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"Tell her," she said, huskily, and 

tried to telegraph to him to deceive 
her; Fedora caught the sign and 
cried out:

“No. he must tell me truly what 
he will do. If it was your mother 
.and your brother, Lorid, then it waa 
my mother and my brother. Tell 
me what you will do when you 
know the name of—of—the—the 
man who did it. Tell me truly, 
Loris. 1 shall know if you deceive 
me. Olga, do not look at him. I 
tell you I must know.”

She was becoming so excited that 
Olga bade him tell at once. She 
feared Fedora would betray herself.

Loris tried to speak calmy as he 
answered.

“There is but one thing I can do 
Fedora, mine. 1 shall pursue him 
everywhere, no matter where he 
.may go, and I will have his life/'

Fedora clung heavily to him, de
vouring his face. Olga drew nearer, 
for she feared for what Fedora 
would say next.

<* Yqs, yes; tl^at would be right. 
It is what any man would do,” said 
Fedora. “It is what I would do. 
His life, yes—his life. But, m>

“AsW th)e proprietor to step out 
here," said Fedora to the footman.

The proprietor came out, looked 
with awe at the splendid equipage, 
and ebowed almost to the ground.

“Have you any very fine Turkish 
sponges?" asked Fedora.

The man declared he had a won
derful assortment.

"Then I will go into the store,” 
said Fedora, and she aMgkted, and 
went in.

She bought not only a sponge, but 
various other articles, and was go
ing out when she stopped suddenly, 
and said:
”1 have r, pet pug dog which is 

suffering great agonies. He must 
be killed. Is there nothing I could 
give him that would put an end to 
his life without pain?”

“Poison,” suggested the chemist.
“Poison! That is such a dreadful 

thing!"
“Yes, but is is the best for the dog 

if he must die.”
“What kind of poison?”
“Prussic acid would be the quick

est.”
“Give it in his food?"
“You have only to touch his tongue 

>vith it, and it will kill him if it’s
Loris, suppose it should have been strong enough.”
a—a woman! Ha, ha! it is foolish, 
but suppose it."

“He shall suppose nothing of the 
sort,” said Olga, almost fiercely. 
“Loris Ipanoff. if you have not the 
wit to see that that woman is los
ing her mind with all these horrors, 
you do no deserve to have her love^ 
Answer her no more.”

Fedora turned upon

me some 
dangerous to

a ugh
are right. Olga

“Can you prepare 
that it will not be 
handle?"

“It is against the lav/ to sell with
out an ordci.”

“Is it?” said Fedora, in surprise. 
“I am sorry. I would have given 

irice for it. Well, never mind, 
unless^—oh, perhaps you could get 

her/^iand the/ order. I am the Princess Fe- 
Ira Romanoff. Could you not pro- 

redora, you j cure an order for me? I will pay you 
for your trouble, of course."

“Oh, I could net get the order for 
■ you. . You would have to get it your-

must not ask any more questions.
Besides, no woman could have done 
such a thing. Thank God! only a
man could have dene it.” ] self. But," he stopped, and looked

"Yes, only a man. or a fiend,” all about him to see if there could 
said Fedora. "Now = ng for me, be listeners. “If you would promise 
my Loris." | me not to tell that I sold it—you

He sat down, and sang for her, j see, I would forfeit my license if it 
and she drew Olga to her side as far j was known—I can let you have it. 
from Loris as she cculd get, and j The object of the law of course is 
whispered in her ear: j only to prevent those who would

“He will find out tomorrow, and j commit suicide in getting it. If you 
he v/ill ccme here to kill me. But ! will be very careful wUh it there 
I will never die by his band." j would be no harm in lettiug you 

“I will come here tomorrow early have it.'
and I wi’l not leave you," said Olga. 

CHAPTER XXV
While Loris sang Fedora thought, 

and presently, to the surprise and

“I think not," said Fedora, gravely. 
The man laughed respectfully. 
“No, it is not such as you who are 

guilty of such folly. It is only the
perhaps to the misgiving of Olga, poor wretches who are unhappy 
she recovered her calmness, and no* atout something—love, very often.

.longer seemed to be dreading to see 
Lorjs get up from the piano.

{“Olga* dear/* she said.
“Yes.”
“Induce him to go away with you. 

I must get some rest, or I shall saX 
something I ought not.”

