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She took the cose, and cpened it,
Marka watching her with the sort
of terror that every action of her
mistress now inspired l‘.es with. The
princess took at raadom the first
string cf diamonds from the case,
and handed it to Marka.

“You sha!l lose nothing,
Take this in its stead.”

“It is ten times the value,” cried
Merka.

She burst into tears,
not take the jewels.

“Oh, 1 do not understand at all,”
she sobbed. “I do not want the dia-
monds. He gave them to me be-
cause he was so happy.” o

“Foclish girl! Ccme here,” said

Marka.

but would

the princess, harshly. “You shall
take the jewels. Is it the value?
Bah! what is the value? Of whalf
use are they ‘o me?” |
the jewels into
hands of the trembling girl, and:
sank bzck moodily in her chair. |

“Put thcm © sway—thcse and
come and dress me. 1 must lcok
beautiful for him when he comes.
Yes.” she muttered, “there can be no |
harm in that. 1 wi'l be beaullful{
when he comes. Marks,” she went|
on, aloud, “you sheil dress me as 1
was that afternoon—when was it?|
last week? 1 do not remember—the |
afternoon he first came, You re- |
member thc dress,” she said, im-i
patiently.

“Yes, madam,” said Marka.

“Well, well, why de you \\'ait?}
He may be here at any moment.”

“He will not come till ten
o'clock,” said Marka, falteringly. |
“0Oh, madam, you are ‘11! Can I do|
nothinz for you?" |

“Il, M.rk1? On, no5: only a little
tired. Ycu thi; k he will come, Mar-
ka?

“No :g couid ke2o Fim awny.
said if he did no die of joy—"

“Dic of jor? No, 1e wili not die of
that, Marka—!Io will not die of that,”
she repeated. Ther, wita a sudden
anger, v you sreak to me of
death? do you mean?
Deatk! Wiy =houll he die?”

“It  was ' orly expression,
madom,” fai'ered Marka, |

“Execn’ion, did 1 zirl'.'":
and she caug't Marka omul=ivvl§:‘
by the a

Marka cied onut
fright gnd poin. Felorsa rclaxed her
hold, and fcll zack in the chair ghe
had ied from.

“Forgive Mex

fech!y,

She forced the |

i
He

A

What
an

say,

witn mmglpd‘,

star

said, |

%a,” sho
petulntly,
? Can you nat|
me? I--1 am a
wou say—things—

me,
and then
do you not cress
sce that you
little excited,
to me"

Alarmel £ r her ‘nistiess,
ing to do nnthing, Marka
witk her propar: dons.

“Will you bathe?" she asked.

“Surely, Hec.x clze can 1 be beau-
tiful!? and iz it not b=auvty and fresh-
ness that men love?” {

The bath seemed to soothe her, |
an® t*e said nething duriag the
time Moeika was dres-ins her, sub-|
mitting to everything, nally |
glancing in th2 -nirror, and mmnt.::i
reteuching a ribbon ¢r a hit of lace.

When the toilct was finished she
stood up, and locked in the mirror,
studying her face c-:-. vlly.

“I have lived fifty reais since— |
then, M1 ki, Thae proof is in the |
eyes.” |

“Wiil you not
ventured Maorka. “You
and look better for i.”

“Would I look better? Then
must eat, Bring me—bring
what you like.”
what was brought to & and thea
pushed it awesy with a gesture of
loataing.

“That iz enough. I will go to the
boucoir. Bring him to' me there.'|
She passed into the boudoir,
and threw herself on the
divan.. Then she looked
arcund, and could not see the
<clock, she ehenged her scat and sot
watching tie !unds criwl over the
face of the time-2iece.

As it grew nec:er to the appoint-
ed hour she became uncontrollably
nervous, and sprang from her seat
and began pacing the floor, but al-
ways catching the face of the clock,
as if afraid it would play her some
trick if she did not. -

The time lessened into minutes,
and now and again she would stop
amnd clench her hands in a silent
agony.

