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FEDOR
BY VICTORIEN SARDOU

could not ‘rust herself to speak : me in Paris, to tell me something 
aloud. | about Fedora Romanoff. She may

“Yes, and I—I thought it only 1 have a history, if che is young and 
right, brute, brute that I was—I told beautiful, and did captivate me." 
her without reasons, brutally, with- j And when che reached home she 
out preface. She ran from me, and sat down and wrote to a person who 
1 have not seen her since that mo- ' was more even than a g.rnd duke, 
ment. She refuses to see me, to 1 t and there is but one higher—the 
me say one word of explanation., Czar
She has forbidden me the house. 1 CHAPTER XVII
And she—is dying, too. My God! ! “Killed him In a fair duel!” gasp-
she does levé me, I know she does, ed Fedora, aa ~he shot 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! I will 

“When a woman loves, she loves,1 keep my oath.”
Ipanoff. If she loved you at all she i She sank into a chair panting and 
loves you still. She would love you exhausted, r.s if she had been taking 
through everything. Why did you j seme fatiguing bedily exercise, 
leave St. Petersburg, Ipanoff?” j “Though I love him! No. 1 hate

“What does it matter who knows ; him, I hate him. He killed my
now! 1 killed Vladimir Boroff in a 1 Vladimir. He told me sc. My God!

(Continued)
One, two, three days went by, and 

the countess received no word from 
the princess. Neither had she seen 
or heard anything cf Lasinskv, 
which she considered singular under 
the circumstances. Nor again did 
she see anything of Loris, which, 
however, did not strike her as so 
strange.

But one afternoon she saw Lasir.s- 
ky on the Bois, as she was driving, 
and she noticed that he had tried to 
avoid being seen. Nothing more 
was needed to cause her to drive up 
and call to him.

“My dear Lasinskv," she said, re- j 
proachfully. “why have I seen noth
ing of you’ After what passed be
tween us the ot-ic” day, I thought 
we should meet often.”

“Frankly." said Lasinskv. and im-j , . „ , , , ....
mediately Olya knew he was going ; dUel; ... shall 1 lose my mind?

i ! It was you did it, then? ex- There came a knock at tue door.
I “Who is there?”

1 have decided to think no more of 
the matter. If she is not for me, 
whv let it be. I would advise you

to tell an atrocious falsehood. ‘ i , |m^ OI 
have thought it all over calmly, and

“That is what she cried out. I j “I, Ma.ka. There is ? messenger 
killed him fairly, Olga. I gave him j with a letter. He says it is import- 
a chance for his life. It was his or ant.” 
mine. But she does not know that.
The papers said Vladimir had been 
murdered, and I said to her only that 
I had killed Vladimir.

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 puppy!"* was all Olga said to 
him.

iBut she drove away thinking. If 
Lasinskv was so well satisfied it was 
safe to assume that he was on the 
high road to success. Evidently he

Fedora opened the door.
“From whom?”
‘JHe would tell me nothing. 1

would have - think he is from St. Petersburg.” 
“Let mo see him.”
Marka ran off, end presently re- 

! turned with a thickset, harsh-featur- 
! ed Russian. Marka would have Hu

ll ad discoveiec* how to get along her.”

explained, but she gave me no 
chance, but ran away from me as if 
I was accursed.”

“Write to her.” ___________ ______ _____ _____
“She would not read what she j gerod. but the nan looked at her, 

would not hear. Anyhow I must tell and Fedora with a suspicion of wha*
he was, sen* the girl away.

without her, and he was fool enough 
to insult her. Good! But she had a ! this?" 
card to plry yet. f “Lasinsky?

She drove to the apartments of he?"
Leris Ipanoff. and sent her card up. ] “I did not knew.

"Does LaMncky know anything of “From whom do you come?" ask
ed Fedora.

Njjf. How should j “General Boroff. Here is a letter
I from him. I was to give it 

Loris, I am go- ; your own hands.”
into

Here is a man." she said to her-! ing to see Fedora Romanoff, and she • Fedora took the letter into
shall hear ycur explanation.” hands with a sort of terror.

her
Sheself. “He does not understand dou

ble dealing. It will be the truth or ' “If you could persuade her to -see ' tore the covering, and was going to 
nothing from him. Women and , me. to give me but five minutes. If read it. Then she looked at the
kraves—how much alike they are!”