You would be surprised, your high
ness, how many there are who find 
love a terrible thing.”

He laughed again respectfully, 
and went back to put up the deadly 
poison. He put it into a pretty lit- 

i tie glass-stoppered vial, marked it

this calm. She chokedF back a sob, 
and smoothed the little hand tihe 
had tak°n In hers.

"Let to-morrow take care of itself,
Fedora, dear. You can never toll 
vhat may happen. I have a plan, 

but it is only a vague one, and I will 
not speak of It until the time 
comes. And let us be frank with 
each other.”

She looked at Fedora, and'saw her 
set her lips at that

“Yes, let us be frank, Olga, dear.
What would you say?”

“You are quite sure that this com
posure will not desert y du to-night?"

“Oh, quite sure.*/
“You will only enjoy tbe presence 

of Loris? He will not inspire you 
with any fear?"

“No, not to-night. I feel safe to
night. I shall enjoy him as a man 
dying of thirst would enjoy a draught 
of cool water. Do not doubt that. I 
am not going to think of tomorrow.”

“Then let me go to your bed
chamber and wait for you. I will 
get some books and read. You 
need not fear that I shall be lonely.”

Fedora took her two hands, and 
looked silently at her for the space 
of a minute.

“I found you and Loris at the same 
time—the man and the woman I 
love best on sll the earth. God bless 
you! I know I took him away from 
you. You have already forgiven me 
that. There was a time, Olga, when 
l thought '•corn of you. I know now 
that the earth holds no better."

She drew Olga's arms around her 
neck, and put hers about Olga's, and 
kissed her on both cheeks and on her 
lips. Olga said never a word, but 
laid her head on Fedora's shoulder, 
and sobbed.

But presently she stopped, and 
kissed Fedora.

“W*hat a baby I am! I cry because 
I am loved. There! I am sure that 
is Loris. Let me go now."

“No, you must stay for a few min
utes,” said Fcdoita, .dfljpl.^yin^ ;lhe 
first nervousness she had yet done.

Loris came in cheerily, and it was 
evident that he had mede up his 
mind to pvt the disagreeable topic 
away from him for the time. He 
kissed Fedora, shook both of Olga's 
hands, and complimented them both.

Fedora lost her nervousness at 
once, and met him more than half 
way, proving to Olga that she had 
not deceived herself as to her ability 
to retain her composure. But 
through all that she said and did .
there was apparent to Olga, though Do not be afriad.

Olga agreed with her, but she ; poison, and put the usual skull and
cast a puzzled, anxious look at her. | cross-bones on, and gave it to her
Fedora seemed almost herself. I highness, who would be surprised to

“I will. You want me to come | know that* there were t'iose who

held him off with a terrified ges
ture.

“No, no, not yet," she gasped. ..
Olga watched her closely, or 

rather watched the hand that remain
ed half clenched while it held the 
letter. Loris watched her face, pity
ing her for the unhappy state she 
was in,, and blaming himself tor it. 
Fedora lifted the letter and read.

And as she read her face, already 
white, became gray and with a cry 
that neither could understand, she 
crumbled the letter in her hand, and 
turned to Olga, tottering, sinking.

But already Olga had caught the 
clenched hand in a tight grasp. 
Loris was by Fedora’s side in a 
second, his arm around her waist, 
supporting her.

“Poor little woman!” he said, “she 
ought never to havo known anything 
of this.” \

He tried to remove the letter from 
her hand, but not only her tight 
grasp prevented it, but a word and 
a touch from blga as well.

“Do not take the letter” she said. 
“Let me do it. She has fained. Put 
her on the divan. Do not call Mar- 
ka. «I will tell you why in a mo
ment.”

They put Fedora, on the divan, and. 
narrowly watching the clenched 
hand all the time, Olga gently remov
ed the letter from her hand. Loris 
paid no attention to her, but bent 
over Fedora, trying tQ restore her. 
Olga read the letter.

“The report of the death of your 
mother and brother is false, but it 
was officially reported for some pur- 
pose which I do not know. The re
port has not yet been contradicted. 
Both are in prison, but not harshly 
treated. The person signing the in
formation against you is the Prin
cess Fedora Romanoff, now’ in Paris.”

“Loris, Loris! Good news!" cried 
Olga.

He looked at her inquiringly.
"Your mother and brother are not 

dead. The report was fa’se.”
“Thank God for that!"
"Now, Loris, give heed to me. 