“He will soon be here. Why did I
say ten o'clock? Two hours! I could
have said eleven, half-past. It would
mot have mattered to him. He loves
me, and he would come any time.
Shall 1 send him away now, and tell
him to return at twelve o'clock?
He loves me. I should hate him. I
have tried to. God 1s my witness. I
tried to hate him. Three minutes!
My Ggd! Stop, Stop!" she ran at the
clock with moving fingers. “But it
will not stop!"” and she clutched at
the mantel for support.

“Two minutes he is outside, wait-
ing. He hezs boen out there waiting
all this time! I have fe't it—felt it
here, here in my heart. God! have I
& heart? One minute! his hand is
on the bell! Have I a he:rt! have 1?
My God! I love him! No, No! I hate
him, I hate him! I will not tove him!
1 swore to avonge Viadimir! It is an
execution—not ~ murder! Now he is
<coming up the stairs,. Well, well,

“why
me
ire.

and

but car-
weiit on

eat

would feel ‘

er,

well!” she was wringing her hands
frantically. *“He is coming! he will
be here! Well, well! my God! Well,
well! But if he comes he must die.
Yes. Well, well, well, if he must
die, then it will not matter if I love
him! Oh, Loris! You Lave come!"

Ste Jay fuiating ia his arms.ff

“My sweet love!”

He bent over her,
on her face until
eyes. '

“Why did ycu come?” she whisper-
ed.

“You sent for me, my darling, my
pcor suffering darling. Ah, it was my
brutal way of teliing you——

“No, no, Not tkat! Don't speak of
that.”

She struggled to her feet, and he

raining kisse®
she opened her

[led her to the divin, where she fell
back amid thz cusiions, and cover-|
trying |

ed her face with her hands,
to recall what she had =aid and done,

“No, we will not speck of it now,”
he said, sootkingly.

She took her hands from before her
face, and looked at him steadily.

“Marka said you Lad suffered.
Ycu have,” she szaid.

“Oh.”"he <aid cheerfu!l'y, “that was
in the lcng 2go. We a.e in the pre-
sent now."”

“Yes,"” sh- in the
present now."”

He smiled #nd tried ‘o take her
hond, but she drew it away with a
shudder, exclaiming:

“Please don’t touch
feel e

“l won't,” he s-id quickly, but he

said, “we are

0

me. I—I—

‘looked disappeinted.
“Do you tkirk you coauld sing some-

she askad.
Cne ¢f the
it be? 1 know

thing to me?

“Anything.
son skall
one.”

“Yes that will dc.”

He left her side, ind -at down at
tlie piano. He sang, but she did not
hear himi. She wa3d muttering to
herself:

“Two hours, two Louis!™
When he had finished
the stool, asking:
“Did you ever hear that
She started, and looked
him.
“Eh,
He sprang from the
her sidec.
“Fedora, my love! Ycu have suffer-
ed more than 1. 1 tried rot to notice
it, but my hea:t is bleeding for you.
My darling! let me take you in
arms and love the soriow away,
won't you?"

She locked
smile.

“Weait. The time for that will

plcasant
a pretty

h

turnad
on

wildly at

want?”’

stocl, anéd went
to

at Sim with a ghastly

| »
| cocme.

“Fedor», something is between us
still. 1 can feel it. Dc yocu not love
me my darling? Ah, forgive me the
question. Why else should I be here
tonight? Bu*t what is this shadow
that lies betveen us? Is it
said to you that afternoon? If
that, let me te!l you 11, There

it is
is an
know—th? duel. to
me again.”

“But, my darling, if I leave ycu you

Sing

| wi'l forget that I am here, and I shall | ¢)j14.
i

sirg to deaf e:.rs. You did not hear
when I sang before. Will you sing?”
“l sing? My God! it would kill

| me!”

a moment in
Then he rose

at her
silence.

He looked
sorrowful

something?" | from her side, and paced the floor per,

two or three times.

