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One, two, three days went by, and
the countess received no word from
the princess, Ncitler had she seen
or heard anything cf Lasinsky,
which she considered singular under
the circumstan-es. Nor again did
she see ~nything of Loris, which,
however, did znot strike her £0
strange.

But one :’ternoon she saw Lasius-
ky on tke PBois, as chc was driving,
and she noticed that he had tried to
avoid being seen. Nothinz more
was needed to cause her to drive up
2nd call to him.

“My dear Lasinsky,” she said,
proachfully, “why have 1 seen noth-
ing of vecu?
tween us the otae= day,
we shouid meet often.”

“Frankly,” said Lasinsiy, and  im-
mediately Oiga knew ©ke was going
to tell an atrociovs falcehood,
have thcught it all over calmly, and
1 have decided to taink 10 more of
the matter. If she is not for me,
why let it te, 1 would advisc you
to the same course. If a man does
not care for a woman it will be
worse than useless for her to pursue
him.”

“You pupn:
him.

But she drove awsy thinking. If
Lesinsky was so well satisfied it was
safe to assume that he was cn the
high road to success. Evidently he
bhad discovere¢ how to gzet along
without her, and he was fool enough
to insult her. Good! But she had a
card to pliy vet,

he drove to the apartments of
Lcris Ipanoff, and sent her card up.

“Here is a man,” she said to her-
self. *“He does not understand dou-
ble dealing. It will be the trath or
notking from him. Women and
kraves—how much alike they

But that was &n angry women's
opinion cf woman.

There came down word from Loris
that he would see Ler, if she would
come up, or if she would wait he
would ccme down to her, She went
up. She w=ns obliged to woait in the
drawing-roora for some
Then he came in.

“My God, Ipanoff!
matter?”

No wonder s - cked.
haggard and wildeyed.

“Matter? Nothing. But no: that
is a lie. Evervtting is the matter. I
am dyving ev day. Don't ask me
to tell you any g.
am glad you
You are friend, Olga?"

His friend! and 3she loved
witk a wom~-n's d2voticn.

“Yes, Ipanoff, 1 am your friend,
and 1 kn-w what is tlLe matter. You
do not need to tell me, You
the Princess Fedora.”

“Fow did ycu kncw? But it does
not matter, Yes, I love her.”

“Then why rre you sorrowful?”

“l1f vou do not know that, you
kaow nothirz. Any man must love
her, 1 suppose, so it would be eazy
to guess that I, too, love her.”

“But e dces not love you?"

“Ah, my Ged! that is what I deo
not know.”

“Ipanoff, I am your friend,
true friend; will you nct let 1
you? A woman can sometin.es
what no man con.  Somethi
occurred. I already know
things th~t you do not. Tell
what you know, and trust me to help
you.”

“Help me?
that, but I would like to tcll you. I
am not much as I was a few days
ago, am I? Well, I know what it is
to love now. My God, what a pas-
sion.” .o

He buried his throbbing head in
his hands, and did not lift it until
roused by the pitifu’ touch of her
hand.

“You told me she was irresist-
ible,” he said, cuddenly lifting his
head. “I did not understand you
then, and I think you did not know
yourself. It was that night at your
sa'on, I sat ot the plano, she stood
beside me. There it is all told. I
bocame mad in a moment. Love!
My God! dces love pour through
your veins like fire? Does it make
«one reel and tremble?  Does it make
a strong man weak as a babe at the
touch of a women's hand?—that wo-
man's hand? If that is it, I was in
‘love.”

“My poor Loris!" murmured Olga,
tears in her eyes.

“Well, 1 will not say why, for I do
not know, but she asked me to call
upon her the next day. I went, If
I was mad before, there is no word
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to describe my condition whon I left |

her. Before that I had tried to
break away from my infatuation.
From that ‘ime I yielded to it. That
she would Jove me I never dreamel,
though there were times when
could almoet think so. The next
day I went again. I hardly knew
what I did. When T am with her I
cannot seem to do anything coherent-
ly. 1 told her I loved her.”

Again he buried his face
hands.

“What did she
Olga.