Never mind Fedora for a moment. It 
seems an odd time for it, but it is 
the proper time to tell you the sec
ret Fedora would have told you but 
for the news that was brought to 
you this morning.”

“Perhaps you know best, Olga—”
“I do know best, Loris. Loris, do 

you love Fedora?"
“ You know that I do. Why do 

you ask?"
“Because I want you to realize 

how much you love her. Suppose 
she were to be taken from you at 
this moment!"

“Stop, Olga!" he said, with a cry 
of alarm, the fear taking possession 
of him that Fedora was dead then.

“Look into the hand that lie* 
clenched by her side, Loris. Open it.

I know what 1

early in the morning?"
"Please."
"Shall I come again after dinner 

tonight?"
“Oh, if you will! Let me have 

until dinner to rest and think, and 
1 will gain control of myself."

“She has some plan she is keep
ing from me,” thought Olga. “I will 
watch her."

In a little while she went over to 
the piano, and stood by the side of 
Loris, and whispered to him that it 
would be wise to leave Fedora for 
a time.

“I will come again after dinner, 
and stay all night with her. You 
>.ad better be here, too. I will 
keep out of the way, and give you 
a fair chance," she added, with an 
attempt to jest.

"You are a good Olga,” was all 
he said.

Fedora was even playful when she 
eaid au revoir to Loris, and made 
him promise that he would surely 
return after dinner.

Olga saw Marka in the hall as 
they were going down, and signaled 
her to follow. At the door she let 
■Loris go on while she remained to 
say a word to Marka.

“Your mistress is in great trou
ble."

“Oh, I knew’ it."
“Do you want to help her?"
“I will do anything.”
“Then you must watch everything 

she does, and tell me when I come 
after dinner. Will you do this?”

“I will, because I know you are a 
friend of my mistress."

Scarcely had they drove away 
than Marka was summoned to her 
mistress.

"Marka, I have some shopping to 
do. Order the carriage.”

"Yes, madam.”
Here was a dilemma. If her mis

tress went out in the carriage, and 
did not take her, how was she to 
■watch her? '’'hen she smiled, for a 
way had suggesed Itself.

Fedora did not take her maid 
with her, ns she often did when 
•hopping, but got into the carriage 
alone, and gave the order to drive 
to a jeweler’s. The man had not 
gone lar, however, when the prin

cess puljed tlfe check stitop, and 
the carriage was stopped, and the 
footman came to the door.

“Drive first to the nearest chem
ists.”

The driver did as was bidden, and 
presently drew, up before a chemist's 
•hop.

found love a terrible thing.
She paid hi n liberally enough to 

have ma<ie him suspect, but who 
would suspect a princess, who 
would be "urprised to know that 
there were those who found love a 
terrible thing.

She put the vial in her bosom 
when she was in the carriage.

“Never mind the jeweler," she 
said," as she stepped in, “I will go 
there tomorrow, perhaps.”

The last was to herself as she fell 
back in the seat with a look of un- 
uttorale werriness on her face.

“It seems," she muttered, “that I 
am not p.lone. There are many who 
find love terrible. I wonder why 
that should be! Perhaps they all 
deserve it as 1 do. Gol help them! 
God help them!”

The Countess Olga came of ter din
ner, as she had promised, but she 
had a hurried conversation with 
Marka before she went up-stairs.

“Anything to tell me, Marka?”
“She went out in the çarrlage as 

soon as you were gone.”
“Where to?”
“She did not tdke me, but the 

footman told me. She ordered them 
first to take her to a chemist’s. 
There she bought seme things—a 
sponge, some perfume, and a lot of 
things. I don’t know’ why she 
bought, for she certainly did not 
need them."

“What did sl.e do with the things?”
"Nothing. They were brought up 

to the dressing-room, and she has 
not looked at them.”

“How has she acted?”
“Very calmly. Not as if she were 

happy, but as if she were resigned.”
“How did she eat?”
“Scarcely anything.”
Olga sighed, and went up to the 

boudoir. Fedora greeted her with a 
sweetness that almost made her cry 
out. There was, a,s MarVa had said, 
an air of resignation in all she did 
or said.

“I am glad to see you more com
posed, Fedora, min°.”