But that was an angry women’s 
opinion of woman.

you could do ‘hat, Olga!” ! man.
“I will try.” j “You are tired?"

She left nim without any attempt j “I have come without stopping." 
There came down word from Loris at consolation, and drove to the Prin- * She rang for Mark-.,

that he would see her, if she would cess Fedora’s. Instead of sending ! “See that this man is well cared
come up. or if she would wait he her card up by her footman she car- for.”
would ccme down to her. She wen1 ried it herself, and was admitted in- “I have a comiade with me. Gon-
np. She was obliged to wait in the . to the reception room. j eral Boroff said he would be cared
drawing-room for some minutes, j Marka came to her thete. and was ' for, too."
Then he came in. 1 commencing to say that her mistress 1 Fedora shuddered, she could not

“My God, Ip.anoff! w hat is the was not well enough to see any one. ■ tell why. 
matter?” when the countess stepped her with J “See that his comrade is also

No wonder s'*e * shed. He was , a smile, 
haggard and wildeycd. | “That is a good girl, but you need

“Matter? Nothing. But no; that not tell me it. 1 want to see the
is a lie. Everything is the matter. I \ princess because I think I can do 1 ter to re.-.d it.
am dying every day. Don't ask me [ her good." I “I know whet it will say." she mur-
to tell you anvth'ng. i will not. I The tears star'ed to Marka’s eyes, mured. “These two men have come

“Ah, madame la coun*ess, if you . to take him back to St. Petersburg, 
only could ! " i Then lie will die. and my vengeance

“If I have the opportunity, I am will be complete. My God!" and 
i sure 1 can. Now go back and tell1 she stared at the letter r.s if it faa-

! taken care of.”
| Not until the man was gone and 
1 the door shut did The open the let-

am glad you have come to see me. 
You are my friend, Olga?"

His friend! and she loved him 
with a worn- n's devotion.

“Yes, Ipanoff, I am your friend, her anything you think will induce cinated her.
and I knr w w hat is tl.e matter. You . her to see me. I mi her friend.”
do not need to tell me. You love j Marka needed no urging, for she
the Princess Fedora.” 1 had begun to be afraid for her mis-

“How did you know'? But it does . tress. Presently she returned with
not matter. Yes, I love her." i an overjoyed countenance.

“Then why 're you sorrowful?" j “She will see you."

“My dear Princess:—Your tele
gram was received. You have done 
splendid work. It will be impossible 
to have the man Iyanoff extradited. 
There is some hitch in the laws, but 
he shall not escape us. I have ar-

“If you do not know that, you j Fedora was hardly less changed j ranged it with the French ambassa- 
know nothing. Any man must love ( than Ipz^noff, and Olga started at j dor. The two men who bring this 

suppose, so it would be easy the sight of her.her,
to guess that I, too, love her."

“But she does not love you?"
"Ah, my God! that is v.hat I do to you before?" 

not know." I “It is nothing,

| are furnished with warrant for

“Ipanoff, I am your friend, your will soon pass away."

“My dear princess, you have been execution of Loris Ipanoff. It 
ill. Why did you not let me come ! WH1 have to be dene quietly, but

| there will be no outcry by the police, 
said Fedora. “It j That w ill be arranged through the

Department of Justice. Arrange
true friend; will you not let r help; “Yes, if you take the right medi- with the men upon a time, have the 
you? A woman can sometimes do, cine," said Olga. Come, let me* pre- j murderer Ipanoff in your house by
what no man can. SometliV.g has ! scribe.”
occurred. I already know some 
things that you do not. Tell me 
what you know, and trust me to help 
you.”

“Help me? I think you cannot do

Fedora smiled faintly.
“I assure you I need no medicine. 

I shall be quite well in a day or 
two.”