“She_said she loved me,” answer-
ed Loris, lifting his face, now doub-
1y haggard, nnd drawn with the
agony of recollection. \

“She said she loved you?” repeat-
«d Olga, still in a whisper, as if she

in his

say?”’ whispered

Aiter what pacsed Dbe-|

are!” |

minutes. |

love |

me |

I think you cannot do |

1]

could not ‘rust herself to speakime in Paris, to tel
aloud. |about Fedora Romanoff. She may
“Yes, and I—I tbhought it only hzve a history, if che is ycung and
right, brute, brute that I was—I told | beautiful, and did captivi.te me.”
her without reasoms, brutally, with-) And when che reached home she
out prefzce,
I have not seen her since that mo-'was more cven than a g.ind duke,
ment. She refuses to see me, to 1 t -and there is but one higker—the
me say one word of explanation.,K Czar,
She has forbidden me the house. CHAPTER XVII
And she—is dying, tco. My God! “Killed him n a fair duel!” gasp-
she does lcve me, I know she does.’'ed Fedora, as ~he slot the bolt in
Could a woman love a man one mo- | the door behind her, “and I saw the
ment, and hate him the next? Tell sword-thrust in his back. Murderer!
me, Odga: you ought to know.” though I love him; murderer! 1 will
“When a woman loves, she loves, keep my oath.”
Ipznoff. If she loved you at all she! Ske sank into a chzir panting and
| loves vou still. She would love you exhausted, ns if she had been taking
!through everything. Why did you | scme fatiguing bcdily exercise.
{leave St. Petersburg, Ipanoff?” { “Though I No, 1 hate
l “What docs it matter who knows 'him, I hate him. He killed my
now! I killed Vladimir Boroff in a!Viadimir. He told me sc. My God!
‘duel." |shall 1 lose my mind?”
| “It was you did it, then?” ex- There came a knock at tae door.
;clplmcd Olgz. “Who is there?”
| “That is what she cried out. 1 “I, Ma-ka. There is 2 mes:ienger
{killed him fairly, Olga, I gave him With a lettcr. He says it is import-
!a chance for his life. It was his or ant.”
| mine. But she does not know that. |
| The papers sazid Vladimir had been‘
1 murdered, and I s2id to hcr only that |
I hoad killed Vladimir. I would have ! think he is from St. Petersburg.”
iexplained, but she gave me no “Let mo see him.”
| chance, but ran away from me as if
|1 was accursed.” |
“Write to her.” {ed Russian. Marka would have lin-
| “She would nmot read what she'gerad, but the man looked at her,
iwould not hear, Anyhow I must tell and Fedcra with a suspicicn of what
her.” he was, sent the girl cvray.
{ “Does La-incky know anything of “From wkom do you come?” osk-
| this?" ed Fedora.
| “Lasinsky? Ng. siaould | “General Beroff. Here is a letter
he?” |frem him, I was to give it into
I “I did not knew. Loris, I am go- | your own hanls.”
inz to see Fedora Romanoff, and she Fedora took the letter into ‘ter
shall hear ycur explanaticn.” hends with a sort of terror. She
“If you could persuade her to see ! tore the covering, and was going to
me, to give me but five minutes. If read it. Then she locked at
you could do *hat, Olza!" man.
| “I will try.” | “You rre tired?”

“I have come without

love him!

Fedora onened the dcor.
“Frem whom?”

“He would tell me nothing.

Marka ran off, :nd presenily re-

How

the

| She left nim without any attempt
at consolation, and drove to the Prin-! She rang for Mark~.

cess Fedora's, Instead of somling] “See that this maa is well cared
her card up by her footman she car- for.”

ried it herself, and was rdmitted in- “l have a comrade with me. Gen-
to the recepticn room. |eral Boroff said he would be cared

Marka came to her theie, and was | for, tco.”
commencing to say that her mistress!| Fedora shuddered, she cculd not
was not well erough to see any one, | tell why.
when the countess stcnped her with “See that
a smile. taken care of.”