“More than composed, Olga. I 
am almost happy. You eha’l see no 
more excitement. He will not hear 
from St. Petersburg until tomorrow 
and I have at least until then. To
night I am going to be happy as if 
there were no to-morrow. I am go
ing to take my fill of happiness. Why 
should I not be composed? Until to
morrow he will love me; after that 
It will be time enough to be un 
happy.”

Olga waa In no wtee deceived by

Loris did not see it, that air of re
signation which seemed to borrow 
its quality from nothing earthly.

Olga remained a few minutes 
only, and then won'd have excused 
herself, but as she began a jesting 
apology for leaving them alone, Mar
ka came, saying:

‘The man Ivan is here to see the 
Count Ipanoff."

Olga darted a look of anger at her, 
and Marka almost sobbed:

"He insisted upon being announc
ed."

am saying.”
The sense of a mystery subdued 

him to a passive action. He took 
up the hand, and, with a kind of awe, 
as if Fedora were really dead, he 
opened the hand and took from it the 
vial of poison.

“My God!" he cried, “what does 
it mean?"

“It méans that you Were that 
near to losing her, Loris. Now’, do 
you know how much you love her?”

He stooped over Fedora, and took
her in his arms, crying out her 

“I will see him down stairs,” said ! name, and fondling her in an agony 
Loris, with a frown. j of fear. And presently she opened

The. color had all gone out of Fe
dora’s face, and she was clinging to

chair, but she gasped, quickly:
“See him here, Loris, dear,” and 

staggered toward him and caught 
him as if she would prevent him 
from leaving her.

He looked helplessly at Olga. She 
said at once: “See him here. It 
will be better. Marka, t^’ing him 
here.”

When the man came he held a let
ter In his hand.
• "It came by the way of St Peters
burg,” he raid.

Loris snatched it fn m him, and 
looked at the superscription.

“It is from Dimitri,” he cried, and 
would have torn the envelope, but 
suddeny bethought him of Fedora, 
and stopped:

She looked at him with the horror 
of a Medusa in her face.

“I will wait," he said, and would 
have put it in his pocket.

"No," said Fedora, fumbling in 
the bosom of her gown for a mo
ment, and then holding her hand 
clenched bv her side. “Read it now."

He looked from her to Olga. Olga 
did not see him. She was creeping 
nearer to Fedora. He commenced to 
tear the envelope.

“Loris, my dear love, let me read 
it," wailed Fedora, and took the let
ter from his hand.

CHAPTER X£VI
The letter was Fedora’s last hope. 

If It betrayed her, then there was 
noting left for her but the death 
which he little vial contained.

For a moment—an agonized mo
ment for tbo two w’omen—nothing 
was said. Loris let her take the let- 
ten as he would havo let her take 
anything that -was his—yes, even to 
his life if that wouJ 1 profit her. He 
merely looked at Olga as If to in
quire If it waa best for Fedora to 
read the letter, and then as she look
ed only at Fedora, he decided that 
the best way was to let Fedora have 
her will.

She held the letter upopened for a 
little while, during wMch it was evi
dent she was endeavoring to collect 
her faculties or Summon her courage 
for the ordeal.

Slowly she tore the onevlope open, 
and spreo.d ti e sheet out. Loris 
would have read It with her, but she

her eyes, and looked at him, and 
then he thanked God that she was 
not dead.

“No,” said Olga, "she is not dead, 
and she will not die.”

Fedora tried to rise, but Olga and 
Loris both prevented it.

"Lie still, Fedora," so id Olga, “I 
want you to hear what Loris and I 
say. Now, answer me, Loris. Is 
there anything in this world you love 
better than Fedora? Do not won
der why I ask you. I do it with a 
purpose. Answer me."

“Nothing. Nothing in this world 
or the next."

Fedora smiled up at him eagerly, 
and timidly took his hand.

“Better than love for your mother, 
your brother?” went on Olga.

“A thousand times better.”
The eager expression in Fedora's 

eyes intensified, and sho smoothed 
the hand she held.

“Better even~4jjan your revenge?”
"I do not understand.”
“If your mother and brother had 

been killed as was supposed, would 
you have foregone your revenge -»n 
the person responsible If Fedoi 
had wished, if the following of it 
would have put your love in jeo
pardy?"

Fedora rose on one elbow and 
gazed breathlessly in his face now 
contracted .Into a puzzled frown. He 
felt the look, and turned his face to
ward her. The frown passed away 
as he looked at her, and a smile of 
perfect love and happiness took its 
place.