“Bah,” said Olga, suddenly, "why
that, but I would like to tell you. I should I beat about the bush
am not much as I wan a fewr days 
ago, am I? Well, I know what it is 
to love now. My God, what a pas- 
Bion."

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

"You told me she was irresist
ible." ho said, suddenly 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 rt the piano, she stood 
beside me. There it is all told. I 
became mad in a moment. Love! 
My God! dees 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, I will not say why, for I do 
not know, but she asked me to call 
upon her the next day. 1 went. If 
I was mad before, there Is no word 
to describe my condition when I left 
her. Before that I had tried to 
break away from my infatuation. 
From that time I yielded to It. That 
she would love me 1 nevor dreamel, 
though there were times when I 
could almost think so. The next 
day I went again. I hardly knew 
what I did. When I am with her I 
cannot seem to do anything coherent
ly. I told her I loved her.”

Again he buried his face In his 
hands.

“What did she say?” whispered 
Olga.

>‘Sh^i said she loved me,” answer
ed Lorlo, lifting his face, now doub
ly haggard, and drawn with the 
agony of recollection. k

“She said she loved you?” repeat
ed Olga, still In a whisper, as if she

with 
It isyou. I know your ailment 

Loris Ipanoff.”
Fedora clutched at her throat con

vulsively. Olga went quickly on:
“You believe him tc be the—”
“Stop! stop!” gasped Fedora, 

don’t know what you are saying. You 
will kill me if you go on!” Then 
suddenly sho gained control of her
self, and went on calmly: “You
think I love him—Loris Ipanoff. No, 
you are wrong. I do not. It was a 
mistake. Let us not talk of him. 
You and he may talk of me If you 
like; but not you and me of him.”

Olga’s eyes flashed.
“He and I may talk of you? Are 

you so ungenerous as that? Yes, he 
and I have talked of you, and I 
know what you would insinuate— 
that I love him. Well, I do. I love 
him so well that I have undertaken 
to mediate between him and the In
justice you are doing him. He kill
ed Vladimir Boroff in a fair duel. 
Are you not ashamed of what you 
have done?”

Olga was furious.
Fedora wtas calm as marble now. 

She arose from her seat, and stood 
si’ently waiting for Olga to cease. 
Then she said, simply:

"It is a mistake. I do not love
him. It does not matter to me i you.”

appointment, a secret one if pos
sible. When he leaves you it will be 
to pay the penalty of his crime.’"

She read on to the end without a 
pause, but as the last word passed 
under her eye, she pushed the pa
per from her with a shuddering ter
ror.

“It is another murder,” she whis
pered. “God of mercy! must I do 
this, too?”

She hell her temples in her hands, 
You ! and gazed into space.

“Must I? Must I? Was it In the 
oath? What did I swear to? I can
not remember. But I hate him! 
Oh, I hate him! He is the murder
er of Vladimir! Then he muet die!

She sprang to the bell, and rang 
It.

“Tell the man who brought the 
letter to come to me. No matter 
what he is doing. He must not de
lay. He must come at once. My 
God!” she muttered, as Marka ran 
off, “if I stop to think I shall never 
do It. And it must be done. I hate 
him! If he says I love him, he lies. 
I hate him.”

The man, finishing a mouthful, 
came and stood waiting. Fedora mo
tioned Màrka to go. Then she clos
ed the door, and motioned the man 
nearer. She whispered:

“You know your errand?”
“To quietly execute Loris Ipanoff,’ 

he answered. In a matter-of-fact way. 
.“When?”

“The sooner the better. We are 
ready any time. Tonight If it suits

what he did or did not do. I think 
you will excuse me,” and she left 
the room.

Olga flew after her, crying:
“Forgive me, princess, I was 

wrong;” but Fedora was out of 
sight and hearing, and Olga heard

"What tkne tonight?”
"Could you manage it at mid

night?”
“I? What am I to do?”
"Get him 1 ere.”
“I will have him here.”
“Then all you need to do is keep

her shutting herself Into a room be-1 him here until midnight, and let him
yond.

“My blundering tongue!” said Ol
ga, and left the house, tut as she 
stepped into her carriage she mur
mured, “I jn glad I thought of it. 
I will write to my dear friends who 
are afraid to Yave me In St. Peters
burg, but who cannot do enough for

go then. We will attend to the 
rest.”