“That is 2 good girl, but you need | Not until the man waz gone
not tell me it. I want to see the the door shut did che open the let-
(princess because I think I can do ' ter to read it.
her gcod.”

stoppinz.”

kis ccmrade is also

“Ah, madame la coun‘*ess, if _vou‘lo take him back to St, Petersburg.
jonly could!"”
i “It T havc the opportunity, I am Will be complete. My God!" and
sure I can. Now go back and tell she stared at the letter -s if it fas-
"her anything yvou think will induce ! cinated her. )
her to see me, I rm her friend.” | "My dear Princess:—Your tele-

Marka needed no urgirg, for she 8ram was received. You Lave done
| haq begun to be afr2id for her mis-|splendid work. It will be impossible
tress. Presently she returned with | to have the man Ijanoff extradited.
|an overjoyed countenance. | There is some hitch in the laws, but
| “She will sce you.” he shall not escape us. I have ar-

Fedora was hardly less changed ranged it with the French ambassa-
I(lmn Ipgnoft, and Olga started at|dor, The two men who bring this
the sight of her. |are furnished with a warrant for
i “My decar princess, you have beenl“‘ execution of Loris Ipanoff. It
ill. Why did you not let me come Will have be dcae quietly, but
to you before?” there will be no outery by the police.
| “It is nothing,” said Fedora. That will be arranged through the
will soon pass away.” Department of Juatice. Arrange

“Yes, if you take the right medl-i“m‘ the men upon a time, havé the
cine,” said Olga. murderer Ipanoff in your house by
scribe.” “app«-inlnwm. a secret one if pos-

Fedora smiled faintly. sible. When he leaves you it will be

“l assure you I need no medicine, | t0 pay the penalty of his crime.”
| I shall be quite well in a day She read cn to the end without a
| two."” | pause, but as the last word passed
“Bah,” saild Olga, suddenly, uwhy:uulor her eye, she pushed the pa-
'5],0\,14 I beat about the bush wm,!‘p(-r from her with a shuddering ter-
|vou. I know your ailment It is|TOr.
Loris Ipanoft.” “It

Fedora clutched at her throat con-|Pered,
| vulsively. Olga went quickly on: |this, too?"

“You believe him tc be the—" She held1 her temples in her hands,
| “Stop! stop!” gasped Fedcra. “You ' and gazed into space.

{don't know what you are saying. Yout “Must 1? Must I? Was it in the
iwill kill me if you go on!” Then | ©2th? What did I swear to? I can-
‘suddonly she gtined control of her-|mot remember. But I hate him!
|self, and went on ecslmly: --y(,u\Oh. I hate him! He is the murder-
‘;mmk I love rim—Loris Ipanoff. No".er of Viadimir! Thon he muct die!
|you are wrong., I do not. It She sprang to the bell, and rang
;n\islako. Let us not talk of  him. |it.
You and he may talk of me it )'oul “Tell the man who brought the
like; but not you and me of him.” |letter to come to me. No matter
what he is doing. He must not de-

Olga's eyes flashed.
“He and I may talk of you? Arel“\)ﬂ He must come at once. My
Yes, he.God!" she muttered, as Marka ran

you so ungenerous as that?
and I have talked of you, and 1|off, “if I stop to think I shall never

to

-
|

Come, let me¢ pre-

or

is another murder,” she whis-
“Ged of mercy! must I do

was a l

thet 1 love him. Well, I do. I love|him! If he says I love him, he lies.
him so well that I hove undertaken I hate him.”

to mediate between him and the in-| The man, finishing a mouthful,
justice you are doing him He kill-|came and stood waiting. Fedora mo-
ed Viadimir Boroff in a fair duel. |tioned Marka to go, Then she clos-
Are you not ashamed of what you|ed the door, and moticned the man
have done?” nearcr. She whispered:

Olga was furious. “You know your errand?"’

Fedora wes calm as marble now. “To quietly executs Loris Ipanoff,”
She arose from her seat, and stood |he answered, in a matter-of-fact way.
si'ently waiting for Olga cease, | .“When?”

Then she sald, simply: “The sooner the
“It is a mistake. I do
him. It does not matter
what he did or did not do.
you will excuse me,”

the room.

Olga flew after her, crying:

“Forgive me, princess, [ wasi “Get him 1ere”
wrong;"” but Felora was out of| “I will have him here.”
sight -and hearing, ard Olga heard | “Then all you nced to do is keep
her shutting hercelf into a room be-|him here until midnight, and let him
yond. go ‘then. We will attend

“My blundering tongue!" said Ol-|rest.”
ga, and left the house, tut as she| “Yov—yan will
stepped into her carriage she mur- | polace.”
mured, “I .m glad I thought of it. The man laughaod.

