMENSION TIMBERS, MOULDINGS, FLOORING, 

CEILING, ETC.

SHORT LENGTH FLOORING, CEILING AND SIDING,
2 to 7 ft., at large reduction off regular price, to clpar at once

Men Wanted at Current Wages.

READ OUR SERIAL—TO RUN W2EKLY

(Eire 3Frttmi! limtit
Continued from last week
the nust that perhaps he coveted still 
more. But she wa agoing to nothing of 
the sort.

“I’ll defy him,” Màmiï said. “When he 
comes I’ll refuse him admittance, and he 
can do his worst.”

The minutes crept on, an none or more 
passed, and then a little later there was 
a bold knock at the door. With her 
heart fluttering a little faster, Mamie in
quired who was there. An obviously dis
guised voice bade her open to a friend 
of Oyltirk tvho had some bad news to 
tqllT

“I know it already," the woman cried. 
“My husband is lying between here and 
Hurry cane branch with a bullet through 
his leg. He has been shot by that scound
rel Tanglefoot. Maybe you know who I 
mean.

“Open the door," the man outside de
manded. .

“You are not coming in here,” Mamie 
said resolutely. “If you value your life, 
go away. I know you, never mind how 
I know, but you shot my husband, you 
maimed him deliberately so that you could 
come here and steel his money. Do you 
think that any woman in her sense would 
open a door to a human wolf like you? 
No, I’m ready for you and If you want 
to get in ybu must force your way. But 
you can’t do it. So there.”

A furious oath came from without, 
accompanied by a rain of blows on the 
stout door. Then immediately afterwards 
a revolver was fired three times through 
the window of the sitting "room, and, after 
that, silence, but for the roar of the storm 
outside, and the swish of snow against 
the shack. And so an hour went by, with 
no sign from without, and silence within, 
save for the low growling of the dog, and 
the steady hammering of Mamie’s heart 
and the rush of blood in her head. For 
the quietness and the suggestion of some 
unseen peril was getting on her nerves 
now, and she was beginning that she 
had not left the shack for the safety of 
the nine forest, where some belated miner 
passing by might have come to her assist
ance. But it was too late to think of 
that now. Too late to do anything but 
hope for the best, and fight it out as 
best she could. Mamie would have been 
happier in her mind could she have seen 
or heard what the ruffian outside was 
doing, but there was something in his very 
silence that oppressed her and set all her 
nerves tingling. Presently she wandered 
from the front of the house to the back, 
filled with a sudden fear unless an un
expected ruse should develop in that dir
ection.

The Stuff Heroines are Made of
She was not afraid in the ordinary 

sense of the word, for behind the vague 
sense of terror lay that fine courage which 
defies fear and is Itself the truest heroism. 
She had come out there knowing perfectly 
well what she was going to face as the 
wife of a pioneer, and she faced it cheer
fully enough the last few years. She was, 
in fact, the sort of stuIKthat heroines are 
made of, and despite her slender build, 
and that dainty beauty of her, she was 
as strong as one of her own dogs, and 
the muscles that rippled under her satin 
skin were as heard as those of an ath
lete.

And she -had been trained, too, in the 
rough and ready justice of the West, that 
rugged part of the world where men are 
accustomed to tak#s the law into their 
own hands and administer it with a fine 
sense of right and wrong that could not 
have been surpassed in any court of jus
tice. And she knew well, too, how essen
tial it was out there to eliminate all trace 
of sentimentality in dealing with a ruffian 
like Tanglefoot, plcturesqe though he un
doubtedly was. It was necessary to take 
this kind of wolf- by the throat and shoot 
him out of hand without mercy, as nec
essary to the welfare of the state. Mamie 
would have done it herself, though-she 
was a woman.

Red Cross Gift Shop

LAND RAFFLE
Don’t forget the Plot of Land at 

Deep Cove be Raffled for
TICKETS- $1.00 EACH

On Sale from Members or at Sidney 
Review Office

She had no illusions. She knew that" 
her husband had tracked down Tangle
foot single-handed when other men had 
shrunk from that dangerous task, and 
brought him to Hurricane Branch on the 
back of a pony with his hands tied be
hind him. He had tamed the terror of 
the ranges, the man who had not hesi
tated to shoot a woman and child in coin 
blood, and would not hesitate now to 
destroy the woman who defied him. If 
only once he could establish a footing 
within the shack. Mamie knew that, as 
she knew the teachings of her own Bible.

And yet she was not afraid, she was not 
thinking so much of herself now, as the 
man who was lying out in the snow-storm 
with a bullet through his leg. For Jim’s 
sake she would have hesitated at nothing, 
and her heart hardened within her as 
she thought of the danger. And as she 
stood there, she was wondering if there 
was a single weak point in the shack 
that the desperado outside might success
fully assault. She knew the shack Inside 
and out, for she had helped to build it. 
many a log had she trimmed herself, and 
many a great nail had she driven into 
those rough bark covered walls. The fact 
that she was unharmed only steeled her 
courage. There was dynamite in the 
shack, but that was dangerous stuff to 
handle, and Jim himself had the only 
rifle and the solitary pair of revolvers.

A Terrible Inspiration
Outside the snow was falling again, 

volleying before the blast of the gale, 
but inside it was quiet enough save for 
the wimpering ’bf the dog. Mamie crept 
quietly through the kitchen and stood 
there, ni the fading light, with her eyes 
glued on the back door. Then she saw 
something that drove the blood from her 
heart and for the moment froze her to 
the spot. A big knot stopped with clay 
had been, removed, and through the cir
cular opening a hairy gnarled hand pro
truded. Mamie recollected now how that 
fault in the log had been plugged with 
clay and how she had done if herself, 
when hte shack was first built, and, nc 
doubt, Tanglefoot’s keen eve had discov
ered it. He was reaching through the 
hole now, tumbling and groping quietly 
for the wooden bar that stretched across 
the stout door a foot or so below. It 
was not an easy matter to reach It, for 
the desperado had a muscular arm like 
that of a blacksmith, and the hole In the 
timber whs a tight fit. With a sudden 
realization of danger, Mamie’s mind clear
ed so that she was thinking rapidly and 
coherently.

It was evident to her that it would take 
some little time yet for Tanglefoot to work 
his arm sufficient! ythrough before he could 
reach the heavy cross-bar. He would have 
to compress his forearm until he could 
work the limb through up to the elbow 
joint. But already that cruel hand, with 
tsi blunt finger-nails, was working down 
and down, and Mamie could hear the 
ruffian chuckle", to himself as he strove 
to grasp the olMt$cle. But then the plan 
came Into her mind, something hat she had 
read before, hough, for the moment, she 
could not think where.

She crept quietly back into the sitting- 
room, and from a shelf took down a heavy,

To be concluded

A Military 500 Card Party and Dance 
v-ill be held in the Berquest Hall in aid 
of the Red Cross, on Tuesday evening, 
December 31st, at 8.30 o’clock sharp. 
Come and dance the Old Year out and the ■ 
New Yeaï in.
--------- >-------------------------------------------

THE BEST NEW YEAR’S PRESENT 
YOU CAN GIVE

IS A SUBSCRIPTION TO 
THE

Sidney
Review
$2 00 FOR THE YEAR 

- TELEPHONE 28, SIDNEY