“Yes, Olga, you may suppose any
thing you like, and still It remains 
that I love Fedora, and she loves me. 
I would give up revenge, I would 
give up hope, I would give up any
thing and everything for her dear 
love.”

"Would you give up honor, Loris?" 
acked Olga.

There was an expression of pain 
and doubt on his face now’, and he 
turned from the eager, devouring, 
pleading eyes of Fedora to Olga.

“Honor! I had better die than give 
that up, Olga; for Fedora could not 
love a dishonored man; but,’’ and 
he turned frith "a look that Fedora 
understood, “If it would make Fe
dora happier, I would give up my 
honor though it killed me to do it,

and I think It would.”
“I would not have you give it up, 

my Loris," murmured Fedora.
“No, she would not have you give 

it up, Loris, and that is why she 
held that ugly little vial in her 
hand.”

Fedora started up with a cry* when 
she noticed that it was gone from 
her hand.

“Give it to mo!" she pleaded.
“Keep it,” said Olga. “Trust, me, 

Fedora, and trust Loris. Shall I 
tell the story for you, Fedora? or 
will you tell it yourself?”

Fedora looked at Loris with de
vouring scruting.

“Loris,” she said, “give the vial to 
Olga."

He hesitated a moment, and then 
obeyed.

“Olga," said Fedora, "tell him 
for me. I w’ould if I could; but I 
cannot. I would tell him if nobody 
else *would. Tell him, Olga, that I 
never intended to keep him in ignor
ance. I will go into the bed-cham
ber, and, Olga, promise me that 
either Loris will come to me with 
full forgiveness, or that you will 
bring me the vial. Promise me, 
Olga!”

Yes, I will promise it. It shall 
be Loris or the vial!"

Fedora rose to her feet, and stead
ied herself against a chair. She 
wrould have held Loris off, but he 
put his arm around her and with a 
smile that meant worlds of love 
said:

“I see now that there has all along 
been some mystery which has tor
tured your soul. I seem to dimly 
suspect what it is, but I do not care 
to know, my Fedora. If it is some
thing you have done let it die. It 
shall never give me a moment of 
uneasiness. I know that you love 
me and that is enough. \ trust you 
implicitly. Why will you not trust 
me?"

Fedora kissed his hand.
“U is easy for you to forgive, my 

Loris. You have not sinned against 
me, and I have sinned against you. 
Hear what Olga will tell you, and if 
after that you can come to me and 
say that you will love me, I will say 
no more. But whatever you may say 
or do, I shall always love you; and 
I thank God for the letter which has 
come tonight."

Loris would have detained her, as 
she strove to leave him, but Olga 
said:

“Let her go, Loris. It will be best 
for you to hear the story. If it 
were only for Fedora’s sake I would ! 
say let Î* die, too; but more is in-, 
volved. Le» her go and wait for 
you, for I know you will go to her."

Fedora passed out of the room, 
ond when the draperies fell behind 
her, Olga handed the letter to Loris. 
He read it, and let it fall from his 
hand.

“My God! what docs it mean?"
Then Olga told him all the pitiful 

story, and as It went on he buried 
his face in his hands and listened. 
Olga had faith in him, but she could 
not tell what he felt as he heard 
the details of the story.

But when she had finished he rose 
up, and without a word went into 
the other room, where Fedora knelt 
praying.

“My love! I havec ome for you!”
Olga did not boast when she said 

she had some influence at the court 
of the Czar. She would have liked 
to see General Boroff making one of 
the colony in Siberia, whither he 
was minded to send the mother and 
brother of Loris; but her influence 
did not extend that far. It did, 
however, cause the release of the In
nocent victims of Boroff’s wrath.

he was wretched. That he should 
loso a v/ife for such a cause was 
heart-rending.

He put the case to Marka In just 
so many words, but Marka, beinéj 
at peace with herself and the world 
now, could laugh once more, and so 
sho only laughed at Gretch. Then 
he went to the countess, having a 
distinct notion that if she would in
terest herself in his beV-lf It would 
be well for him.

“Well?” said the ccuntess, as he 
stood before her fingering the rim 
of his hat.

“About Marka."
“A good girl, Gretch!"
"I know that. No one knowrs it 

better. But about our marriage."
“What about it?"
“It was to be when I had discov

ered what that Pole had to do with 
the telegram I lost."