I will write to my' dear friends who “Don't fret. There won't be any
are afraid to “ave me in St. Pcters- | muss.”
burg, but who cannot do enough for| She stared at him in horror.

to

|
love [ ready any time.
me | you.”

better. We are
not Tonight if it suits
to
I think “What
and she left| “Could

‘nlght?"

“e

time tonighkt?”

you manage it at mid-

What am I to do?”

to the

not—not—in the

me something

She rzn from me, and sat down and wrote to a person who

)lurned withk a thickzet, h::rsh-featur-l

and‘

| Then he will die, and my vengeance |

know what you would lnslnuute—‘;dﬂ it. And it must be done. I hate |

“Go, go!”

The mon returned to his disturb-
ed meal. Fedora arose, -and groped
like a blind person to her escritoire.
She sat down at it, and placed pa-
per before Frer, takinz a pen in her
hand. She dipped the pen in the
ink and tried to form letteis on
the paper. Her hand shook so that
she could not. Again and once
again she essayed it .

At length she drppped‘m’e;\en and
staggered to the bell. Marka, with
a faee full of woe, eatered quickly.

“Marka,” said Fedora, without
lookinz at her, “yoa love me? you
are Taithful to me?” ;

“To the death,” sobbed Marka,
for the strain of the inexplicable suf-
fering of her mistress told upon
her.

“To the death,” repeated Fedora.
“To the death. Yes, I knew it.

Marka, I wzant you to go to
Count Loris Ipanoff.”

“Oh, yes, mad’u“""'

“That makes you glad,. Marka?”

“Oh, yes, madam, for you would
nct send me but with a kind mes-
sage would you?”

Fedora laughed.
ed to hesr it

“Yes, it is a kind message; tell
him that I would like to see him to-
night, at tea c'clock. I—1I would
rather that he did not cpeak of it to
any one—to any one, do you under-
stand? At ten o'clock tonight.”

“l am so glad, my princecs!”

“Yes, he will be glad, too, will he
not? He, ha!”

“Yes, he'll be glad, He loves you
|so much!”

“And I, Marka, do I not love him?
|1t will be 2'l over now—all that
| folly of .keeping him away frem
me. Ha, ha! An I not kappy, Mar-
ka? Go, Marka! Why do vyou
stand there looking at me? Ha, ha!
He will want to know. Ha, ha, ha!”

Marka left, and Fa2dora f-11 head-
lcug cn the floor, murmuring, as
she fell:

“It i3 not a murder, it is an execu-
tion!™

the

/

Marka shudder-

CHAPTER XVIII

Marka, wio wes so hard with her
own lover, could aot be swift enough
in the corvice of the lover of her
mistfess. She caug{t up her hat
‘und cloak, and ran out of the house
{as if she were afrcid her mistress
|\\ouhl change her mind and call her
| back.
| She krileg the first c~b, promised
the driver an extra fee for haste,
and then began to adjust her hat
jand cloak tn the angle and the fold
{that her feminine fancy had decided
! was most becoming.

It is natural for a woman to like
;an errand of mercy, and when the
benefiziary a handscme, stalwart

is

“I know wkeot it will say,” she mur-|maa who has aprealed to her s.\'m-'”“‘“gh it is said joy
[ will not, l» The tears star‘ed to Marka's eves. mured. “These two men have ('uun-llml!!if's by the fervor and strength

of kis pessicn, the errand becomes
a positive joy. Marka pocssed the
time picturing the delight of Loris
| Ipanofr,

A pretty mezaid
Marka passed the
smile, only asking
the apartment: c¢f the Count Ipanoff.
The valet opened the door.

“The Count Ipancff is in?
him a messenger is here from
—no, tell him Markz is here.”
| Presently she heard the voice of
Loris erying.

“Marka! My God! what has hap-
pencd?” and the next moment he
| came running to where she stood.
| Tell me quickly, Marka.”

] “Good news! good news!"”
Marka, joyously,

“Good news!"” he repeated, hoarse-
ly. “What can be good news?”