“Yov—yem will not—not—in the 
palace.”

The man laughed.
“Don't fret. There won’t be any 

muss.”
She stared at him in horror.

“Go, go!”
The man 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 her, taking a pen ia her 
hand. She dipped the pen in the 
ink and tried to form lettei s on 

the paper. Her hand shook so that 
she could not. Again and once 
again she essayed it. , *

At length she dropped YKêxpen and 
staggered to the bell. Marka. with 
a faee full of woe, entered quickly.

“Marka,” said Fedora, without 
looking at her, “you love me? you 
are faithful 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 1L 

Marks, I want you to go to the 
Count Loris Ipanoff.” y- 

“Oh, yes, rnaôaq^’*
“That makes you glad,. Marka?” 
“Oh, yes, madam, for you would 

net send me but with a kind mes
sage would you?”

Fedora laughed. Marka shudder
ed to hear it.

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

“I am so glad, my princess!”
“Yes. he will be glad, too, will he 

not? Hp. ha!”
“Yes. he’ll be glad. He loves you 

so much!”
“And I, Marka, do I not love him? 

It will be a'l over now—all that 
folly of .keeping him away from 
me. Ha, ha! Am I not happy, Mar
ka? Go. Marka! Why do you 
stand there looking at me? Ha, ha! 
He will want to know. Ha, ha, ha!”

Marka left, and Fedora f -!i head
long cn the floor, murmuring, as 
she fell:

“It is not a murder, it ia an execu
tion!”

CHAPTER XVIII
Marka, who was so hard with her 

own lover, could not be swift enough 
in the service of the lover of her 
mistress. She cauaf t up her hat 
and cloak, and ran out of the house 
as if she were afraid her mistress 
would change her mind and call her 
back.

She hailed the first c*b, promised 
the driver an extra fee for haste, 
and then began to adjust her hat 
and cloak to 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 
beneficiary is a handsome, stalwart 
man who has appealed to her sym
pathies by the fervor and strength 
of his passion, the errand becomes 
a positive joy. Marka passed the 
time picturing the delight of Loris 
Ipanoff.

A pretty maid goes • very where. 
Marka passed the concierge with a 
smile, only asking to be directed to 
the apartment1*, of the Count Ipanoff. 
The valet opened the door.

“The Count Ipanoff is in? Tell 
him a messenger is here from the 
—no. tell him Marka is here.”

Presently she heard the voice of 
Loris crying.

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

“Good news! good news!" cried 
Marka. joyously.

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

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

“I 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, Marka.”
“My mistress sent me.”
“Yes, yes.”
"She said, tell him to come to me 

at ten o’clock tonight.”
“She said—I am to go to her at 

ten tonight.” He looked as If he 
doubted.

“Yes,” answered Marka, pityingly. 
“She will see me?"
“She sent me to say so.”
“My God, my God!”
"You will come?”
“If I 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 no*! 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 sho has 
suffered so, since that day. You will 
hardly know her. The message was 
only what I tell you, except that 
you were not to speak of It to any
one.”

“No, I will not speak of it. At 
ten tonight. Heaven! can It be 
true? You are cure, Marka? If it 
were a mistake—”

“Oh, sir, she sent for me, and told 
me to come. Oh, there la no mis
take. You may be sure of that.”

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

"At ten tonight, you said, Marka? 
At ten tonight! Marka, you are a 
blessed messenger. How can I re
pay you for what you fco.ve 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 ancient days, when a messenger 
brought goed news—wait a mo
ment!" He hurried from the room, 
and presently returned with a moroc

co case. “In the olden time a mes-1
senger was .-cwarSed wit,, gifts- flFIP YOUR NEIGHBOR
Here, Marka, choose!” and he open
ed the box, and put it into the hands 
of the astonished giil.

It was full of costly jewels thrown | 
together ia confusion. A cry of ad
miration broke from her, lips. Then 
she turned pale, and snoop her head.