“Well, you did not discover, and 
you say you cannot."

“But I want Marka just the same.”
“Ask her to marry you then.”
“I have, and she only laughs at 

me.”
“She laughs! I like a merry heart. 

I am glad she laughs."
“So am I when it is not at me 

that she does it. Still if she would 
marry me, I would be willing that 
she should laugh.”

“You are sure of that?"
“Positive."
“Then leave it to me. A man who 

is willing that his wife should laugh 
must be encouraged."

So Olga encouraged him, and per
suaded Marka that there were few 
men who w'ould be willing to be 
laughed at.

Now Marka laughs, and Gretch 
does not c*"re, for as he very well 
says:

“He laughs best who laughs last.”
THE END.
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Practical Suggestions For Every
Municipality—Must Help to Keep 

Labor Busy

The Kingston ‘‘Standard” a few 
weeks ago advanced the suggestions 
that every city and town hall should 
have a bureau to encourage “Made- 
ln-Canada” goods. Developing the 
idea the editor pointed out that 
money spent by public officers for the 
good of the public should serve the 
good of the public by being invested 
in what makes work for Canadians. 
There are cases In this country of 
councils and boards of works turning 
down Canadian tenders even when 
they were lower than foreign ten
ders; or because they were a few 
dollars higher; or because they want
ed to trj experiments; or because 
they figured that the factories which 
paid taxes Into Jhelr own civic treas
ury could afford to beat up business 
abroad. Happily, such cases are not 
now as frequent as they used to be.

The civic employers and spenders
of CanaSa"» a iTholeT lave- got it
strongly Into ttiëlr heads that It 5 
tor more Important to have labor busy 
In factories and able to spend wag s 
for “Made-in-Canada” goods, than to 
have labor tramping the streets look
ing for charity or work. It is better

Synopsis of Canadian Northwest 
Land Regulations

The sole head of a family, 
or any male over 18 years o'd, 
may homestead a quarter section 
of available Dominion land in Mani
toba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The 
applicant must appear in person at 
the Dominion Lands Agency or Sub
agency for district. Entry by proxy 
m&y be in.de a.t any Dominion 
Lands Agency (but uoi. Sub-Agency), 
on certain conditions.

Duties: Six months’ residence
upon and cultivation of the land in 
each of three years. A homesteader 
may live within nine miles cf his 
homestead on a farm of ac least 80 
acres, on certain conditions. A 
habitable house is îequLed except 
where residence is performed in the 
vicinity.

In certain districts a homesteader 
in good standing may pre-empt a 
quarter section alongside his home
stead. Price $3.C0 per acre.

Duties—Six mouths residence in 
each cf three years after earning 
homestead patent; also 50 acres 
extra cultivation Preemption pa
tent may be obtained as soon as 
homestei;! parent, on certain condi
tions.

A settler who has exhausted hia 
homestead rifcht may take a pur
chased homes teat) In certain dis
tricts. Price $3,00 per .ere. Duties 
—Must reside six months In each 
of three years, cultivate 50 acres 
and erect a house worth $300.

The area of.cultivation Is subject 
to reduction m ca.se cf rough, scrub
by or stony hind. Live stock may 
be substituted for cultivation under 
certain conditions.

W. W. CORY, C. M. G..
Deputy of the Minister gf the In

terior. \
N. B.—Unauthorized publication 0# 
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and they were permitted to leave j to have men busy on some thing that 
the country, where they could not. represents a fair investment of labor 
be safe as long as Boroff was in . than busy on work that is done by a 
power. ^ ^ _ I corporation just on purpose to keep

did not format Lusinsky in men from being idle.
the distribution of ideal justice, and 
she enlisted the services of Gretch 
to aid her. She combined with 
Marka, and represented to him that 
if he hoped to reap a rich reward, 
meaning the hand end heart of that 
bewitching young woman, he must 
discover what part Lasinsky had 
had in the matter of the telegram.