“Fedora,” he sald at last, “I do

I[not understand at all. I love you so|

me | well that I can be>r an’thing for you. {thing in the blizs of Leing able to
She ate a litue of [If it would help you for me tosdie at!love him.

this moment

She motioned frantically to him,
and grasped in 2n ineffectual effort
to speak. He ran to her, frighten :d.

“Why do you sneak of death?” she
whizpered, “why should rou?”

He locked into her rcle, kaggard
face with an infintie pity.

“It i3 still the shock of that brutal

speech of mine,” he told himself.
+ He put his arm around her, She
tried to rush it away, but he insist-
ed, and she ceased to Ttruggle, almost
as if she were glad that she must.

“My darling,” he suid, gently *“I
have yielded to you too long I should
have insisted before. Mine must be
the will now. You must Jet the man
have his way."

She locked at him but said noth-
ing. He went cn:

“I must toll you my story, It is
not as pitiful rs yours, but it is more
wretched. I, too, have been married
before.”

He looked to see her start, but she
did" not.

“It wes not a love matsh. My
mother arrr.nged it. It di1 not matt-
er to me, for I believed I never
shauld love. She—the woman—
made my mother believe that she

loved me devbtedly, and that fis
why my mother spoke to me, Well,
we were married. . A child was born
but died.

“I will not say that I ever loved my
wife, but I was kind to her, and a
faithful husband. One day I discover-
ed that she was not faithful to me.
More than that, I discovered that the
child she had borne was not mine but
another's. Affer taking my name,
which she had done only to save her
reputation, and because her lover
would not father his »wn child, she
still contiued her connections with
her lover, and tagether they mocked

before?” |

my |

what I’

my credulity.”

Fedora was locking at him now,
but he was looking at the fire, and
his voize wns low as he ccntinued:

“The women died, I cil not at
first discover who the m:n was, but
after her death I found letters which
revealed his identity. Fedora, if you
had been a man, and in my zlace,
what would you have done?”

“I would have killed him—the
wretch!”

It was with more than Intensity
that she said it. It was with ferocity.

“I did kill him. He discovered in
some way thet I hud learned of his
villainy, and he did what e could to
avoid me, for he was 2 coward. But
ai last 1 madc it impossible for him
(to escape longer, and he ugreed to
:mect me oae night. Even then he
tried to arve me waylaid at the
place cf meeting but 1 was Jorewarn-
led of that, and caught himm unexpect-
edly nesr the park of » frind of
| mine, anc force 1l him ‘o enter it with
me.
| “we fcught. He as
;tl‘.e sword, but not match
,I tcld him one of us must die. He
fought desperately until ke dis-
covered that I was his superior,
when he tried to run awaj.
after him, and pierced Lkim through
!the body.” &1

He stcpped. Fedorr wss ho'ding
his arm wiith both hor hands, and
she was pantingly listening to his
story, When Le storpred she opened

zkrilled with
for me.

a

her mouth to speak, but her tiroat the boudoir she led him coaxingly |not only happy, but

was tco dry, for the moment. Then
she whispered, huskily:

“His name:"”

“You know it—Viadimir Boro

She fell back coveriny her face
with her bhands. She kept them
there so long that lhe gently remov-
ed them.

“Is th2 exnlanaticn
Fedcra? Do you blame
She tried t> epeak, and Zell sobbing
in his arms. He held ciosely to
him, glac to have her weep, unc she
made np resistance now, but could
net seem to be near enotuzh to him.

cu v
ing?" he

“While
ed.

“Then you
wistfully.

Not as you deserve, but as much
as I can.”

“That will satis{y me,” said

Tne reaction from her terrible,
recking agony was 5o osreat that for
a long time she lay passively czainst
his breazt, g'adly submitting to
his caresce~, (nd giving Lim in
turn cnly a smile ¢f perfect peace.
It

me

hei

asied.
ycu holl me,” she answer-

e

do love me?” he said,

he

was a blissful rest for her.