The vzlet stood at a respectful
but listening distance, and Marka
whispered:

“l want to see you alone.”

He led her into his parlor, and
shut the doors. Then stood looking
hungrily at her.

“You said good news,

“My mistress sent me.”

“Yes, yes.”

“She said. tell him to come to me
at ten o'clock tonizht.”

“She said—I am to go to her at
ten tonight.” He locked as if he
doubted.

“Yes,” answered Marka,

“She will see me?”

“She sent me to say so.”

“My God, my God!”

“You will come?”

“If T will come? If I were dying
I would go to her. At ten tonight.
Marka, she would not send for me
if she did not love me, would she?
Tell me that she would not! What
was the message? How did she
word it? How did she look? Tell
me, my good Marka."”

“I am sure she loves you. I would
know it by her looks. And she has
suffered so, since that day. You will
hardly know her. The message was
only what I tall you, except that
you were not to speak of it to any-
one.”

“No, I will not speak of
ten tonight. Heaven! can
trve? You are oure, Marka?
were a mistake—"

“Oh, sir, she sent for me, and tcld
me to come. Obh, there i3 no mis-
(take. You may be sure of that.”

He sank into a chair, and then
started up ccain, and began to pace
the floor.

“At ten tonizht, you said, Maivka?
At ten tonizht! Marka, you are a
blesscd messenger, How can I re-
pay you for what you hove done for
me? If it had not been for you all
these days—Marka,” and he laugh-
ed with feverish gayety, “in the old,
the an~ient days, when a messenger
brought gocd 1ews—wait a mo-
ment!” He hurried from the room,
and prescntly returned with a moroc-

goe3 .verywhe
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co case. “Ia the olden time a mes-
senger was ewarded witih gifts.
Here, Marka, cloose!” and he open-
ed the bex, and pat it into the hands
of the astonizhed giil.

It was full of cosily jewels tarown
together in ccnfusion. A cry of ad-
miration broke frcm her lizs. Then
she turned pale, and shocp Ler head.

“Such things arz nct for me, sir,”
and she shut the box with a sigh,
and handed it to him_ on

“Not for you!” and he laughed
joyously. “For the bearer cf such
tidings nothinz = n be unsuitable.
You will not choose? Then I will
for you.”

He opened the case again, and
tossed and tossed over the contents
with a careless finger. Presently he
drew out a necklace of diamonds.

“There, Marka! If you cannot
wear it you can sell it. It is better
than giving you moncy, That would
be like a payment for service. We
make such odd distinctions in this
world, do we not? You take the
jewels, and you-accept a gift. You
take money, and it is a payment.
Oh, take them, my zir.”

“Thank you,” faltered Marka, try-
ing hard to resist ‘ne temptaticn to
snatch the glittering jewels from
him. “They are not for me. Such
jewels are for my mistress.”

“Your mistress, Maika! Do you
think one of * these thiags should
ever be honored by being wern by
vour mistress? Never,” he exclaim-
ed, with 1 sudden passion of hatred.
“l would throw them in the gutter
rather. No, Marka, if I thougkt you
would wear these diamonds you
should not have them. They are for
no honest woman to wear No, Mar-
ka, take them, and sell them. Or if
you would rather, I will give you

something else. Ask for what you
:willA 1 do not know why I have
Ikept these things. Will you have
the jewels or nct?”

She hesitated no longer.

“l may tell the princess that you
gave them to me?"”

“Tell her what you like. Tell her
vou came to a man who hated life;
you left one who loved it. Ah, I do
not know how I shzll bridge the
time till' ten o'clock; but, at least, I
shall live. Why, 1 may think of her
now. I did not believe you at first,
Marka; but it has graduzlly been
coming to me that you have told
me the trctk, and you may see for
| vourself that I am uappy.”

“I like to sce you smile in
way,” said Mzika, enjoying his hap-
piness with him, and unconsciously
| counting the diamcnds in the neck-
! 1ace.

l “If I had been ~ble to believe you
‘j:\‘. once it might have dore me harm,
never Kkills.
I think it must
life strong in
tonight! Must

|

| Perhaps that is so.
|be so, for it makes
| me. At ten o'clock
you go, Morka? It is hard to let
vou go out of my sizht. You are a
!scrt cf evidence to mc that I am
lnnt dreamirg, that I 2am to sce my
i love tonight.”
| “It is no dream, cir, 1 would stay
it 1 dared, but 1 am afrai’ I may be
|nu-dc>d at any moment. You must
| expeet to see her changed.”