“Such things are net for me, sir," 
and she shut the box with a sigh. The-Kingston "Whig" had an edl-
and handed It to him. .. lorlal the 0liler day wh;Ch contains

“Not for you!" and he laughed ! food for thought for all of us. We
joyously. “For the bearer of such ,re all interested in the early return
tidings nothing -n be unsuitable- prosperity, and if each will work

TO REGAIN PROSPERITY
ifVhat a Nation of Self-helpers Could 

do—All Are Interested In 
the Movement

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 money. That would 
be like a payment for service. We 
make such odd distinctions in this 
world, do w© not? You take the 
jewels, and you—accept_a gift. You 
take money, and it is a payment. 
Oh, take them, my g’.r\”

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

“Your mistress, Ma.ka! Do you 
think one of these things should 
ever be honored by being worn by 
your mistress? Never," he exclaim
ed. with a sudden passion of hatred.

ilong the lines sugges'ed by the King
ston “Whig,” there is no doubt that 
prosperous times will soon be with 
as again.

“The man Chat’s able to work and 
j Is out of work is the kind of man that 
we are determined to make into a 
busy producer. This is a problem for 
practical people. We can’t afford to 
leave this problem to the charitable 
4. ganlzations. Canada is a poor land 
for organized charity. This is no 
country of slums. It Is a land of self 
helpers. Suppose that for every man, 
woman and child in Canada a hundred 
dollars were spent every year in buy
ing Canadian goods. Tota* $800,000,- 
000. That Is more than half the total 
amount of goods turned out of Can
adian factories. That eight hundred 
millions of goods made, means more 
than $150,000,000 paid out In wages. 
Add that $150,000,000 to the gross 
amount of money spent lor Canadian 
goods, and you add enough to keep

“I would th,ow ,hem. " ,the *utter jthe machin, going a, near as potsibl, 
rather. No. Marka. if I thought you j ^ a p$ak load Bear mlcd that
would wear these d.arnonds V»» ; „e^ doi;ar spent for Canadian goods
should not have them. They are for ; .. . . OA . . .., adds at least 20 cents to the amountno honest woman to wear No, Mar-, „ , , ,« __ ~ , Paid in wages. It means at leastka. take them, and se.l them. Or if,. . ... „„„ twenty cents more to spend foryou would rather, I will give you j_, "T
something else. Ask for what you *“od” ™ade «■ C“ad*' The man
will I do not know why I have jwho *eta the ««comes a

Will vou have : partner ***& the man who buys the 
i goods, to keep up the grant total of 
; goods made by the workers of Canada, 
for Canadians. This is the practical

not
kept these tlvngs. 
the jewels or net?”

She hesitated no longer.
“I may tell the princess that you j 

gave them to me?"
“Tell her what you like. Tell her 1 

vou came to a man who hated life; ■ 
you left one who loved it. Ah, I do j 
not know how I shall bridge the , 
time till ten o’clock: but, at least, 1 | 
shall live. Why. I may think of her 1 
now. I did not believe you at first, 
Marka; but it has gradually been 
coming to me that you have told 
me the truth, and you may see for 
yourself that I am happy.”

“I like to see you smile in that 
way," said Mr.ika, enjoying his hap
piness with him, and unconsciously 
counting the diamonds in the neck
lace.

“If I had been able to believe you 
at once it might have done me harm, 
though it is said joy* never kills. 
Perhaps that is so. I think it must 
be so, for it makes life strong in 
me. At ton o’clock tonight! Must 
you go. Marka? It is hard to let 
you go out of my sight. You are a 
sort cf evidence to me that I am 
not dreaming, that I cm to see my 
love tonight.”

“It is no dream, rir. I would stay 
if I dared, but 1 am afrai ’ I may be I 
needed at any moment. You must I 
expect to see her changed.’’

“Yes, yen; but she will soon be 
herself again. When she has heard | 
what I have to toll her che will—”

“You must tib very gentle; you 
must humor her. 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!”
"'“At”ten o’clock then?"
“If I do not die of joy in the 

meantime, Marka, I will be at the 
door on the stroke of ten.”