Sp worn, so was £ that,
as she pnillowed pend on iz
breast, she fell into the only dream-
less sleep she had had for many
hcurs, A.:d he, seeing heir clcse her
eyes, that exhaucted na-
ture rest. He let
her slcep,
that it was miduight, and {hen
‘sllrr:-d that he might arouse aer.

Sihe opcned her ceyes, nnd smiled
fup at him with the peacefulness of a
He answered tue smile with
{a kiss upcn her clieek.
her arms uv3, and Jrew
down, and pressed her to bLis.
Tken he wou'd noat let her go, but
| held her where she was, realizing at
{last that she ‘oved iim as he loved
Fin he re'e.sed re-
:lu(mn(ly. saying:
| “I must go. It is midaight.”
Midnight! She had forgottcn every-

weary”

ghe

‘er

underswond
was dem- n:

he

his head

lips

I

her

Midnight! Those
He must go! She must find
|and send them away.

| She sprang from his
‘lhru dreaded !cok of terror in
| eves, which had gone out of
| while she rested in
| “My darling!” he cried, in alarm.

“Wait!" she whisperesd, and ran
| to the door, and looked into the hall.

Everytaing was dark. Where were
|the men? She did not dare leave
|the room lost ihey slould enter
| while she was out. She did not dare
to call them. What should she do?
She could not lose Loris now.
| she knew how madly she loved him.
| What should she do?

“Fedora, my darling!”
coaxingly.

She ran to him, and put her head
on his breast while he smoothed her
hair.

“What is it?" he =sked, anxiously.

“Nothing, nothinz. Ah! 1 will
ring for Mnrrks,” and zhe ran to the
bell.

’ She waited for Murka in his arms.
| But Marka did not come. She rang
|again and ::g:_:in. and then she realiz-
|ed that the men had taken precau-
1tlons to have no one henr what
noise they should rske.

| “Something mcy be wrong,” sald
’L.orls. “Let me go call up some of
| the other servants. Sor.e of them
must be up. It i3 only twelve
o'clock,” and he mado a movement
toward the docr.

Sho sprang in front of
| with a screrm.

“No, no. Ycu shall not go. My
| Loriz, do not leave me!"” she pleaded,
lcoking up into ris eyces.

“But I mu‘t go soon, my darling.”
“Yes, yes, soon; but now now, not
now,” and she led him to a seat,
and twined her arms around his
neck, “I cannot let you go yet. Why,

men!
them,

with
her

them

his embrace.

arms,

sald he,

tae dcor

I sprang |

all |
re- |

i' he saw bty the clock!

She threw |

Now |

I have only just found you. Oh, 1
was sp tired, Loris, so tired! I have
becn almost mad since that after-
pocn. Ah, 1 wonder you can forgive
me, but you gre so noble, so good, so
generous. You could forgive a great
deal, could you not, my Loris?”

“Anything to you, my darling.”

“Yes, anything to me. Oh, 1
know that. What a mad freak it
was! Loris, 1 tried not to love you,
but could not help it, Loris, darl-
ing, you are in no hwurry to leave
me?”

“l never want to leave you, but it
will not do to stay too long”

“Not yet, not yet, Loris,”
pleaded. “I am not fit to be left
alone. Sec, how 1 tremble. Am I
not a foolish creature? You would
not leave me so, Loris?”

“Not 2lone. 1 must find
Perhaps she is in your
room.”

“Yes,
her.”

The sleeping-rcom was reached!
throagh the dressinz rcowm, the door !
of which opened into the boudoin!
Fedors opened this door, and called
Marka. There was no respcnse. |

“Let me ¢o look,” said Loris, un-|
eusily. Fadorc's frighiencd  air |
made him ubpeasy,

“No, no,” szid she, quickly, “we
will go together. Let me go ﬁrst."‘

Hclding him back with one hand.“
peering furtively behind him lest |
the men should rush upon him from
the boudoir, Fedora steppod cautious-'
ly across the dressing-room and into |
the bed-chamber. Marka was not
there.