The truth of l^story compels the 
statement, however, that as a matter

A skilled mechanic may be able to 
handle a shovel on a piece of road
work. But he won’t do it as well 
as the man that’s brought up on the 
sC.ovel. His power to work depends 
on the thing he does. When he is at 
a Job that does not suit him he wastes 
his labor. The civic government that 
does not help to keep labor busy in 
its own factories, or factories elsfe- 
where in Canada, is neglecting a rold*of fact Gretch did not discover any- . .. A . ,.. . î en opportunity to help along a move-

thlng about it, and so far as that j -T"T.'«tT- ______
particular transaction was concern- I ment that keeps civic governments
ed. Lasinsky went unwhlrped of1 ,r°m haV,n,! bad eCODOmlc broblam' 
justice |on thelr hands- Every municipal

One day. however. Olga learned 1 government ln Canada ahould be a 
that the handsome Pole had married ; elvlc headquarters for the purpose of 
a wealthy French widow. She 1m- ! “Mli:e"ln-Canada" goods.
mediately made an opportunity to 
look at the widow in question, and • 
returned to her home smiling and 
satisfied. Bûing a student of char-1 
acter, she felt that retribution had I 
overtaken the little rascal. And 
here the truth of history permits us 
to say that she was right.

The handsome Pole made various 
endeavors to obtain some of his 
wife’s money, and failing in that, 
tried personal abuse of the good wo- 
man, therein showing that he was
not as good a judge of character as I ------------
Olga, for his wife turned the tables Cure Sick Headache, Constipation,

... ... RlllAiianaaa ftm i ■* R>/4

THE MAN THAT HAS A 
MADE-IN-CANADA SALARY 

SHOULD HAVE 
MADE-IN-CANADA TASTES

10 CENT "CASCARETS”
TOR LIVES AND BOWELS

on him, and showed him that two 
could play at that game. Then, ae | 
he could not live in peace with her, j 
he finally endeavored to smooth her | 
passage out of this world of care i 
and trouble. Sh£ resented this kind-1 
ly effort of his—she learned of it in i 
time to resent it—and he soon af-1 
ter had an opportunity of Judging of j 
the benefits of manual labor, for he ; 
was sent to the galleys for life.

When Gretch realize d that it was 
useless to seetf for the knowledge 
which Lasinsky alone possessed and 
would have laughed at the thdught 
of divulging for anybody’s pleasure,

Biliousness, Sour Stomach, 
Breath—Candy Cathartic.

No odds how bad your liver, stom
ach or bowels; how much your heao 
aches, how miserable you are from 
constipation. Indigestion, biliousness 
and sluggish bowels—you always get 
relief with Cascarets. They Imme
diately cleanse and regulate the stom
ach, remove the sour, fermenting food/ 
and foul gases; take the excess blie 
from the liver and carry off the con- 1 
stlpated waste matter and poison 
from the Intestines and bowels. A 
10-cent boa from your druggist will 
keep your liver and bowels clean; I 
stomach sweet and head clear for ! 
month*. They work while you sleep.

NOTICE OF SALE
To Charles Edmonds of Newcastle 

la the County of Northumberland 
Laborer and the heirs of Florence 
Edmonds deceased and all others 
whom It may concern:

Take notice that there will be sold 
at Public Auction in front of the 
store of George Stables in the Town 
of Newcastle in the said County of 
Northumberland on THURSDAY the 
twenty second day of July next at 
twelve o’clock noon. n

All that piece or parcel of land and 
premises situate lying aad being in 
Newcastle aforesaid and bounded 
and described as follows: Commenc
ing at a stake fifty feet from Inter
section of road running in front of 
the said lot and Creek running to
wards the river thence along the 
said road fifty feet in an easterly 
direction to a stake thence on a line 
at right angles to the said road one 
hundred feet to a stake on the rear 
line of front lots thence westerly 
along the rear line of front lots fif
ty feet to a rtake, thence at right 
angles to the said rear line one hun
dred feet to the said road being the 
place of beginning and being the 
same lands conveyed to the said 
Florence Edmonds by James Don- 
oboe by Indenture bearing date the 
22nd January A. D., 1910, as by refer
ence to the said deed will more fully 
appear.

The above sale will be made un
der and by virtue of a power of sale 
conained in nn Indenture o/ 
Mortgage bearing date the 22nd day 
of January A. D., 1910 r.nd made be
tween the said Charles Edmonds and 
Florence Edmonds of the first part 
and the “aid George Stables of the 
second prrt.

Default having been made ln the 
payment of the monies secured by 
the said Indenture of Mortgage.

Terms cash
Dated this fifteenth vay of April 

A. D., 1916 
E P. WILLISTON,

Solicitor for the Mortgagee 
GEORGE STABLES 

n-Smos. Mortgagee