Marka tripped away with a hap
pier heart then she had had in many 
days. Suddenly he called after her:

“Was the Counters Olga at the 
palace today?”

“Yes."
“Thank you. That is all.”
Marka hurried home, and Loris 

Ipanoff shut himself in his chamber 
to enjoy In solitude the ecstasy of 
anticipation.

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

CHAPTER XIX
Fedora looked up, hollow-eyed, 

when Marka xeturned.
You saw him?’’- |
Oh, yes.”
Will he come?”
He Is so happy he can hardly 

wait for the time.”
The eager look died cut of the 

haggard fare, and <?ne of despair 
took its place.

“My Gcd!” she whispered to her
self, “he will come!”

He was so unhrppy, my prin
cess,” went on Marka, rapidly, “and 
at first he did not believe me. Ah, 
you should have seen him when I 
ccme away. And see! he gave me 
this for the good news I took him.”

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

“Diamonds. Ah, well, why not? 
Diamonds from -him!" she cried, 
with a sudden change of tone. "His 
diamonds! Ah, Heaven! no. Give 
them here, Marka! You shell not 
take them. He shall have them 
back. Give them to me, I say l” 
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 
rand! Give me the jewel-case.”

(To be Continued)

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. Its organized 
common sense. Only for
eigners can afford to Ignore 
a policy that means our na
tional prosperity.
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BIG STORY, LITTLE TOWN

Concrete Illustration 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 picture 
and as lively as a Maypole dance, and 
besides the half-dozen nit-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 .arlff 
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 rood 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 Canadian 
homes by paying the wages of labor 
and the profits of industry to Can
adians. It is magrifloently doing Its 
work. And it Is a monument to the 
economic good sense of Canadians as 
expressed in the “Made-ln<?anadaM 
Idea.

Synopsis of Canadian Northwest 
Land Reguldtions

The sole head of a family, 
or any male over 18 years o'd, 
may homcctead a quarter section 
of available Dominion land in Mani
toba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. Tho 
applicant must appear in person at 
the Dominion Lands Agency or Sub
agency for district. Entry by proxy 
mf-y be m «de at any Dominion 
Lands Agency (but 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 of his 
homestead on a farm of sc least 80 
acres, on certain conditions. A 
habitable house is lequi.ed 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 $3.00 per acre.

Duties—Six mouths residence in 
each of three years after earning 
homestead patent; also 50 acres 
extra cultivation Prerempticn pa
tent may be obtained as soon as 
homestead p;».*ent, on certain condi
tions.

A settler who has exhausted his 
homestead ritiLt may take a pur
chased homestealTj ia certain dis
tricts. Price $3.00 per r.cre. Duties 
—Must reside six moatiis in each 
of three y errs, cultivate 50 acres 
and erect a house worth $300.

The area of cultivation is. subject 
to reduction in ca.se of rough, scrub
by or stony land. Live stock may 
be substitutrd for cultivation under 
certain conditions.

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

terior.
N. B.—Unauthorized publication of 
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ITS as much the duty and 
* to the advantage of 
eve y Canadian to buy goods 
made In Canada as for a 
Canadian soldier to fight 
for his own country Instead 
of going over to tha enemy.

Buy Canadian Goode 
Why should we consume foreign 

merchandise 4n this country when oui 
workers make the same goods? 11 
we buy foreign dry goods, foreign 
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.mey In our own country and relieve 
the distress of the unemployed.

Had ship’s anchor fall on my knee 
and leg, and knae swelled up and 
for six days I could not move It or 

get help. I then started to use 
MINARD’S LINIMENT and two hot 
ties cured me.

PROSPER FERGUSON.

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 no 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.

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 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- 
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
der and by virtue of a power of sale 
conaincd in an Indenture of 
Mortgage bearing date the 22nd day 
of January A. D., 1910 and made be
tween the said Charles Edmonds and 
Florence Edmonds of the first part 
and the paid George Stables of the 
second pr rt.

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

Terms cash
Dated this fifteenth fay of April 

A. D., 1915 
E P. WILLÏSTON,

Solicitor for the Mortgagee 
GEORGE QTABLES 

17-3mos. Mortgagee