“Let us go bzack,” said Fedora,
“and she returned as she had cume.i
preventing him from gettinz in frvnl:
jof her.

she

Marka.
sleeping

yes, that is it. I will call

And when they were once more in|

to the piano, saying:

“Marka has gone somewhere.
us wait until she raturns,
me, my Loris.
{of the peasants.”

A troubied icok passed over his
face, but he remembered how much |
|she had suffered, and he thought to |

Let
Sing for |
Sing that love songj’

now?" | while he senz she was repeating to ! The

herself:

“What shall 1 do? What shall 1]
do? They will murder him!"” 1
! And when he had ceased to sing!

| she insisted on singing for him, but!

:ill be better now, my darl-|she could not help looking constant-| ! was eating.

|1y toward the coor, fearing the men
[\\ould grow tired of waiting and |
lrush in.

“My darling,” said he st
| must rest, o> you will go
| You are unstrunz.”

“Yes, Loris, you are right,
| but a little while. If you
{now I shall go mad.” |

He tcok her in his arms then, amd
didgmll he could to socthe her, undl
as long as he held her close to him
|she was calm, but the moment he
| made as if to put her from him she |
began to tremble. !

But the hours were slipping by, !
and he knew that he must go, or|
{the good nzme of the woman he 10\'-“
ed would be lost. |

“My dorling, I must leave }‘ouﬂ
Let me go to the servants’ quarter |
and rouse them.” ‘

“No, no, Loris, Do not leave me."”

“But, Fedora, do you not see that|
I must go?”

“My poor, dear love! Then 1 must
tear myself from you, for your fair|
fame shall not be smirched because
I have not strength to go from you. |
Au revoir, my darling.” |

But Fedora, with ghastly face and |
staring eyes, threw herself * efore |
the door, crying:

“Over my body!

“My darling!”

“You sh“all not leave me.” |

“Your reputation!™

“Loris, I am all yours. Stay!" |

He put down his hat and coat.

CHAPTER XX

It was middry when Fedora opened |
her eyes and looked about her, Shei
lay quite still, thinking, aad a smile!
played over her lips. The Iinesi
which the distress of the past few |
days had drawn on her face were all |
gone, smoothed out by love and hap-
piness.

Seveval times during the morning
Marka had peered through the cur-
tains from the dressing room, where |
she waited, according to habit,  for |
her mistress to awaken,

Marka had even tiptoed into the |
room, and lecned over the bed to
look uneasily at the face of her mis-
tress. But there had been no chance
for any misaprrebension; the prin-
cess was enjoying a slumber of per-
fect peacefulness, a thing she had
been a stranger to for several days.

Marka shook her head with a puz-
zled air, but would not for worlds
have disturbed her mistress. Strange
things had happened, but if the prin-
cess was happy once more it was
enough for Mearka,

Nevertheless, the mald sat in the
dresstng-room looking at the fire
and wondering at the incomprehen-
sible things that had happened dur-
ing the few days gone by.

“Marka!”

Marka smiled serenely. It was
the tone of happincss she had once
been accustomed to. What did it
matter to her how it had been
brought about? Still, she did not
look directly at her mistress when
she ran into the room. If she had

last, you
insane.

Wait |
|

leave me

not else!™

her mistress did not look directly at
her.

“Is it late, Marka?”

“Twelve o'clock, madani"

“Twelva o'clock! How much
easler it Is to sleep when one Is
lhnppy Marka, I em very hsppy.l

|was enough for her.

|to her, and she ate

Marka.”

“Yes, madam.”

Marka wisked heartily that she
could think of somciiiag o Bay.
Usually she had an endless number
of trifles to talk about. What
would the princess think!

“My robe, Marka,” said the prin-
cess, very sweetly, wh n Marka fail-
ed to bring it to her as was her cus-
tom. e

“Yes, madam,” said Marka, run-
ning for the robe.