“Yes, ¥ but she will soon be
herself azain. When she has heard
[ what I have to tell her che will—"

“You must l‘“\'vry gontle; you

{must humor Ler. She is so ner-
| vous.”
| “Trust me this time, Marka."
‘ “Ah, sir, I am so glad it is com-
ing right again, A little longer, and
my mistress would have been mad
or dead.”

“My poor love!™
T“At ten o'clcck then?” s

“If 1 do not die of joy in
meantime, Marka, I will be at the
door on the stroke of ten.”

Marka trinped away with a hap-
pier heart than she had had in many
days. Suddenly he called after her:

“Was the Countess Olga at the
palace today?”

“Yes."

“Thank you.

Marka hurried

the

Thet is all.”

home, and
to enjoy in solitude the ecstasy of
anticipation,

“That good Olga,” he murmured.
“] owe her a debt of gratitude.”

CHAPTER XIX

Fedora looked up, hollow-eyed,
when Marka returncd.

“You saw him?"

“Oh, yes.”

“Will he come?”

“He is so happy he can hardly
wait for the time.”

Tre eascr look died
haggard face, and one
took its place.

“My Ged!” she whispered to her-
self, “he will come!"”

“He was so unhrppy, my prin-
cess,” went on Marka, rcpidly, “and
at first he did not belleve me, Al,
you shotld have scen him when |
came away. And see! he gave me
this for the good news I took him.”

She held up the necklace gayly,
but with some trepidation, too, not
qoowing how her mistress might
view the matter. Fedora looked at
them dully.

“Diamonds Ah, well, why
Diamonds from him!"” she
with a sudden change of tone.
diamonds! Ah, Heaven! no.
them here, Marka! You sheall
take them. He shall have
back. Give them to me, I say!"
Marka tremblingly handed them to
her, and she held them unsteadily.
“Give me my jewel case, Marka;
bring it to me.” Then whispering to
herself, “Diamonds for such an er-
rand! Give me the jowel-case.”

(To be Continued)
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dELP YOUR NEIGHBOR
TO REGAIN PROSPERITY
The-Kidgstcn “Whig” had an edi-

What a Nati of Self-helpers Could
do—All Are Interested In
the Movement

|

torial the o:her day which ccntains
{food for thought for all of us. We
\are all interested in the early return
{of prosperily, and if each will work
‘along the lines suggesred by the King-
ston “Whig,” there is no doubt that
prosperous times will soon be with
as again.

“The man that's able to work and
{is out of work is the kind of man that
we are determined to make icto a
busy producer. This is a probiem for
practical people. We can’t afford to
leave this problem to the charitable
# ganizations. Canada is a poor land
for organized chari:y. This is no
country of slums. It is a land of self-
helpers. Suppose that for every man,
woman and child in Canada a hundr:d
dollars were spent every year in buy-
iILg Canadian gcods. Tota' $809,000,-
000. That s more than half the tota!
amount of goods turred out of Can-
adian factories. That eight hundred
%mlmons of goods made, means morsa
|than $150,000,000 paid out in wages.
{Add that $150,000.000 to the gross
|amount of money spant ror Canadian
l;oods, and you add enough to keep
| the machin> going as near as possible
!to a peak load. Bear in mind that

! every doliar spent for Canadian goods
adds at least 20 cents to the amount
;p.ld in wages. It means at least
|twenty cents more to spend for
|goods made in Canada. The man
iwho gets the wages becomes a
| partner with the man who buys the
| goods, to keep up the grani total of
{ goods made by the workers of Canada,
for Canadians. This is the practical
side of self-help. It's the wages paid
!to the workers that represents the
| business done in the factories and
| the prosperity that affects everybody’s
| pocket.”

| { Buying Canadian made goods
{{ is not a fad. It's organized
; common sense. Only for-
eigners can afford to ignore
a policy that means our na-

tional prosperity.