“You are tired waiting for me,”
said the princess, rooking at Marka
and blushing a little,

“Yes, madam—no,
thinking—I mean—"

Then Fedora laughed softly,
looked at Marka frankly, but
blushing.

“Of coursa you were
Marka. 1 do not wonder, but it is
all right, my little Marka. I am very
happy, Marka. There will be no
more long faces, no more going with-
out eating and sleeping. Ah, 1 am
hoppy. There was a dreadful mis-
take, Marka; but that is gone, and
now there is nothing to do but be
happy.”

Her happiness was so real that it
was infectious, and Marka stooped
and kissed her hand as one way of
showing her sympathy. There was
still a little circumstances that she
could not understand; but if her
mistress was satisfied and happy, it
Only she hard-
ly knew what words to say.

They went into the dressing-room,
and Fedora had her bath, and was
dreesed, and did little but sing Rus-
sian peasant tongs in a soft, low
veice all during the toilet.

Then her breakfast was brought
it after the
fashion of a2 young woman, who is
vigorous, and
there was noticeable in her manner
that child-likeness which had so cap-
tivated Loris that first afternoon.
But this time thc manner was quite
natural.

Marka gradcally recovered her or-
dinary manner, How wos it possi-
ble to be unusual when her mistress

madam,—I was

and
still

thinking,

sun‘iriﬂnt,"humor her. So he sang, and all the Was so unconstrained and cheerful?
|

and
the

was
to

finished,
remove

breakfast
Marka was about
dishes.

“Marka, don‘t take them
vet. I want to talk with you. Sit
down. I have been thinking while
I fancy you have been
thinking some of the same things.”

Marka blushed. She would have
murmured some sort of denial, but
did not qui‘e know what to deny.

“l suppose the servants have been
talking this morning?” said the
princess.

Marka

away

looked terribly distressed.

“Yes, madam.”

“And you would have liked
choke them all eh, Marka?"

“1 did
dam.”

“Nothing, Marka. Nothinfn mat-
ters now, Let them say what they
will, and do not be distressed. Mar-
ka, the Count Loris Ipanoff and I
are going to be married in two
weeks." s

Then Marka let some tears, that
had been very near the,surface for
some time, roll down her cheeks.

“l am so glad,” she said.

“Good little Marka! said Fedora,
tenderly. “What did I do with those
diamonds I took from you, Marka?"

“You put them inte your jewel-

to

| case.”

“Ah, yes: I remember now, Well,
you are to toke them as well as the
ones | gave you."

“Thank you, madam.”

“Do you know, Marka, why I love
vou a little botter than I did be-
fore? And I have zlways loved my
little Marka'"”

“No—no, madam.”

“Because you were so kind to him,
when I was so cruel. There! now
you may take away the dishes. Oh,
Marka! Those—those—two men!
are they in the palace?”

“Yes, madam.”

“And, Marka, by the way, you did
not answer the bell when I rang it
laste night.”

“Did you ring it? I digd not hear
you. I am sure something was the
matter with me last night. 1 seem-
ed to slecp so soundly.”

“Ah, you slept so soundly! Well,
tell the man who brought the letter
to me that I would like to see him."”

In a few minutes the man was us-
hered in by Marka, who, not being
invited to remain, had the wit to go
away.

“You were all ready
sald Fedora, as soon as
alone.

“Waited all night, It was too late
when he went away this morning.”

“Exactly. It was the wrong man."

“It was the Count Loris Ipanoff. I
know him. That is why I was sent
to do the job.”

“Yes, it was the count; but I dis-
covered in time that he wag not
the man General Boroff wished to--
to—to—' °’

“Have executed?”

“Yes, And I shall have to send a
letter to the general, and I want you
to take it—you and your companion.

night,
were

last
they

| Both of you must go.”

“All right. Tho general sald 1
was to take your orders.”

Fedora's face lighted up

“Yes, yes. Of course, Oh, come

to think! you had better go right

for the letter. There are some

things I want to learn more a%bout.

Yes, you had better go right

Tell the general if he has not

celved my letter by the time you

get to him that I am going to write.”
(To be Continued)

{ the ‘Made-in-Canada’

MARITIME PROSPERITY

What “Made-in-Canada” Has Done In
the Far East in Promoting
Better BuSiness

One of the most energet’c Boards
of Trade in Canada is that in St. John,
New Brunswick. This organization
has recent y been vcry active in the
“Made-in-Canada” canpagn, especially
emphasizing the des.rauil ty of people
who live in the Maritime Fro.inces
buying the prcducts made in the
provinces by the sea.

After several mon hs publicity cam-
paigning tue St. John Board of Trade
recent!y sent out a c rcular, askisg
the f_.lowing q esti_ps:

Eviderce of Improvement

“Do you find evidence of improve-
ment in the business situation?”

“Is the ‘Made-in-Canada’ movement
baving a beneficial effect?”

A wholesa.e grocery firm, which is
also engaged in sp.ce manufaicturing,
replied in the following terxs:

“There are quite decided ev:dences
of improvement in bu:iness in the
steadyitg nature of the mark.ts. The
‘Made-in-Canada movem :nt is ce:tain-
ly having a Len:ficial 2mtect. We find
ttat marnufocturers, brokers, jobbers
and retailers are all un;thasizmg it
quite strong y.”

A wholesa.e shoe firm reported:
“Business is about as usual; in fact
our shipments were considerubly
ahead of february last year. Our
retail department shows a sl'ght in-
crease also, therefore, as far as our
business is concerned, we feel that
it is about normal.”

Business From Canada

A leading firm of brush manufae
turers replied most encouragingly:

“Business so far as we are con-
cerned has decidedly improved in the
last six or eight weeks; so much so
in fact that we are now busier than
we have been since this time two
years ago, and we have been forced
to run overtime in some sections in
our endeavor to catch up with our
orders. This improvement is only to
a very slight extent due to bus ness
arising from the war; it come mainly
from east of Winnipeg. We have no
way of tracing the direct results of
campaign, but

| from our general observaticns have

not know what to do, ma-‘

looked, she would have noticed that|back to the gene-al without waiting oun Saturday afternoon,

no doubt that this has been an in-
fluential fa to- in stimulating trade.”

One of the largest tea and coffee |

houses in St. John, said:

“We fiad in the west a mcre hopeful
feeling, but withcut much improve-
ment in sales. In On‘ar o there is a
decided im;rovement. In the.east,
trade, with tie excoptior of a few
places is about normal.
it would aprear that the outlook fis
most encou.aging.”

A promianent dry goodas firm made
this satisfactiry report:

“We fee! tkat the neople of the
Maritime Frovinces have every reason
to be thankful for the way bus.ness
has kept up. Business was well sus-

tained during the fall months and the !

Christmas trade was up to the phen-
omenal season of 1913, aid now indi-

| cations for the spring business seem

to be still more favoradle each week.”

Thess answers offer convincing
proof that business is not as bad as
was thoucht ir the Maritime Prov-
inces, that it is improving rapidly,
and that the “Made-in-Canada” move-
ment” is sssisting in restoring more
favorable conditions.

How Canada Has Found Herself

Natjonal scif-confidence was never
fully asserted in this country untl the
outbreak of war. Till the tramp of
the jack-boot began to vibrate in
Europe we never really ¥new what it
was to be flung entirely back upon
our own resources. And the Made-
In-Canada campaign i{s the best single
expression of the change. It's one thing
to have factories and rallways boom-
Ing in a time of fat prosper.ty when
everything heads that way. It's a dif-
ferent thing to have to put your
house in orler nnd begin to look after
your own affairs. Every dollar's wortn
of goods made and sold in this coun-
try in a time of war is a direct 1e!p
to England in this cause; just as much,
It not as directly, as every busiel of
wheat that we grow The Made-
Canada campaign 18 one o’ the in-
epirations of British self-help the
world over, ard in it Canada can pe
truly said to have found herself.