BIG STORY, LITTLE TOWN

| Concrete [lllustration of What the

“Made-in-Canada Idea Means
Some little towns tell big stories
| about industry. There is one down
| in Quebec; about thirty miles from
| Montreal. It's as pretty as a pictura
and as lively as a Maypole dance, and
;besldel the half-dozen hit-or-miss fac-
| tories that help to keep it booming,
| it has two enormous concerns, each of
| which spells a story for the average
Canadian. One of these marvelous
modern factories turns out sewing
| machines. The patents are held in
the United States, but the wages and
the profits and the cost of raw ma-
terials are paid in Canada. The same
machine used to come in over a .ariff
wall. Now everything about that
machine helps that little town to
maintain its hundreds of workers.
The wage bill of that factory runs into
thousands upon thousands a week.
‘When buying a sewing machine it
| might be easy to get one made abroad.
It might be almost as ood a machine
as that made in the little town on
the Quebec River. The ‘reason that
great factory was built at a cost of
nearly a quarter of a million dollars
was to make goods for Canadlian
homes by paying the wages of labor
and the profits of industry to Can-
adians. It is magrificently doing its
work. And it is a monument to the
economic good sense of Canadians as
expressed in the *“Made-dn<anada“

idea.
| Il"s as much the duty and
to the advantage of
eve y Canadian to buy goods
| made in Canada as for a
l Canadian soldier to fight
for his own country instead
of going over to the enemy.

Buy Canadian Goods

Why should we consume foreign
merchandise ‘n this country when ou
workers make the same goods? It
we buy foreign dry goods, foreiga
hardware, and “foreign foods, when
will we in Canada be able to supply
our own market? Let us then buy
as much as possible of goods made
in Canada, and we will keep the
m.uey in our own country and relieve
the distress of the unemployed.

Had ship's enchor fall on my knee
wnd leg, and knce swelled up and
for six days I could not move it or
get help. 1 then storted to use
MINARD'S LINIMENT and two bot
tles. cured me.
PROSPER FERGUSON.

The Wretchedness
of Constipation

Synopsis of Canadian
Land Reguldtions

Northwest

The sle head of a family,
or any male over 18 years o'd,
may homostead a quarier section
of available Dominion land in Mani-
toba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The
applicant must appear in person at
tke Dominion Lands Agency or Sub-
agency for district. Entry by proxy
m&y be mide 2t any  Dominion
Lands Agency (but ici Sub-Agency),
on ce:itaia cooditions.

Duties: Six months' residence
|upon and -cultivation of the land in
Ileach of three years. A homesteader
may live within nine miles of his
homestead on a farm of &¢ least 80
acres, on ccirtain conditions. A
habitable kotsc is iequiied except
vhere residence is performed in the
vicinity,

In certain districts a homesteader
:in good standing may preempt a
quarter section alongside his home-
stead. Price $3.00 per acre.

Duties—Six mouths regidence
| eack of three years afler
Lheomestead patent; also 50
extra cultivaticn Precmpticon  pa-
tent may be obtuined a3 soon asz
hemestead patent, on certuin condi-
tions.

A settler wio
horiestead riglit
chased homesteak] in
tricts. Piice $3.00
—Must rzside six moaths in each
of ‘three yecrs, cultivate 50 acres
ard erect a hoivse worth $300.

The area of cultivaiion is.subject
to reduction in ca2se of rough, serub-
by or stony land, Live stock may
be substitut~d fer ecullivation under
| certain conditions.

W. W. CORY..C. M. G,

Deputy of the Minizter of the In-
terior,

N. B.—Unauthorized publication of
this advertisment will 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
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 sald County of
Northumberland on THURSDAY the
twenty secOnd day of July next at
twelve o'clock noon.

All that piece or parcel of land and
premises situate lying and 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 tp 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 scid 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-
ohoe by Indenture beoring 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-
!dor and by virtue of a power of sale
conained in an Indenture of
| Mortgage bearing date the 22nd day
|of January A D, 1910 snd made be-
tween the sald Charles Edmonds and
Florence Edmonds of the first part
and the caid George Stables of the
sccond pert,

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

Terms cash

Dated this fifteentl Cay
|A. D, 1915
E P. WILLISTON,

Solicitor for the Mortgagee
GEORGE STABLES
Mortgagee

in
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