in-

IF YOU ARE A CONSUMER
Establish the fact in
your mind that home-
made goods are as good
or better than those
made abroad. Demand
of your tradesman that
he offer you goods made
in Canada. . :

We have bcen experiencing
queer weather the past few
—a mixture of rain, snow and
mostly raln, A slight fall of hail fell

scme

weeks

James Ryder, fourth son of Lieut.

back. | George P. Ryder of St. Stephen, has
re- | joined the 55th Batt at Sussex. He

is alsp the fourth son of
Ryder's now serving under
color-,

Lieut.
the

O the whole, |

hail, |

Synopsis of Canadian
Land Regulations

Northwest

The :ole iead of a family,
or any male over 18 years old,
may hémecteud 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-
!agenc_\' for district. Entry by proxy
{mszy be mide at any Dominion
Lands Agency (but ici Sub-Agency),
on certain coxditions.

Duties: Six months’ residence
upon and cultivatica of the land in
{each of three years. A homesteader
imay live within nine miles of his
' homestead on a farm of &c ieast 80
lacres, oa ccrtain oconditions. A
i habitable to:ss is requi.ed except
| where residence iz nerformed in the
vicinity,

In eertain districts a homesteader
.in good standing may pre-empt a
. quarter section alongside his home-
:s:eud. Price $3.¢0 per acre.
| Duties—Six mouibs resiiénce in
leack of tirse yearz after earning
| hemsestead also 50 acres
extra cul rempticn  pa-
tent mar be cituined as soon as
hemestaa on certuin condi-
'tiors.
Eoi

e
paotent,

wio has exhausted his
Lt may take a pur-
cakj In cerzain  dis-
Piice $2.00 per :.cre. Duties
| —Must rcside six moaths in each
of three yecrs, culilvite 50 acres
|acd erect a hovse worth $300.

The area of cultivaiion i3 subject
|to reductioz in case cf rough, scrub-
by or stony land Live stock may
be substitutcd for cullivation under
certain conditions.

W. W. CORY, M. G,
of the Minizter of the In-

chasx
tricts.

~
.

! Deypt
| tericr,
| N. B.—Unauthorized publication of
‘!his advertizment wiil not be paid
for.—64388. 22-6mos-.

NOTICE OF SALE

|

To Charles Edmonds of Newcastle
{in the County of Northumberland
Laborer and the heirs of Florence
iEdmonds deceased and all others
whem it may concern:

Take notice that there will be sold
| at Public Auction in front of the
| store of George Stables in the Town
!or Newcastle in the sald County of
| Northumberland on THURSDAY the
|twenty secOnd day of July next at
l_twelve o'clock noon.
| All that piece or parcel of land and
| premises situate lyving and being in
i.\‘e\\cnsllc aforcsaid and bounded
Iund described as follows: Commenc-
|ing at a stake fifty feet from inter-
‘}.wction of road running in front of
ithe said lot aad Creek running
wards the river thence along the
;said road fifty feet in &an easterly
‘dlrection to a stake thence on a line
fa( right angles to the said rosd one
| hundred feet to a stake on thec 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-
idred feet to the said road beingz the
| place of beginning and being the
'same lands conveyed to the said
Florence Edmonds by James Don-
ohoe by Indenture beoring date the
22nd January A. D, 1910, as by refer-
ence to the sald deed will more fully
appear.

The above sale will be made un-
der and by virtue of a power of sale
! conained in an Indenture of
| Mortgage boaring date the 22nd day
| of January A D, 1910 2nd made be-
tween the said Ckarles Edmonds and
Florence Edmonds of the first part
|and the ~aid George Stables of the
| sccond pert.

Default having becn mede in
payment of the monics secured
the said Indenture of Mortgage.

Terms cash

Dated this fifteenth Cay
A. D, 1915
E P. WILLISTON,

Solicitor for the Mortgagee
GEORGE STABLES

Mortgagee

to-

the
by

of April

17-3mos.




